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TO THB PUBLIC, 



Vebt Utile need be laid In |«|fQ4«eiMrt0 «M iNibUe MKh M A^ittM Of ^ popnlar Scotch bard's 
poems as the present tme. It Is the cheapest ever Issued from Iha fvaaPi tad will come within the 
means of the hnmUeit and poorest members of tbd eotrnwinttr. Pvjt fii Ofier to produce the work 
at the lowest possible price, no abrldfement or ooriMKm Iwata^ea had Moonrse to, either In respect 
to the prose or poet^eal contents of original editions. <^ tlie cef i ti»>y, tms edition Is positively 
the most complete 4f all that haye erer been published, taManee a tvr$$Ql research having been 
made through the' efriler oolleetlons of Bums' Poems, |if eyal ptocea i»9f been therein found 
that have been on9f||p4 ^ >>^'o reoent editions, but whlab ||« fatlH^i iP tPlf present volume. 
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SKETCH 

LIFE OF EGBERT BURNS. 



Rnsn Rimiis wu. ■> la wall knom. ths son o( konnt nrnmlln ; thon A t know It will beolten 

a fuuHi 111 Ajnlilrt. sod *(t«rward> UmiaU s nt m; own eipeiua :^ur 1 lunrt jou, air, f 

tarmr tkan i bu, iuvliu bMn nuatMnaluI, ba iMTe, Ilka HvkniHH!, whuio eluruUr, guaBt In 

wan aboBt to amlgnila lojd^Utf. HabMlpi^ Itit 'r'llhg rlTnlr 'rf riwIiTw^ I ■nainiTiiM a ilmih T 

poaloaltaleuUlnllwrlsEiltriAanlM iTnd; la MtoU wa ila aw amlflllt, mTnU MaTlSi 

ud biTln pnblMaa ■ anuUI mmM ot Ma huBautlT ikakcn hanla wftk tbalr IntoslBatftif 

poama at KUmanuak. tUi Anw uwi blm mora Mvodalilp. > • > After raa kava jHiruiea 

tnwnU Uraaikui. In xnwiiiiHMe of the an- Ibaaapaiw.ilioDUfoaiMBk them irtURitand 

onuvfamant banedTaiLha rapaind tu i::dln- Impertinent, 1 oulj Ixtg leavs in tell j-un. ilwt 

lnrKli,awl then nUltkaditj nliKrIpDon. an ihapugrHuthnrwruUDiuni undtt Hiraelnllch- 

Imiinind and anlarnd tdlllim of big ihwdii. lugqiuilDiKolmnKJeitFe.nrlsli^Rlramaaiiaplclon 

wbk'h aM wllh antmorainari incceu. Brttia Ihatbewui dniiig wbal ho onitbt ii"t td ila; a 

ptvtlu *iWi| [rom iho aala ot thli edition, be gredkameiu bo bus luute i bsu oiii:« been in be- 

*■• MUUrd to Mini on ■ farm In Unmfrlet- lore. 

■hka: and IwirlNg narrled ■ nanwn to whom he "I hava not ihe moat dlsunt preionBloni to 

hadbeenhnaauaclia^baretlredtodeTotelbe uiiuna lliat character wbli^h the iiie-coaled 

raalatadar oThli lUeTo anieiilliirs. lie wu enardione of enenlcbaoni caO a OtnlLeman. 

•nin, boworar, nnnieiwMfnl: and. abandonliiE wbrii at Edlaburgh lul wlntcr.l not acqaalnted 

tM Una, b» ttuand amln Into Ibo town of In Iba Hetald'i Oncei and. look^iiK ibrunKti 

SanlilaB, where k* flilad an InlerJor oBlce In Ihe ihat eranarr of liannurt.1 fonnd ibere slmoBt 

eidir, and wkare ho l»milnated hl> llfo Id July, cvoir uamaln Ibaklngdomi bBtfoTue, 
mi. In Mi Ihlnr-flBbih year. 




HnMlln|atliisconriatnta,niltlMiliii,uItaka kMatalann-koaHl liBtttwaihlideanatirtIb 
U.lnllUBt«BHek. TodlMrtMirnbtti a Utlla andnrajvitokiiTeh In U> torn to keep hla 
In tUa ndaaaHe C« Bf <maO 'an takea > ebudran nnder hM oini an UU thn oadd db- 
wUmtaHreTanaliMorretnn^ Mrname aanbatweaBgnodarid «k| ao.wUhthaaaalM- 
hataudatoiiialltiljnolaela till tomHiTiTnn ancootUaaener-"— "•— —-•-■'■ • — ■ 

haie doiie nw tke banoBr to Intann Tonnelt onaamallnnii 

amnee 7OU Id an Idlo moment, I wlU gfvo f ou au nud an GIit\nu 



t!& 



i>iiliniuiUvsa, Tttbi, uid putMen. In 
"^ bojriih dAjrn, too, f owetl »*"^i* 



, ,-,— . 'lo\ll "l 

Hnui win ndded In tlu Eunllx, niunrknble 
r lier lEiioniim, cndnlUr, nair vuiienlilloiK 

fpniiklci, kuIjiiiHi, el[-ciini]]», iloiulUililt,' 
wmltlia. uppBrltlnim. csntnilpii, lUtnu. •»- 
chanlva loirtni, ilmgADB, Hnd ulber tnnuper^ 
TbJi cnlllvuted Uio laleut teedi cd aoeay ; bi 
Uiu)10*trun||uoaaet oa mj tmuljulloii, ttai 

ilia*i krana'ihuni Iwik-ont In smjilcloiui plHai 
■ml tkonfb mOioij an bi num (OtptlMl tbu 
■in lu incli BMltanL yM It otMn luei nn cfloi . 
ofpUlBiaiAjtaiMwolllhtieiadtman. Ill* 
enrlleK cmpiHlUDn ttet IpicolHi* UUni ^s- 
tun In. wsa^'Tli* Tlilun ol Ulna," Mid ■ br™ 

ElSst.OLorJl" TpnrilcniQrty tcmomMroi 



liOIItKT IIL'KS'K, 

la«^. 7D hi llllo the honilG «l u (..(tor. wliq Ent 



UnMB'a Bmllili CtA- 
iciauiD, wiEw mrBbDol-boote. nietiro Unt 
boola l«nr nadin iwlnua, andirtkli five ne 
mon plMUin fkan uy two booka I sver raid 
alDea,*tn •■Tlw_UIDaIUaBnllial,~uia"T!ia 
BHUKT rfWrWflUam WallaST' Hannibal 

■Irat In Aiplnni tip anddown a/ier (he Kcrott- 
Int dnm ind b«Hlp« and vlih nij« " 
awn^ to bt a Mluari wUla Iha itarjt 
bua pojired aSootfWi nrrtodlca Into in/ 
Telii>< Thleb irin bollalaiittiBntllMballao^ 
lataa ol UB lAnttn Manul nut. 

"rvMnilcal dlTlilb' nboM <til> time wai i 
UniiliacountirhiSrmuli and I, omtiitloag 
ahlRlnglnfonTWHiilon partial on HondajB, 



nnfln1tiida,v( 

iWoiwUbettaarnnAon who pi— Fd snpe- 
Ttor adrantaflaa, iba m m g hna aetn^ wbo wen 
baarU th* rahaandrorpafta In wUdi ibtj 
wtre abMllj to imtf on the itaxo of IIM, 
wh*mi nlaill wna jiaatliied id dradn bohlnd 
nntbatonrjani^iaiUiTliaTa a jnM lenaa of 

rattadplir-fallDW*. Htakaialawdatbei Into 
Ibe world, to fin Um toiuu gnat man (hit 
propar, dMantT DBnoUdnn dlironnl cor ilw 
poor ImUnlflnM HDBld A*il>. (he macbanlis 
nnd onuBtiT ■roonil blin, who vara pcrhapa 
botnlnltliaaniaaTlllafB. H; j-onng mporlori 



u inn not airan tha Joant* Awm acaiwi tia*< 
ilniad,helradino toaUtflorrencb. Vnrtlng 
itta tlw» HIT yoHngf frlandi and benafaclon, 

t Ibpy occmloDHUr vent oil Itr Iho Edit oi 

ruinous iMTj^a; and, to clencb tba mlifoc- 
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LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 



vU 



most ungHinlT, awkward boy in the parish— no 
iofitatre was loss acquahited with the ways of 
the worW. What I know of ancient story was 
gathered from ScUmotCs and OtUhrie's geoflraphi- 
cal grammars ; and the ideas I had formed of 
moderR manner, of literature, and criticism, I 
got from the SpecteUor. niese, with Pope's 
works, some plays of Shakspero, *Tulland Dick- 
son *on Agriculture,' 'The Pantheon,' ' Locke's 
Essay on the Human Understanding,' Btiick- 
house'a * History of the Bible,.' Justice's 
'British (tardoner's Directory,' Bayle's 'Lec- 
tnrea ' Allan Ramsay's Works, Taylor's ' Scrip- 
ture Doctrine of Original Sin,' a Select Collec- 
tion of English Songs, and Ilervcy's 'Medita- 
tions,' had formed the whole of my reading. The 
collection of songs was my vadt nucun. I pored 
over them driving my cart, or walldng to labour, 
song by song, verso by verse, carefully noting 
the trae tender, or sublime, from affectation and 
fnstian. I am convinced I owo to this practice 
much of my critic craft, such as it is. 

** In ray seventeenth year, to give my manners 
a brush, I went to a country dancing-school. 
My father had an unacconntable antipathy 
against these meetings; and my going was, 
what to this moment I repent, in opposition to 
his wishes. My father, as I said before, was 
subject to strong passions; from that instance 
of msobedience in me, he took a sort of dislike 
to me, which I believe was one cause of tiio dis- 
sipation which marked my succeeding years. I 
say dissipation, in comparison with the strict- 
nest, and sobriety, ana regularity of Presby- 
terian country life: for though the WiU-o'-Wisp 
meteors of thoughtless whim were almost the 
woie lights of my path, yet early ingrained piety 
and virtue kept me for several years after within 
the line of innocence. Hie great misfortune 
of my life was to want an alia. I had early felt 
some stirrings of ambition, but they were the 
blind gropings of Homer's Cyclops round the 
walls of his cave. I saw my father's situation 
entailed on me perpetual labour. The only two 
openings by which I could enter the temple of 
lx)rtnneL was the gate of niggardly economy, or 
the path of little chicaning bargainnnaking. 
The first is so contracted an aperture^ I never 
could squeeze myself into it;— the last I always 
hated— there was contamination in the very en- 
trance ! Thus abandoned of aim or view in life, 
with a str<mg appetite for sociability, as well 
from active hilarity, as from a pride of observa- 
tion and remark ; a constitutional melancholy of 
hypochondriasm that made me fly solkude ; add 
to these incentives to social life, my reputation 
for bookish knowledge, a certain wil<I logical 
talent, and a strength of thought, something like 
the rudiments of good sense; and it will not 
seem surprising that I was gencraUv a welcome 
guest where I visited, or any great wonder that, 
always where two or three met together, there 
was [ among them. But far beyond all other 
impulses of my heart, was tin penchant a Fador- 
ahk moUw du genre humaiH. My heart was com- 
pletely tinder, and was etemauy lighted np by 
some goddess or other ; and as in every other 
warfare in this world my fortune was various, 
somethnes I was received with favour, and 
sometimes I was mortifled witli a repulse. At 
the plough, scythe, or roap-hook, I feared no 
competitor, and thus I set absolute want at do- 
flanoe; and as I never cared further for my 
labours than while I was in actual exercise. I 
spent the evenings in a way after my own heart. 
A country lad seldom carries on a love-adven- 
tare without an assisting coiiUdant. I pos- 
sessed a curiosity, zeal, and intrepid dexterity, 
that recouunended me as a proper second on 
these occasions; and I dare say, I felt as much 
pleasure in being in the secret of half the loves 
of the parish oiTarbolton, as over did states- 
men in knovtlng the intrigues of half the courts 



In Europe. The very goose-feather in my hand 
seems to know lustiucilvely the well-worn path 
of my imagination, the favourite tliciue of my 
song; and it is with difficulty restrained from 
giving you a couple ot paragraphs on the love- 
adventures of my compeers, the humble inmates 
of the fann-house and cottage; but the grave 
sons of science, anabition, or avarice, baptise 
these things by the name of follies. To the sons 
and daughters of labour and poverty, thoy aro 
matters of the most serious nature ; to them, 
the ardent hope, the stolen interview, the tender 
farewell, aro the greatest and most delicious 
parts of my enjoyments. 

"Another eircumstanee in my life which made 
some alteration in my mind and maimci's, was 
that I spent my ninetecntJi summer on a smud- 
ging coast, a good distance from home, at a noted 
school, to leani mensuration, surveying, dial- 
ling, dui , in which I made a preKy great pro- 
fress. But I made a greater prop^ss in the 
nowledge of mankind. The contraband trade 
was at the' time very snccessfnl, and it some- 
times happened to me to fall in with those who 
carried it on. Seenes of swaggering riot and 
roaring dissipation were tiU this time new to 
me; but I was no enemy to social life. Here, 
thongh I learnt to fill my glass, and to mix with- 
out fear in a drunken squabble, yet I went on 
with a high hand with my geometry, till the sun 
entered Virgo, a month which is always a carni- 
val in my bosom, when a charming /iieUe who 
lived next door to the school, overset my trigo- 
nometry, and set mo off at a tangent from tlio 
sphere of my studies. I, however, struggled on 
with my sines and co-sines, for a few days more t 
but stepping into the garden one charming 
noon to take the sun's altitude, there I mot my 
angel, 

" ' Like Proserpine gathering flowers. 
Herself as fairer flower.' 

It was in vain to think of doing any more 
goo<l at school. The remaining week I staid, I 
did nothing but craze the faculties of my soul 
about her, or steal out to meet her; and the last 
two nights of my stay in the country, had sleep 
been a mortal sin, the image of this modest and 
iunocunt girl liad kept me guiltless. 

" I retnmed home very considerably improved. 
My reading was enlarged with the very impor- 
tant addition of Thomson's and Sheu stone's 
works ; I had seen human nature in a new 
phasis : and I engaged several of my school- 
fellows to keep np a literary correspondence 
with me. Tills improved me in composition. I 
had met with a collection of letters of the wits 
of Queen Anne's reign, and I poured over them 
most devoutly : I kept copies of any of my own 
letters that pleased me. and a comparison be- 
tween them and the composition of most of my 
correspondents flattered my vanity. I carried 
this whim so far, that though I had not three 
farthings' worth of business in the world, yet 
almost every post bronght me as many letters 
as If I Iiad been a broad plodding son of day-book 
and ledger. 

"My life flowed on much in the same course till 
my twenty-third year. Vive Famour. el vive la 
bagatelle^ were my sole principles of action. Tlie 
addition of two more authors to ray library gave 
mo great pleasure; 'Sterne' and 'M'Kenzie* 
—'Tristram Shandy 'and Tlie Man of Feeling'— 
were my bosom favourites. Poesy was still a dari* 
ing walk for my mind ; but it was only indulged 
in according to the humour of the hour. I had 
usually half a dozen or mere pieces on hand; [ 
took up one or or her, as it suited the momentary 
tone of the mind, and dismissed the work as U 
bordered on fatigne. My passion, when once 
lighted up, raged like so many devils, till they 
got vent in rhyme: and then the conning over 
my verses, like a spell, soothed all bito <v9&kx. 
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"U* IwcnlT-ililrd TUT WM 1u mo iin lin- iluin. iiul I niunied M«U(ila^(B Au muil mrf 

portunt (n. riinly inran^ whim, ud inrtlj l»t toe Mai ■« *uM fa Arr mfduriiv h Mi 

'"- I lulned ■ flii-dniMir hi h iwlRhLunriiiE "Inow beiintobo knowii In ilM iwlnlitKiir- 

1 (Irvine) to Jj»™ btoinul*. Thlj wu En boM u^ juaker ill i^'inii. _ Ike flrM ol.nv 



>uw In nr • lloiV niir.' 1 hidiiaatliianj'Wlt. 

*^.>i^»». Jhit the pTecc hu ftitna nwrii; bii lo frnvent 

*■! WM obllffBd to dlTB np lhl« nchema: tba thflwoni, J fsvencoi^TalilKiB trtendwhovm 

Iw ir» rUIMy tar'inas In > eonHmMlon: and Ihit I Itaanslil It pm I]- clever. Willi ■ cerlaln 

lo croon i» dlRraou. ■ M(r /(ft vlioin I deHriptJunolllieelerfT, umll ni IhIIt. II met 

■doR.I. imd wm twd pledRed Her luDl lo me In villi * mr of epMiilH. "llalTll'IIIM'oVliinr' 

itieOeld ol nalrlinDnr.lllted ine,i>ltli pKnlliir neximideltnappeunnM. andtltrnitdilietlifc 

dTfVDiiilancet ol mortlnaUlun. The Unlnblnn unfiloiieoDieh, thelltaprheldiieTenilnieetlniti 

erll IMU brosfht ap Ilia rter of Ihia InlDmel lolosknTcrtbelrinilrlti»IiRllleiT<l(tiap(riiiV 

lilt, «iu.DireoniUi*tlanalinel«ioluily belntin- of it mfchl be ptdnted BFilin pnAiie rbyuen. 

cru'Cd 10 •aek ■ degree, ihet for three monthi L'iiIicMIt tor mo. nj vmderlniB M nw on 

1 w« In ■ lUle ol mlKl KarcelT to be enTled enothgt tide, irtthhi iwtal-bhllllt iilIM 0( Iheir 

h. th. bopeitu wretchei who Bnie mt Iheir beiTleet bkuL ThW li lln Bnio- •- - — 

y^eatiri/rvnivie^jHaecartedf Ihet nvo rlne let tnj printed 

I ihhi (dTCpiiire, riearnod Foin->- • - -^i '—!■■ ~— 

•a Ufe: but tlia pHnelpal Ihlni 

mlDil • Inm, WM a f HendMhlp 1 1 . . 

— - "JSif" K 



-From ihEridTrpSreT FloaniDd Fomeililnr Lo 

— (! bot^tho pHnelp«MJilnp_Wilch whicn i nuinoi yei c 

nnallfloalluni lor a pli 



a alniple meciuDlci Iml ■ vreal man In the rallonalltf.* ifB'~.^r—fr-"- 
nolvhbotirhood tak'nrhlra nmleT hlspalronnge dt t>ralher; In trntb U wai « 



Eve him a lenloel edncnllon. nlth a view of nine; indDulo what Utile preniralhn «•■ In 

lleiini hia illBallon In Uln. Thopatrand^lng m^ power lor Jamahm. Hnt, before IwvUw mr 

|a>I H he wu rwtdr la laancb uol Into the natlre connlrj for erer. I neolTCd to paUbh 

world, the ponrlltll* fellow In de«ialrwenl lo 017 iKHmx. iwellbed nqr prodlKliime ai tln- 

HH : Hhc>« ntier ■ varleiT of ffood and III lor- nsrthllj u wu M mr power 1 1 llunrtit (he* 

tnne, illtlle before I wan acqnalnled with him, had Dsrlli and ll wai a (Mklou Idea IhatT 

he bud been hi aahoro hy nn American priva- nhoDld be called n devur feilaw,eTeu thoaih tt 

feer, on the wild eoatt M Cnnnanjibt. fl(rl|i|rtc1 should never rnuh my earn— a poor ncinrq- 

■lorr, wllhoat adding IhAt lie la ni this lime cUmo, and acne 10 the world of apirltftl 1 can 

Of coaraa Iriedra tnitaie^bra. ln"«oma ikb)<bk, ^hTa rMlonal anA relUlm v^t ot vlew!^ 

I HicceedeA 1 1 hM nrUe tefon. bni be unght wklch we ew ihnaeaiKI' nallr mtttf. are awM 

UiaHowhiptapereiianneli. Hli knovlediic nl W ilielr InHnnee of tliemHlTai — » know uy- 

tke vorid waa vaally aaportiir to mine, nii4 I aell, ha4 OBau all alnnn mr cfoatanl iitHdr. I 

wai all atlentloB to learn. Ba wae Itta onlj' welfhcd mruH alOBai I iMlnaed mreeif wKIl 

nan T everiiaw. who wet a xnater fool Ihan olharn: T watched every meaaa Dt Inlormatlon, 

mjielf, where wDman waa the prv"ldhiir viar: to aee how mach froand I oeea|ilea aa a man 

bnt hea|wl(fl of Illicit lore with the levlr^ of a and aa a poet; 1 elndled aividiiolHlT natnre'a 

uHor. whMb hitherto 1 bad regarded wRh dealpi In my formatliin— wbera Ihe lliUa 

bormr. Here hii frlendahln did me a miKhlef : and iiUiidei In idt rhancur w«ra Intended. I 

and Ihe eontqnonoe waifhnt «oooii1Ier I re- wna pretty confldenl my poeui wnald meet 

aamedtheplooih. IwroletWPoofaWBlconie.' wllhanmeippbiatet but, at Oie worat, llio ro«r 

Hy reading only hKreaeed-whlla In tblmown, ol 1 ho Atlantic wonM itaalen tbo voice of ceii- 

brlwnuray volamnofPanHU'aMone of snre.and Ihe nimliy of Went Indian mmim 

"Terdlnand Connt Faihom.^ wblcb f" "' — "■- — ' ■ "--• ' " " -"- ■■— 



HglDia pleoei thai ara In prial. I bad Mnn np : aboot^raa haiHired and nStr.-Mr vlinliy wai 

bnt meeting wllh ■ FannioB'aHeottlah ISwun,' hlRhlr nrraiMrd by iba ra«pt)aB I had nrt wlin 

I Hranit anew my wIMIy-aoandtBit lyra wUh from the pnhlloi andbctldcul pockoleA.allei- 

emnMlns TlNMr When ny father died. bK peniai deducted, neariy twenly ponnda Thla 

all w«M ammw Ihe kW-feoaoda that gruwl hi anm camr vity acaaonnUy. aa [ was thhikhiK ol 

tbakwH^lnUca: hM <^ nnilB a aUtt to indtnllnR mr«M. for want nl menry 10 procnni 



1 mSna"; imt in iHiod Mn-a. 
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"I had been for some days skalkiiiff from 
covert to covert, under all the terrors of a Jail ; 
08 some iU-ndvisod people had nncouplod the 
merciless paclc of the law at iny iieels. I had 
taken the last farewell of luy few friends ; ray 
chest was on the road to Greenock ; 1 had com- 
posed the last song I should ever measure in 
Caladonia, " The gloomy night is gathering fast :" 
When a letter from Dr. Blackleck, to a friend of 
mine, overthrew all my schemes, by opening 
new prospects to my poetic ambition. The 
Doctor belonged- to a set of critics, for whose ap- 
plause I bad not dared to hope. Ills opinion 
that 1 would meet with encouragement in £din- 
borgh for a secon4 edition, flred me so much, 
that away I posted for that city, without a single 
acquaintance, or a single letter of introduction. 
The baneful star, that had so long shed its blast- 
ing influence In my zenith, for once madeare- 
volntien to the nadir ; and a kind Providence 
placed me under the patronage of one of tho 
noblest of men, the Earl of Gloncairn. Oublie 
mot.Cfrcmd Dieu^ sijamauje Foublte. 

''I need relate no further. At Edinburgh I 
was in a new world-: I mingled among many 
classes of men, but all of tlicm new to me, and I 
was all attention tv) catch the characters and the 
manners living at they rise. Whether I have pro- 
fited time will show. 



At the period of our poet's death, his brother 
Gilbert Bums, wAHgnoraiit that he had himself 
written the foregoing narrative of his life while 
in Ayrshire ; and having been applied to by Mrs. 
Dun'lop for souie memoirs of his brother, he 
complied witl^Mier reqnest in a letter, from 
which the following narrative is chiefly ex- 
tracted. When Gilbert Burns afterwards saw 
tho letter of our poet to Dr. Moore, ho made 
some annotations upon It, which shall be noticed 
as we proceed. 

Robert Barns was l)om on the 29th day ot 
January, 1759, in a small house about two miles 
from the town of Ayr, and within a few hundred 
yards of Alloway Church, which his poem of 
^* Tam o' Shanter " has rendered immortal. The 
name which the poet and his brother modernized 
into Bums, was originally Bunies or Burness. 
nieir father, William Bnmes, was tho son of a 
farmer in Kincardineshire, and hud received the 
education common in Scotland to persons in his 
condition of life : ho could read and write, and 
had some knowledge of arithmetic. His family 
having fallen into reduced circumstances, he 
was compelled to leave his homo in his nine- 
teenth year, and turned his steps towards tho 
south in quest of a livelihood. The same neces- 
sity attended his elder brother Robert. ^ I have 
often heard my father," says, Gilbert Bums, in 
his letter to Mrs. Dnnlop. *' describe the anguish 
of mind he felt when they parted on the top of 
the hill on the conflnes of their native place, each 
going off ills several way in search of new adven- 
tures, and scarcely knowing whither lie went. 
"My father undertook to act as gardener, and 
shaped his course to Edinburgh, where he 
wrought hard when ho could get work, passing 
through a vnricty of difficulties. Still, however, 
he endeavoured to spare something for the sup- 
port of his aged parent; and I recollect hearing 
him mention his having sent a bank-note for 
this purpose when money of that kind was so 
scarce in Kincardineshire, that they scarcely 
knew how to employ it when it arrived." From 
Edinburgh William Bumes past westward into 
the county of Ayr, where he engaged himself as 

gardener to the laird of Fairley, with whom he 
vcd two years; then changing his service for 
that of Crawford of Doonside. At length, being 
desirous of settling in life, ho took a norpetnal 
lease of seTcn acres ot laud from Dr. Campbell, 



physteian in Ayr, with the view of commencing 
nurseryman and public gardener; and having 
buUt n house upon It with his own hands, 
married hi December, 1757, Agnes Brown, the 
mother of our poet, who still survives. The first 
fruit of this marriage was Robert, the subject of 
these memoirs, born on the 2»th of January, 
1759, as has already been mentioned. Before 
William Biimes had made much progress in pre- 
paring his nursery, he was withdrawn from that 
undertaking by Mr. Ferguson, who purchased 
the estate of Doonside, in the inMnedlate neigh- 
bourhood, and engaged him as his gardener and 
overseer ; and this was his situation when our 
poet was bom. Thoagh In the service of Mr. 
Ferguson, he lived in his own house, his wife 
managing her family and little dairy, which con- 
sisted sometimes of two, sometimes of three 
milch cows ; and this state of un-ambitions con- 
tent continued till the year 1766. His son Robert 
was sent by him, in his sixth year, to a school at 
Alloway Mlhi, about a mile distant, taught by a 

Eerson of the name of Campbell ; but this teacher 
eing in a few months appointed master of tho 
workhouse at Ayr, WiHiam Buraes. in conjunc- 
tion with some other heads of families, engaged 
John Murdoch in his stead. The education of 
our poet, and of his brother Gilbert, was in com- 
mon ; and of their proficiency under Mr. Mur- 
doch we have the following account: "With 
liim we Icamt to read English tolerably well, 
and to write a little. He taught us, too, tho 
English grammar. I was too young to profit 
much from his lessons in grammar, imt Robert 
made some proficicncj' in it— a circumstance of 
considerable weight in tho upholding of his 
genius and character; as ho soon became re- 
markable for the fluency and correctness of his 
expression, and read tlie few t}ooks that came In 
his way with mnch pleasure and improvement ; 
for even then he was a reader, when he could 
get a book. Alurdoch, whose library at that 
time had no great variety in it, lent him 'The 
Life of Hannibal,' which was the first book he 
read (the school-books excepted), and almost tho 
only one he had tlieopportunityof reading while 
he was at school ; ' Tlie Life of Wallace.' which 
he classes with it in one of lits letters to yon, ho 
did not see for some years afterwards, when ho 
borrowed it from a blacksmith who shod our 
horses." 

It appears that William Bnmes improved Iiim- 
self greatly In the service of Mr. Ferguson, by 
his intelligence, indnstry, and Integrity. In 
consequence of thin, with n view of promoting 
his Interest, Mr. Fcrgnscm leased him a farm, 
of which wc have the following aceount : 

**The fai-m was upwards of seventy acres (be- 
tween eighty and ninety. English statute mea- 
sure), the rent of which was to be forty pounds 
annually for the first six years, and afterwards 
forty-five pounds. My father endeavoured to 
sell his leasehold property for the purpose of 
stocking this farm, out at tliat time was unable, 
and Mr. Fergusson lent him a hundred pounds 
for that purpose. He removed to his new situa- 
tion at Whitsuntide, 1766. It was, I think, not 
above two years after this, that Murdoch, our 
tutor and friend, left this part of the countrv; 
and there l)eing no school near us, and our Ilttlo 
services being useful on tho farm, my father 
undertook to teach us arithmetic in the winter 
evenings, by candle-light : and in this way my 
two cider sisters got all the education they re- 
ceived. I remember a circumstance that hap- 
pened at this time, which, though trifling in it- 
self, is fresh in my memory, and may serve M 
illuntrate the early character of my brother. 
Murdoch came to spend a night with us, and to 
take his leave, when he was about to go into 
Carrick. He brought us a present and memorial 
of him, a small comuendlum of English Grammar, 
and the tragedy of 'Titns Androhlcns;' and by 
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waj of pasainff the evening, he began to read the 
play aload we were all attention for Konie time, 
till presently the whole party were dlKsolved in 
tears. A female in t he play (I have btU a con- 
fnved remembrance of It) had her hands chopped 
off, and her tontnte cut ont, and then was insult- 
ingly desired to call for water to wash her hands. 
At this. In an agony of distress, we with one 
voice desired he would read no more. My father 
observed, that if we would not hear it out, it 
would be needless to leave the nlay with ns. 
Robert replied, that if it was left ne would bum 
it. My father was going to chide him for this 
ungrateful return to h\fi tntor's liindness: but 
Murdoch interfered, declaring that he liked to 
see so much sensibility : and ho left 'The School 
for Love,' and a comeny (translated, 1 thinle, from 
the French), in its place.^' 

'* Nothing," continues Gilbert Bnms, "could 
be more retired than our general manner of 
living, at Monnt Elephant: we rarely saw any- 
body but the members of our own familv. There 
were no boys of our own age, or near it. in the 
neighbourhood. Indeed the greatest part of the 
land In the vicinity was at that time possessed 
by shoi'keepers, and people of that stamp, who 
had retired from business, or who kept their farm 
in the country, at the same time that they fol- 
lowed business in tywn. My father was for some 
time almost the only companion wo had. lie 
conversed familiarly on all subjects with us. as 
if we had been men : and was nt great itaiiis, 
wliile we accompanied him in the labours of the 
farm, to lead the conversation to such snl>jects 
as might tend to increase cur knowicdKC, or 
confirm ns in virtuous habits. He burrowed 

* Sahnon'sGeographlcaKiraminnr'forus, anden- 
deavonred to make ns acquainted witli the situ- 
ation and history of the different countries in 
the world; while from a book soc'cty in Ayr. he 
procured for us the reading of * Derliam's IMiy- 
sico and Astro-Tlieolopy,' and ' Kiiy's Wisdom of 
Gwl in the Creation.' to give us ?omc idea of as- 
tronomy and natural history. Kolicrt read all 
these books with an avidity and industry scarcely 
to be equalled. My father had been a subscrllKir 
io ' Stackhouse's History of the Bibic,' then 
lately published by James Menros in Kilmarnock: 
from this Robert collected a competent knowledge 
of ancient history : for no book was so voluminous 
as to slacken his Industry, or so antiquated as to 
damp his researches. A l)rothcr of my mother, 

?vho had lived with us for some time, and had 
earnt some arithmetic by our winter evening's 
candle, went to a bookseller's shop in Ayr, to 
purchase 'The Ready Iteckoner.' or 'Tradesman's 
CJuide*. and a book to teach him to write letters. 
Luckily, in place of 'The Complete letter-Writer.' 
he got by mistake a small collecti«m of letters 
by the most eminent writers, witli a few sen- 
sible directions for attaining an easy episto- 
lary style. The book was to itolwrt of the 
greatest importance. It inspired him with a 
strong desire to excel In letter-writing, wliiic it 
furnished him with models by .some of the first 
writers in our language. 

"My brother was about thirteen or fourteen, 
when my father, regretting that we wrote so ill, 
sent us, week alM)ut, during a summer quarter, 
to the parisli school of Dalrymple, which, though 
between two or three nuios distant, was the 
naarcst to ns. that we might have an opportunity 
of remedying this defect. About this time a 
bookish acquaintance of my father's procured us 
a reading «)f two volumes of |{ichard«on*»« 

• Pam« la,' which was the first novel we read, and 
the only part of Richardson's works my brotiu-r 
was acquainted with till towards the i)erio<I of 
his commencing author. Till that time too he 
remained unacquainted with Fielding, with 
Smollet, (two volumes of 'Ferdinand Count 
Fathom,* and two volumes of ' Preregrinc Pickle,' 
excepted,) with Hume audliobertson, and almost 



all onr authors of eminence of the later times. 1 
recollect indeed my father borrowed a volnmeof 
Knglish history from Mr. Hamilton of Bonrtree- 
hilrs gardener. It treated of the reign of James 
the First, and his nnfortunato son, Charles, bat 
1 do not know who was the author: all that I 
remember of it is something of Charles's conver- 
sation with his children About this time, Mur- 
doch, our fonner teacher, after having been in 
dlfTercttt places in tlie country, and having 
taught a school some time in Dumfries, came to 
be the established teacher of fhe EngUsh Ian- 
guage in Ayr, a circumstance of conslderaUs 
consequence to ns. The remembrance of my 
father s former friendship, and his attachment 
to my brother, made him do everything in his 
power for oui Improvement. He sent us Pope's 
works, and some other poetry, the first that we 
had an opportunity of reading excepting what is 
ctmtained in 'The English Collection? and in 
the volume of 'The Edinburgh Magazine' for 
1772: excepting also thoH exceitent new wag$ that 
are hawked about the country in baskets or ex- 
posed on stall sin the streets. 

•• The summer after we had been at Dalrjrmple 
school, my father sent Robert to Ayr. to revise 
his English grammar, with his fonner teacher. 
He had been there only one week, when he was 
obliged to return to assist at tlie harvest. When 
the harvest was over, he went back to school, 
where he remained two weeks: and this com- 
pletes the account of his school education, ex- 
cepting one snmmcr quarter some time after- 
wards, that he attended the pari>h school of 
Kirk Oswald (where he lived with a brother of 
my mother's} to learn surveying. 

"During the two last weeks tiiat he was with 
Murdoch, he himself was engsvfid in leamiug 
French, and he communicated the instructions 
he r ci'lved to my brother, who. when he re- 
turned, brought with him a French dictionary 
and grammar, and the 'Adventures of Tcleina- 
chus in the original In a little while, by the 
assistance of these Iwoks, he acqnlred such a 
knowledge of the language, as to read and 
understand any French author in prose. This 
was considered as a sort of prodigy, and, through 
the medium of Murdoch, procured him the ac- 
quaUitanco of several lads In Ayr, who were at 
time gabl>ling French, and the notice of some 
families, particularly that of Dr. Malcolm, where 
a knowledge of French was a reconuiiondatiun. 

**Ol)servhig the facility with which he had 
acquired the French language. Mr. Robinson, 
the established writhig-master in Ayr. and Mr. 
Murdoch's particular friend, having himself ac- 
quired a considerable knowledge of tho Latin 
language by his own industry, witliotit ever 
having learned it at school, advised Robert to 
make the same attempt, promising him eveij 
assistance in Ids power. Agreeably to this ad- 
vice, he purchased 'The Rudiments of the Latin 
Tongue,' but finding this study dry and unin- 
teresting, it was quickly laid aside. He fre- 
quently returned to his 'Rudiments* on any 
little ciiagrin or disapiHiintment. particularly in 
his Ittvc-affairs: but the Latin seldom predomi- 
nated more than a day or two at a tbDC, or a 
week ut most. Observing himself the ridicule 
that would attach to this sort of conduct if it 
were known, he made two or three humorous 
stanzas on the subject, which I cannot now re- 
collect, but they all ended, 

" ' So III to ray Latin again.* 

" Tims you sec Mr. Murdoch was a principal 
means of my brother's improvement. Worthy 
man! though foreign to my present pnrpose,! 
cannot take leave of him without tracing his 
future history. He continued for some years a 
respvctcd and useful teacher at Ayr. till one 
evening that he liad been overtaken in liquor, he 
iiapi>ened to spQuK some^'hat disrespectfally of 
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Dr. DalrroQple, the parish minister, who had 
nut paid nim that attention to wlilch ho tlionght 
liimself entitled. In Ayr he might aa well tiave 
spolcen blasphemy. He fonnd it proper to give 
np his appointment. Ue went to London, whore 
he still lives, a private teacher of French. He 
has been a considerable time married, and keeps 
a shop of stationary wares. 

''The father of Dr. Paterson, now physician at 
Ayr, was, 1 believe, a native of Aberdeenshire, 
and was one of the established teachers in Ayr 
when my father settled in the neighbonrhood 
He eagerly recognised my father as a fellow- 
native of toe north of Scotland, and a certain 
degree of intimacy subsisted between them 
daring Mr. Paterson's life. After liis death, his 
widow, who is a very genteel woman, and of 
great worth, delighted in doing what she thought 
her husband would have done, and assiduunsly 
kept np her attentions to ail his acquaintance. 
She kept alive the Intimacy with our family, by 
frequently inviting my father and mother to 
her house on Sundays, when she met them at 
church. 

" When she came to know my brother's passion 
for books, she kindly offered us the use of licr 
husband's library, and from her wo got the 
'Spectator,* •Poi>e's Translation of Homer,' 
and several otlior l)ooks that wore of use to us. 
Mount Oiipliant, the farm my fatlier possessed 
in the parish of Ayr, is almost the very poorest 
soil I know of in a stato of cultivation. A 
stronger proof of this, I cannot give, than that, 
notwithstanding the extraordinary rise In the 
value of lands in Scotland, it was, after a con- 
sldcrablo sum laid out in improving it bv tlio 
proprietor, let, a few years ago, five pounds per 
annum lower than the rent paid for it by my 
father thirty years ago. My father, in conse- 
quence of this, soon came into difficulties, which 
were increased by the loss of several of his cattle 
by accidents and disease.— To the bnfTetings of 
misiortune, we could only oppose hard labour 
and the most rigid economy. We lived very 
sparingly. For several years butcher's meat 
was a stranger in the honsc, wliile all the mem- 
bers of the family exerted themselves to the ut- 
most of their strength, and rather beyond it, in 
the labours of the farm. My brotiier. at the age 
of tliirtcen, assisted in threshing the crop of 
com, and at fifteen was the principal labourer 
on the farm, for we had no liircd servant, male 
or female. The anguish of mind wo felt at our 
tender years, under these straits and difflyulties, 
was very great. To think of our father growing 
old (for he was now above flfty). broken down 
with the long-continued fatigues uf his life, with 
a wife and five otlicr children, and in a declining 
state of circumstances,— tlicse reflections nro- 
duced in my brother's mind and mine sensations 
of the deepest distress. I doul>t nut but ttie hard 
lalnmr and sorrow uf this perii>d of hiH life was 
in a great measure the cause of that depression 
of spirits with which Robert was so often afflic- 
ted through his whole life afterwards. At tliis 
time he was almost constantly afflicted in tlic 
evenings with a dull heudaciie, whicl), at a 
futnre period of his life, was exchanged fur a 
palpitation of the lieart, and n tlireatening of 
fainting and snflucutiun in liis bed, in the night- 
time. 

'' By a stipulation in my father's lease, he had 
a right to throw it up. if lie tliought pro;)er, at 
the end of every sixth year. He attomitted to 
fix himself in a better farm at the end of the 
flrst six vears, hut failing in that attempt, he 
continued where lie was for six years more He 
then took the farm of Lochlca, of 130 acres, at 
the rent of twenty sliiliings an acre, in the 

parish of Tarl)oIton, of Mr. , then a 

merchant in Ayr, and now (1707) a mercliant in 
UveriKtol. He remuvcd to this farm at Wliit- 
Bnnday, 17^7, aiul i>ussessed It only sqven years. 



No writing had ever been made out of the con- 
ditioni of the lease ; a misunderstanding took 
place respecting them: the subjects in dispute 
were submitted to arbitration, and the decision 
involved my father's affairs in ruin. He lived 
to know of this decision, but not to see any exe- 
cution in consequence of it. He died on the 
13th of February, 1784. 

"The seven years we lived in Tarbolton parish 
(extending from the seventeenth to the twenty- 
fourth of my brother's age) were not marked by 
much literary improvement ; but during this 
time the foundation was laid of certain habits in 
my brother's character, which afterwards be- 
came but too prominent, and which malice and 
envy have taken delight to enlarge on. Though, 
when 3'oung, ho was bashful and ewkward in 
his intercourse with women, yet, when he ap- 
proached manhood, his attachment to their 
society became very strong, and he was con- 
stantly the victim of some fair enslaver. The 
symptoms of his passions were often such as 
nearly to equal those of the celebrated Sappho. 
I never indeed knew that he fainted^ sunk^ and 
dud away; but tlie agitations of his mind and 
tKMly oxoecdcd anything of the kind I ever knew 
in real life. He had always a particular Jealousy 
of people who were richer than himself, or who 
had more consequence in life. His love, there- 
fore, rarely settled on persons uf this descrip- 
tion. When he selected any one, out of the 
sovereignty of his good pleasure, to whom he 
sliouUl pay his particular attention, she was in- 
stantly invested with a sufficient stock of charms, 
out of the plentiful stores uf his own imagination : 
and there was often a gi*eat dissimilitudo be* 
twcen his fair captivatur, as she appeared to 
others, and as she seemed when invested with 
the attributes he gave her. One generally 
reigned paramount in his affec ions: but as 
Yorick's affections flowed out toward Madame 

de L at the remise door, wiiiie the eternal 

vows of Eliza were upon him, so Robert was 
frequently encountering other attractions, which 
formed so many under plots in the drama of his 
love. As these connexions were governed by 
the strictest rules of virtue and modesty (from 
which he never deviated till he reached his 
twenty-third year), he became anxious to be in 
a situation to marry. This was nut likely to bo 
soon the case wliilc he remained a fanner, as 
the stocking of a farm required a sum of money 
he had no probability of being master of for a 
great while. lie began, therefore, to think of 
trying some other line of life. He and 1 had for 
several years taiccn land of my father for tho 
purpose of raising flax on our own account. In 
the course of selling it, Robert began to think of 
turning flax-dresser, both as being suitable to 
his gi'und view of settling in life, and as subser- 
vient tuthe flax raising. He accurdlngly wrought 
at the bushicss of a flax-dresser in Irvuie for six 
months, but abandoned it at that period. a» 
neither agreeing with his health nor inclination. 
In Irvine lie had contracted some acquaintance 
of a freer manner of thinking and living than he 
had l)een used to, whose society preimred him 
for overleaping the liounds of rigid virtue which 
had hitherto restrained him. Towards tlie end 
of the period under review (In his twenty-fourth 
year), and soon after h is father's deat h he wa- fur- 
nished the subject of his epistle to John Rankin. 
Durhig this period, also, he became a freemason, 
which was liis first introduction to the life of a 
l>oon companion. Yet, notwitiistanding these 
circumstances, and the praise he has bestowed 
on Scotch drink (which seems to have misled his- 
iilstorlans), I do not recollect, during tliose seven 
years, nor till tuwards the end of his coin- 
uienclng author (when his growing celebrity 
ucaisioned his being often in company), to have 
ever seen him intoxicated: nor was he at all 
given to drinking. A stronger proof of thd 
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general sobrictr of his condnct need not bo re- 
anirud than Mrnat I am aboattogivo. Daring 
tnc whole of the time we lived in the farm of 
Lochlea with my father, he allowed my brother 
and me such wages for onr labour as ho gave to 
other la)K>arers, as a part of which, every article 
of onr «lothlng manniactored In the family was 
rcgnlarly accounted for. When my father's 
affairs drew near a crisis Robert and I toolc 
the farm of Mossgicl, consisting of 118 acres, at 
the rent of ninety pounds per annnm (the farm 
on which I live at present), from Mr. Gavin 
Hamilton, as an asylum for the family in case ef 
the worst. It was stocked by the property and 
individual savings of the whole family, and was 
a joint concern among ns. Every member of 
the family was allowed ordinary wages for the 
labour he performed on the farm. M}' brother's 
allowance and mine was seven punnds per 
annnm each. And during the whole thne tnli 
family conceni lasted, which was four years, at 
wcU as daring the preceding period ut Lochlea, 
his expenses never in any one year exceeded his 
slender income. As I was intrusted with tlie 
keeping of the family accounts, it Is not posslbln 
that there can bo any fallacy in this statement 
in my brother's favunr. Ills temperance and 
frngaiity were everything that could b« 
wished. 

"The farm of Mossgiel lies very high, and 
mostly on a cold, wet bottom. The first four 

?^ears that we were on the farm were very 
rosty, and the spring was very late. Our crops 
in consequence were very unprofitable ; and 
notwitlistanding our ntwost diligence and eco- 
nomy, we found ourselves obliged to give up 
onr bargain, with the loss uf a considerable part 
of onr original stock. It was during these lonr 

5 oars that Robert formed his connexion with 
ean Armonr, afterwards Mrs. Bnms. The con- 
nexion could no longer be concealed, about the 
time we came to a final determination to quit 
the farm. Robert dnrst not engaged with a 
family in his poor unsettled state, bnt was 
anxious to shield his partner by every means 
in his power from the consequences of their 
imprudence. It was agreed, therefore, betweeu 
them, that they should make a legal ackow- 
ledgt;mcnt ef an Irregular and private marriage; 
that he should go to Jamaica to push his for- 
tune; and that she should remain with her 
father till it might please Providence to put 
the means of snp|)ortlng a family in his power. 

"Mrs. Bums was a great /avourite of her 
father's. The intlnmtion of a private marriage 
was the first suggestion lie received of her reaH 
flitnatton. He was in the greate!<t distress, and 
fainted away. Tiie marriatre did not appear to 

Jim to make the matter any bettor. A husband In 
amaica appeared to iiim and his wife little better 
than none, and an effectual bar tn any other 
prospects of a settlement in life that their daugh- 
ter might have. They therefore expressed a 
wish to her, that the written papers which re- 
spected the marriage should l»e cancelled, and 
tnas the marriage rendered void. In lier melan- 
choly state she felt the deepest remorse at hav- 
ing bronght such heavy affliction on parents 
that loved her so tenderly, and snbmitted to 
their entreaties. Tlieir wish was mentioned to 
Robert, tie felt the deepest anguish of mind. 
He offered to stay at home and )>rovldc for his 
wife and family in the best manner that his 
daily labours could provide for them; that being 
the onlv means in nls power. Even this offer 
they did not approve of; for humble as Miss 
Annonr's station was, and great though her im- 
prudence had been, she still, in the eyes of her 
partial parents, might look to a better connexion 
than that with my friendless and unhappy 
brother, at that time without house or bidlng- 
piace. Rot>ert at length consented to their 
wishes; but his fcoiings on this occasion wore 



of the most distracting nature : and the impres- 
sion of sorrow was not effaced, till by a regular 
marriage they were indissolubly united. In the 
state of mind which this separation produced, 
he wished to leave the country as soon as yos- 
alble, and agreed with Dr. Douglas to go out to 
f amaica as an assistant overseer, or, as I be- 
lieve it is called, a book-keeper on his estate. 
As ho had not snffleient money to miy his pas- 
sage, and the vessel in which Dr. Dohglas was 
to procure a passage for him was not expected 
to sail for some time, Mr. Hamilton advised him 
to pnbllsh his poems in the meantime by sub- 
scription, as a likely way of getting a llttlo 
money to provide liim more liberally in neces- 
saries for Jamaica. Agreeably to this advice, 
subscription bills were printed immediately, and 
the printing was commenced at Kilmarnock, his 
preparations going on at the same time for his 
voyage. The reception, however, which his 
poems met with in the world, and the friends 
they procured him, made him change his reso- 
lution of going to Jamaica, and ho was advised 
to go to Edinburgh to publish a second edition. 
On his return, in happier and more prosperous 
circumstances, he renewed his connexion witli 
Mrs. Burns, and rendered it permanent by a 
union for life. 

*' Thus, Madam, hare I endeavoured to give 
yon a simple narrative of the leading circum- 
stances in my brother's early life. The remain- 
ing part liespent in Edinbnrgn or Duinfries-shire, 
and its incidents are as well known to you as to 
me. His genins having procured him yoor 
patronage and friendship, this gave rise to tho 
correspondence between yon. In which, I believe, 
his sentiments were delivered with the tnost 
respectful, bnt most unreserved confidence, and 
which only terminated with the last days of Ills 
life." 



This narrative of Gilbert Bnms may serve as 
a commentary on the preceding sketch of onr 
poet's life by himself, it will be seen that the 
distraction of mind which he mentions (p. vlil) 
arose from the distress and sorrow in which Ito 
had involved his future wife. Tlie whole cir- 
cumstances attending this connexion are cer- 
tainly of a very slngmar nature. 

The reader will perceive, from the foregoing 
narrative, how much the children of miliam 
Barnes were indebted to their father, who was 
certainly a man of uncommon talents ; though it 
does not appear that he possessed any portion of 
that vivid imagination for whkrh the subject of 
these memoirs was distinguished. In p. vii 
it is observed by onr poet, that his father had an 
unaccountable antipathy to danclng-schuols, 
and that his attending one of these broaght on 
him his displcasnre, and even dislike. On this 
observation Gilbert has made the following re- 
mark, which seems entitled to implicit credit :— 
'* I wonder how Robert could attribnte to onr 
father that lasting resentment of his going to a 
dancing-school against his will, of which he was 
incapable. I believe tho truth was, that he, 
about this time, began to see the dangerous im- 
i)etuosIty of my brother's passions, as well as 
his not IJeing amenable to counsel, which often 
irritated my father; and which he would 
naturally think a dancing-school was not likely 
to correct. Bnt he was proud of Robert's genius, 
which he bestowed more expense in cultivating 
than on the rest of the family, in the instances 
of sending hhn to Ayr and KIrk-Oswald schools: 
and he was greatly delighted with his warmth 
of heart, and tils conversational powers. He had 
indeed that dislike of dancing-schools which 
Robert mentions ; bnt so far overcame it during 
Robert's first month of attendants, that he 
allowed aU the rest of the family that were fit 
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LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 



WM to be committed to memory. By the bye, 
this may be eaMer done, and at an earlier time, 
than is generally thouRht. As soon as ttiey were 
capable of it, 1 taught them to tarn verse Into it» 
nacnral prose order: sometimes to snbstitntc 
synonymous expressions for poetical words, and 
to snpply all the ellipses. These, yon know, are 
the means of knowing that the pnpil understands 
his author. These are excellent helps to the 
arrangement of words in sentences, as well as to 
a variety of expression. 

" Gilbert always appeared to mo to possess a 
more lively imagination, and to be more of the 
wit, than Robert. I attempted to teach them a 
little church-music. Here they were left far 
behind by all the rest of the school. Robert's 
ear, in particular, was remarkably dull, and his 
voice untnnable. It was long before I could got 
them to distinguish one tune from another. 
Robert's countenance was generally grave, and 
expressive of a serious, contemplativo, and 
thoughtful mind. Uilt>ert'8 face said, Mvrih^ vfith 
thee I mean to live; and certainly, if any person 
who knew the two boys had been asked which of 
them was the most likely to court the muses, ho 
would surely never have guessed that Robert 
had a propensity of that kind. 

*'In the year 1767, Mr. Burns quitted his mud 
edifice, and took possession of a farm (Mount 
Oiiphant) of his own improving, while in the 
service of Provost Ferguson. This farm being at 
a considerable distance from the school, the boys 
co^d not attend regularly ; and some changes 
h|id taken place among the other supporters of 
the school. I left it, having continued to conduct 
it for nearly two vears and a half. 

" In the year 1778, 1 was appointed (being one 
of five candidates who were examined) to teach 
the English school at Ayr; and in 1773, Robert 
Burns came to board and lodge with me, for the 

eiirpose of revising English grammar, Ac, that 
e might be better qualified to instruct his 
brothers and sisters at home. He was now with 
me day and night, in school, at all meals, and in 
all my walks. At the end of one week, I told 
him, that as ho was now pretty much master of 
the parts of speech, ftc, 1 should like to teach 
mm something of a French proniraclation, that 
when he should meet with the name of a French 
town, ship, ofHcer, or the like, in the news- 
papers, he might be able to pronounce it some- 
Thmg like a French word. Robert was glad to 
hear this proposal, and immediately we attacked 
the French with great courage. 

**Now there was little else to be heard bnt the 
declension of nouns, the conjugation of verbs, 
Ac When walking together, and even at meals, 
I was constantly telling him the names of dif- 
ferent objects, as they presented themselves, in 
French ; so that he was hourly laying in a stock 
of words, and sometimes little phrases. In 
short, he took snch pleasure in learning, and I in 
teacmng, that it was difflcnlt to say which of the 
two was most zealous in the business ; and 
about the end of the second week of our study of 
the French, we began to read a little of the 
^Adventures of Telemachus,' in Fenelon's own 
TTords 

"Bnt now the plains of Mount Oiiphant began 
to whiten, and Robert was summoned to relin- 
quish the pleasing scenes that surrounded the 
grotto of Cfalypso, and, armed with a sickle, to 
seek glory by signalizing himself in the fields of 
Ceres— and so he did: for although but about fif- 
teen, I was told that he performed the work of a 
man. 

"Thus was I deprived of my very apt p:*:pil, 
and consequently agrreable companion, at the 
end of three weeks, one of which was spent en- 
tirely in the study of English, and tl»e other two 
chiefly in that of French. I did not, however, 
lose slxht of him ; bnt was a f nninont visitor at 
his father's house, when I hud my half-holiday. 



and very often went accompanied with one or 
two porsouH more intelligent than myself, that 
good William liurnes might enjoy a mcntalfeast. 
—Then the ialwuring oar was shifted to some 
other hand. The futlter and the scm sat down 
with us, when we enjoyed a conversaUon, 
wherein solid reasoning, sensible remark, aita 
moderate seasoning of jocularity, were so nicely 
blended as to render it palatable to all parUea. 
Robert hada hnndred questions to ask me about 
the French, Ac. ; and the father, who had always 
rational information in view, had still s(Hna 
question to pro|M>so to my more learned friends, 
upon moral or natural philosophy, or some snch 
nteresting subject. Mrs. Bnmes, too, was o( 
the party as mush as possible; 

" * But still the house aflfalrs would draw her 

thence, 
'Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 
She'd come again, and. with a greedy oar. 
Devour up their discourse' 

aud particularly that of her husband. At all 
times, and in all companies, she listened to him 
with a more marked attention than to anybody 
else. When under the necessity of being al>sent 
whiiti ho was sneaking, she seemed to regret, ss 
a real loss, that she had missed what the good 
man had said. This worthy woman, Agnes 
Brown, had the most thorough esteen for tier 
husband of any woman I ever knew. I can 1^ 
no means wonder that she always constdered 
William Burncs as by far the best of the human 
race that over I had the pleasure of being ac- 
quainted with— and many a worthy character I 
have known. I can cheerfully Join with Roliert, 
in the last lino of his epitaph (borrowed fnwi 
Goldsmith)— 

" * And e'en his failings Ican'd to virtnes* side.' 

" He was an excellent hnsband, if I may Judge 
from his asHiduous attention to the ease and 
comfort of his worthy partner, and from her 
affectionate behaviour to him, as well as from 
her unwearied attention to the dnties of a 
other. 

"He was a tender and affectionate father; he 
took pleasure in leading bis children in tho patli 
of virtue; not in driving them, as sonoe parents 
do. to the performance of duties to which tbc^ 
themselves are averse. Ho took care to find 
fault but very seldom ; and therefore, when he 
did rebuke, ho was listened to with a kind of 
reverential awe. A look of disapprobation was 
felt: a reproof was severely so: and a stripe of 
the fair«, even on the skit of the coat, gave 
heart-felt pain, caused a loud lamentation, and 
broaght forth a flood of tears. 

" He had the art of gaining the esteem and 
good-will of those that were feilow-labonrers 
under him. I think I never saw liim angry bnt 
twice : tho one time it was witii the foreman of 
the band, for not reaping tho field as he was 
desired ; and the other time, it was with a very 
old man, for using some smutty iuuendoes and 
double entendree. Were every foul-mouthed old 
man to receive a seasonable check in this way, 
it would be to the advantage of tho rising gene- 
ration. As he was at no time overl>carhig to 
inferiors, he was equally incapable of that paltry, 
pitiful, passive spirit, that induces some people 
to keep booing and booing in the presence of a 
groat man. Ho always treated superiors with 
becoming respect; bnt he never gave the 
smallest encouragement to aristocratical arro- 
gance. But I must not pretend to give you a 
description of all the manly qualities, the rational 
and christian virtues, of the venerable WlHiam 
Burnes. Time would fail mo. I shall only add, 
that he carefully practised every known duty, 
and avoided everything that was criminal ; or, 
in the apostle's words, Heitm did he exercise 
himself, in hviwj a life void of offence totpoids Ood 
and towards man. 



LIFE OF BOB£BT BC. 

-O [«- ft wMidiif men ot sncli illspoi 



Uf to Ikoaoar uid perp«luile lb« oiamarr or Iba&r lalwiin-' On titki dAj, Ibenfon, I 

ihaao wbo cxnl In iDorAi recUinde, u It ii to eouLd Jndulga In ■ fmr Inurcoum vktl 

_ . ^ . .. . jiu^j ,|jj^ clmnosodtittBre. It in* bli doUabt to wi 

nltnjyoalh iloneonlha buiki of Ih« AirTwEiiH nni 



OTtrtOD uiil HiruH moot of 

wa lu WBatmlBmr AbbBv. Mackblrdiit thedoHof tlwiiuiunvr'Bdi^. Bu 

-AltttnublciiuiMMluiln lotbaclunMer lUllimliiriru hbi nlBnote. u bo hlnHlf Id- 

ol tlilaiwttariHUk,7et/oawUI pendrc, tmn ranBiiu,la nlkbii onihethdwrad aUM ot ■ 

tlHH (aw p«iilMUan. wikt kind of panoa bid wodi]. In > dandy Wlnicr itj. mtUL tiMitna »w 

tb* priBdHl band in tba aioiatlaii at onrpoaC. itona rani among the treoi: and mora alantad 

Ka ukA* Uw EnfUali laniufa wHh iBsrt pro- lUIl hli dtUttat, to aacand uma amlnanca dnrtn* 

Ktatjr (botk with raaptet bi dfcUoa ud ptonan- tha acllaUoiu of nat Dia. to iirlda oloni Itt aaoi- 

dathm) tbu anr nuB 1 ovor know wltb no nitt.irbllatballglitnlii(naabedaroandlilm,and 

(laatar >diaiita(0>. ntUhadafaTygoodaSect anldat ths hoirTlnn or tba tonpait, to aHHtro- 

OB tba bora, who b«an to talk and roaaon Jlka phiiBthaaplHtodtianonD. ancbaltuttonttaa 

man, macbioaiiartEiin (hoir nalghboDn. I do dedarei moit laTooimbla 10 doTotlun— "Rapt In 

not roGOUeel anjof tbtlr eotamiiorailes. at mr cnTlmiliani, iMnvm MBBOaiid towardi Hlui irlw 

llitia aamlnaiT, who altarwardi mado anjcraAt valti on rfu va^ ofi^ windr^ II oihvr prooli 

flnraaBl]1araTTGhailc1an,aR«ptDr^THniuH^ were ivaniiiig iil tho character of hiv genlns, 

who wai chaplain to Colonel rnlUrloii'i rigl- Ibli might diitemlna It. Tha bean of ttte poet 

ment. and vho 1) DOW In the Ea>t 1ndl«L lloli li pecullirlj awalie to oTerr Impnulon of 

amui of Eonliu aod learnltiti j«l aEab]e.ina beantf and anbllmlty; bat wtlhthehlghi-r order 

Ireelrom padantrf. otpneie, Uia baaullliil la leaa allixctl%'E Hun tba 

Alter being there Hune jaara, lie romorcd lo whleb he'ha> BOurtrajed nil own character, 

Iwblea, In tbe pirUh of TarUulton. where, I mar lead aoint paraoau to aippaiia. that tlw 

hell(Ta.Bobert wrota moat of hU poonia. malaDcholrwbkiBhnBi nm hGnUwartt Iba 

'■Bnt hare, ilr, TOO will permit nn topaoH. I , end of hla daja, waa mt an olMnal tut ol hla 

can tell Ton but Litis men reUllTe lo the poet. : canalltMlD^lt l> nol to ba doibud, indMd, 

I ihaU, bow**<r. In mr neii. send yon a copr ol : ihat thia mlMUkoIr aeaoli*! a daifcat hH la 

meolhia tottora to loa, about the eear iisd: I iha prograaa el MilllariiiU, Inftpaiiilaiif ol Mi 

RcelTOd one alnce. bnt It It nililald: I'lcoie re- own an) ol Ida bntlwn taannanr. aTldaoM la 

nxmber me. In the b<U luaiiniir. lom; worthy lo bo foBnd amima Ua panan, that ha waa a>b- 

trlend, Ur. Adali, when yon ko lilm or wrlto to joct tbit tarlr to theiadapraMMM of wtat, 

blm. which ara paAua not whollv aenanUa fron 

" Uart-aireet, Bli)om>1inrT.*quare, London, the Mnalbufir ol aHilw, MwMcli hi him roa* 

reb.^iTM" lonnuneoanrniSirat. na foDoirlns tattar, 

lira of Ollbart I! Itu ""'""'WJ W bl» WEer. win aarra aa a iniMit M 

etatlmawhantiewailipionuuof the eilalance when lie waa loamlni the baalueH ol a dax- 

of the praeedlnin*mllfaolhlibrolbat,io thit dreucr and la dated 

letter ol Mr. Hardbeli mu writua wKhont hie ,. , „ 

bailDC any ki»wM(( that elllMr ol Ma po^ia ,„ „ "Irvine, Dee. ^, i;u. 

had bMB emplojM on tha aana aoNaoL The ■'Hosocun Bia,- 

Ibna nlatIom»md,lbaTatora,not meralv lo "IhaiennrpowlydelaycdwillhiAliiihobope 

iUutnta,tiitiDaalkantlcal»,aa^othn'. Though that 1 ihonld hnvo Iho picaaun of euelng jim on 

'I- iifonnailoa ther eonTey mbrtinutve ' v.-.™™-'. a... i»>««™* »■_•>, harl >«• 

ntodwllhlnaaharti 



peara Indaed that onr poet had mat adran- >•> toit alow (Hinea. Tho wvaknoa 

lueai bnt bla opportunlilea of ipVualkoa U nertealMUao iteNUtated uir oilniL that 

■ohaolvoia own Bmltedai (o Una than the* neither review paat waat*, iw look fr 

uiaaUraMaBoni WaaMinlnPU»i,]atilt (oh- InlotmantjilorthaleaMamlotrorportaHiit- 

lUUoB oT Hill mtd IM BcqaUthMa idleli. ha lion la m; hreaat, prodBoea moat anhapp/ 

iBad9,*Mniiapaailc*lCaIul Whleb ha ejurled, oflecta on mr whola trame. BomelhlK^ liideal 

Biiaot ika araiure ot eniiT and insanHnl taS. when tor an boar or two mr aplrlla are a lltlla 

■sd ol iBtarUir, ami jieHmpa acaniT imirhncnt! hRbleMd, I aUmnw a Itttia IMo tBtaiUr; kit 

leatifr at onco the eiitionlliinrT lurrc iii3 my prltKlpat and Inoccd inr oiilf iikHuanUa 

aellTltroI bl> TDlnil. In iiN Immu iif twd; ho eiiiployaNut,lalooklligtiuk«aril»aiMlf*rw«Tll 

the BraDortiDm Hint Indicniu aiiiiiv ai well ai aported at the thoagbt, that no lOBcparbapa 

■tnuuthT [nibavarluoaliibiniiiodliB lurmbe Toiy auon, 1 ehall Udin otrmal adkBto all Um 

eieclliiil nllhlacaniiieUlora. ullbcrt Uanii de- palna and uiwulDaaaea .and dlaqaietaaea of ttaU 

HUB ihabat Uio end oTaVuiniBerTdu, M™u I ooold umlcDledly end gUdly rorfgn It. 

litTlRoii" ^rfHiTlario bo^*Slodto bMlow ^ "**" '"^ e*1ia«"tea In a lifo to eonio,' 

Go^^^' muFUng'«i'illS^^''/ofin(aeiifv^oni'i ch^gi ihe oi^ enihuilBaai wiatrlilch Ibtr 



XTl 



LIFE OF ROBERT DURNS. 



inspire me for all that this world has to offer. 
As for this world, I despair of ever making a 
flgare In it. 1 ain not fonued for the bustiu of 
the ba»y. nor tlie flatter of the gay. I shall 
nercr again be capable of entering into buch 
scenes. Indeed 1 aia altogether unconcerned at 
the thonglits of this life. I furesee that poverty 
and obscurity probably await me, and 1 am in 
some measure prepared, and daily preparing to 
meet them. I have but Just time and paper to 
return you my grateful thanks for the lessons of 
virtue and piety you have given me, which 
were too much neglected at the time of giving 
them, but which, I hope, iiavc been remem- 
bered ere it is yet too late. Present my dutiful 
respects to my myther, and my compliments to 
Mr. and Mrs. Mulr: and witli wisliing you a 
merry New-year's-day, I-shall conclude. 
'^I am, honoured sir, 
''Your dutiful son, 

*' Robert Burks." 

** P.S. My meal is noarlv oat ; but I am going 
to borrow, till i get more. 
> This letter, written several years before the 
publication of his poems, when his numc was as 
ob<icure as his condition was humble, displavs 
the philosophic melancholy which so generally 
forms the poetical tcmi>eramcnt, and that 
buoyant and ambitious spirit which indicates a 
mind conscious of its strength. At Irvine, 
Burns at this time possessed a single room for 
his lodgings, rented perhaps at the rate of a 
shilling a-week. He passed his days in constant 
labonr as a flax-dresser, and his food consisted 
chiefly of oatmeal sent to him from liis father's 
family. The store of this humble, though whole- 
some, nutriment, it appears wns nearly ex- 
hausted, and he wns about to borrow till ho 
should obrain a supply. Yet even in this situa- 
tion, his active imagination had formed to itself 
pictures of eminence and distinction. His de- 
spair of making a flgure in the world shows how 
ardently he wished for honourable fame; and 
his contempt of life, founded on this despair, is 
the g nnlne expression of a yontliful, generous 
mind. In such a state of reflection, and of suf- 
fering, the imagination of Burns naturally passed 
the dark boundaries of our earthly horizon, and 
rested on those beautiful representations of a 
better world, where there is neither thirst, nor 
hunger, nor sorrow, and where happiness shall 
be in proportion to the capacity of hapi>lncss. 

Such a disposition is fnr from l)clng at vari- 
ance with social enjoyment?. Tliose who have 
studied the affinities of mind, know that a 
melancholy of this description, after a while, 
seeks relief In ths endearments of society, and 
that it has no distant connexion with the flow 
of cheerfulness, or even the extravagance of 
mirth. It was a few days after the writing of 
this letter that our poet, **ln giving a welcom- 
ing caronsal to the new year, with hi gay com- 
panions," suffered his flax to catch fire, and his 
shop to be consumed to ashes. 

The energy of Burns' mind was not exhausted 
by his dally labours, the effusions of his muse, 
his social pleasures, or his solitary meditations. 
Some time previous to his engagement as a flax- 
dresser, having heard that a debating club had 
been establi*<hed in Ayr, he resolved to try how 
such a meeting would succeed in the village of 
Tarbolton. About the end of the yenr 1780, our 
poet, his brother, and five other young peasants 
of the neighbourhood, formed themselves into a 
society of this sort, th<f declared objects of which 
were to relax themselves after toil, to |)romote 
sociality and friendship, and to improve the mind. 
The laws and regulations were furnished by 
Burns The members were to meet after the 
labours of the day were over, once a week, in a 
smnll pnl)llc-house in tlie village: where each 
should oflFer his opinion on a giveu question or 



subject, supporting it by snch argnmenta as he 
thought pro|)er. Tlie debate was to bo con- 
ducted with order and decorum ; and after it 
was flnished, the memlMirs were to choose a sub- 
ject for discussion at the ensnhig meeting. The 
sum expended by each was not to exceed three- 
pence; and, with the humble potation that this 
could procure, they were to toast their mis- 
tresses, and to cultivate friendship with each 
other. This society continued its meetings regu- 
lariv for some time ; and in the autumn of 178S, 
wishing to preserve some accounts of their pro- 
ceedings, they purcliased a book, into which 
their laws and regulations were copied, with a 
preamble, containing a short history of tiieir 
transactions down to that period Tills curious 
document, which is evidently the work of onr 
poet, has been discovered, and it deserves a 
place in ills memoirs. 

** niSTORr OF THR RISE, PROCBBDINGS, AKD RSGU- 
LATIONS OF TUK BACHKLOS'S CLUB. 

*' ' Of birth or blood we do not boast. 
Nor gentry does onr club afford; 
But ploughmen and mechanics wo 
In Nature's simple dress record.* 

" As the great end of human society Is to be- 
come wiser and better, this ought therefore to 
be the principal view of every man in every 
station of life. But as experience has taught us. 
that Umch studies as inform the head and menu 
the heart, when long continued, are apt to ex- 
haust the faculties of the mind, it has been 
found pro))er to relieve and unbend tho mind by 
some employment or another, that may w 
agreeable enough to keep its powers in exercise, 
but at the same time not so serious as to ex- 
haust them. Rut superadded to this, by far tho 
greater part of mankind are under the necessity 
of earning the suitenanoe qf human Me by the 
labour 0/ their bo(Hes, whereby, not only the fa- 
culties of the mind, but the nerves and sinews of 
the body, are so fatigued, that it is absolutely 
necessary to have recourse to some amnsemeht 
or diversion, to relieve the wearied man worn 
down with the necessary labours of life, 

"As the best of things, however, have been 
perverted to tlie worst of purposes, so, undci* 
tho pretence of amusement and divcrshm, men 
have plunged into all the madness of riot and 
dissipation; and instead of attending to tho 
grand design of human life, they have begun 
with extravagance and folly, and ended with 
guilt and wretchedness. Im|)rcssed with tliese 
considerations, we, the following lads in tho 
parish of Tarbolton— viz., Hugh Reld. Robert 
Burns. Gilbert Burns, Alexander Brown, Walter 
MItchel, Thomas Wright, and William M'Oavin, 
resolved, forcur mutual entertainment, to unite 
ourselves into a club, or society, under such 
rules and regulations, that while we should for- 
get our cares and laiiours in mirth and diversion, 
we might not tran^^gress the bounds of Innocence 
and decorum : and after agreeing on these, and 
some other regulations, we held onr first meet- 
ing at Tarbolton, in the house of John KichanI, 
upon the evening of the 1 1th of November. 1780, 
commonly calleu Hallowe'en, and after choosing 
Robert Burns president for the night, we pro- 
ceeded to debate on this question, * Suppose a 
young man, bred a farmer, but without any for- 
tune, has It in his power to marry either of two 
women, the one a girl of large fortune, but nci- 
tiicr handsome in person, nor agreeable in con- 
versation, but who can manage the honsehukl 
affairs of a farm well enough: the other of them 
a girl every way agreeable In i>crson. conversa- 
tion, and behaviour, hut without an^- fortune: 
which of them shall he choose V Finding our- 
selves very happy in our society, we resolved 
to continue to meet once a month in the same, 
house, ill tlie way and manner proposed, and 
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affirm, that our poet was a dihtiiKrni lied nicin- 
borof bnili tXuisii UK^iociatioiis, wliicli wcvv \vv I 
calculated to exi-lte and to dfvelui>c tlic powers 
of his nniid. From si!vi*n to twidve persons con- 
stituted the Kociety ut Tarbolton, and suih a 
number is host suited to the purposes of infor- 
mation. Where tliis is tlie object of these socie- 
ties, tlie number should lie such, that eaoli |ier- 
8<m may have an oi)i>ortunity of im|)artinK his 
sentiments, as well as of recelviuK tho-e of 
oliiers; and tile powers of private conversation 
are to be employed, not tliose of public debate. 
A limited society of this kind, where the subject 
of conversation is fixed beforehand, so tliat each 
member may revolve it previtjusly in his niind, 
is, |K*rhaps, one of the happiest contrivances 
Iiitherto tiiscovcred for shortenin;; the ac(|uisi- 
thm of knowledge, and hastening tlic evolution 
of talents. Such an association requires indeed 
somewhat more of regulation than the rules of 
politeness established in common conversation : 
or, rather, perhaps. It requires tliat the rules of 
politeness, which in animated conversation are 
aro liable to|)crpe.tual violation, should ho vlp)- 
ronsly enforced Tlio order of speech established 
in the club at Tarbolton appears to have been 
m)re regular than was required in so small a 
society; where all that is necessary seems to 
be, the fixing on a member to wnom every 
speaker shall address himself, and who shall in 
return secure the speaker from interruption. 
Conversation, -nhich amon^ men whom inti- 
macy and friendshii) have relieved from reserve 
and restraint, is liable, when left to Itself, to so 
many inequalities, and which, as it becomes 
rapid, so often diverges into separate and colla- 
teral branches, in which it is dissipated and lost, 
being kept within its channel by a simple limi- 
tation of this kind, which practice renders easy 
and familiar, flows along in one full stream, and 
becomes smoother and clearer, and deeper, as 
it flows. Jt may also be observed, that in this 
■way the acquisition of knowledge becomes 
more jdeasant and more easy, from the gradual 
improvement of the faculty employed to convey 
it. Tliough some attention has been paid to the 
eloquence of the senate and the bar, which in 
this, as in all other free governments, is produc- 
tive of so much influence to a few who excel In 
It, yet little re{|^rd has been paid to the humbler 
exercise of speech in private conversation, an 
art that is of consequence to everj- description 

» of persons under every form of government, and 
on which eloquence of every kind ought perhaps 
to 1)0 founded. 

Tlie first requisite of every kind of elocu- 
tion, a distinct utterance, is the olTsnring of 
much time, and long practice. Children are 
always defective in clear articnlatiun, and so 
arc young ))eor)Ie, thougli of a less degree. What 
is called slurnng in speech prevails with some 
persons through life, especially in those who are 
taciturn. Articulation does not seem to reach 
its utmost degi'ee of distinctness in men before 
the age of twenty, or upwards: in women it 
reaches this point somewhat earlier. Female 
occupations require much use of speech, because 
they are duties In detail. l{esi(\es, their occu- 
pations being generally sedentary, the respira- 
tion is left at liberty. 'Ilieir nerves being more 
dellcjtte. their sensibilltv, as well as fanc^', is 
more lively ; the natural consequence of which 
is, a more frequent utterance of thought, a 
greater fluency of speech, and a distinct articu- 
lation at an earlier age. But in men who have 
not mingled early and familiarly with the world, 
though rich perhaps in knowledge, aixl clear in 
anpreheusion, it is often painful to observe the 
dtfnculty witli which their ideas are comnmni- 
cated bv .speech, through the want of those 
JiHbltsi, thnt connect f/ioughts. words, and 

sotuuls tofrotlier: whicb, when cstabUshed, 
socju us if thoy had oj-J^ieu spoiitaucously, but 
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which, in truth, are the result of long and pain- 
ful practice, and. wh(-n analyzed, exhibit thd 
phenomena of most curious and complicated u- 
Kociation . 

Societies then, such as we have been deiicrlb- 
ing, while thoy may bo said to put eacli member 
in possi'ssion of the knowledge of all the reft, 
improve tlie nowers of utteinince, and bj tlie 
collision of opinion, excite the faculties of reason 
and reth'cion. To thivsc who wish to fmprore 
their minds in such intervals of labuar as the 
conditions of a peasant allows, thin method of 
abbreviating instruciion may, nn dor proper re- 
gulations, be hi^rhly useful. To tlio student, 
whose opinions, springing out of solltarr obNe^ 
vation and meditation, are seldom, In the first 
instance, correct, and which have, notiKitli'> 
standing, while confined to himsolf, an increas- 
ing tendoiicy to assume in his own eye the cluh 
racter of demonstrations, nn association of thb 
kind, where they may be examined as tliey 
arise, is of the utmost importance: since It mar 
prevent those illusions of imagination, br wbia 
gonlns being bewildered, science Is often de- 
based, and error propagated throneli sncccMire 
generations. And to men "who. having ciiltl- 
vatod letters or general science in the conraeof 
their education, are engaged in the actl^*e oceih 
pations of life, and no longer ablo to devote to 
study or to books the time requlsit# for lmptx)Tinff 
or preserving their acquisitious. associations « 
this kind, where the mind may unhend from 
its usual cares in discussions of literntnre or 
science, afford the most pleasing, the most nsefol, 
and most rational of gratifications. 

Whether, in tlie humble societies of which ho 
was a member, Dums acquired nincli direct in- 
formation, may perhaps be questioned. It can- 
not, however, be doubted, thnt by collision, tlie 
faculties of his mind would be excited, that by 
practice, his habits of enunciation would he es- 
tablished, and thus we have some explanatfcm 
of that early command of words nnd of expres- 
sion which enabled him to pour fourth his 
thoughts in language not nnworthy of his 
genius, and which, of all his endowments, 
seemed, on his appearance In Edinburgh, the 
most extraordinary. For as.sociations of a 
literary nature, our poet acquired a consider- 
able relish; and happy had It been for bhn, 
after he emerged from tiie condition of a pea- 
sant, if fortune had permitted him to enjoy 
them in the degree of which lie was capable, so 
as to have fortified his principles of virtue by 
the purification of his taste, and given to tke 
energies of his mind habits of exertion that 
might have excluded other associations, in 
which it must be acknowledged they were too 
often wasted, as well as debased. 

The whole course of the Ayr Is flne; bat the 
banks of that river, as It bends to the east* 
ward above Mauchline, arc singularly beaatifel, 
and they were frenuented, as mav be Imafsined, 
by our poet in Ills solitary walks. Here the 
muse often visited him. In one of these wan- 
derings, lie met among the woods a celebrated 
Beauty of the west of Scotland, a lady of wbon 
it is said, that the charms of her person corre- 
sponded with the character of her mli^. TMs 
incident gave rise, as might be expected, to a 
noera, of which an account will be fwmA hi the 
letter, in which he enclosed it to the object of 
his inspiration : 

To Mlsn . 

"Madame.— Mossgiol, isth Nov.. ITNL 
*' Poets are such outre beings, so mochtliecUI- 
drcn of waj'ward fancy and canrlckras wbhn. 
that I believe the world generally allows them 
a larger latitude in the laws of propriety, than 
the sober sons of Judgment and nrudraee. I 
wouWtm \\\\* v\s wv tivoVj\w Cor the liberties that 
a ivavu«;V^«% ^Xt&w^^x Yv<ek& ielum'^tV^ i«i In the 
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t! poem, w1)ich he begs leave to present 
til Whutlicr it has poeiiciil merit niij 
»rthj of the theme. I am not the proiMir 
but it is tlic best my ubiiities can pro- 
iml what to a Ko«>d heart will perhaps be 
r grace, it is equally slncre as fervent. 
scenery was nearly taken from real life 
I dare say, luadiiui, you do not recollect 
believe you scarcely noticed the poetic 
IS he wandered by yon 1 had roved ont 
hance directed in the favourite haunts of 
ise, on the banks of the Ayr, to view 
111 all the gaiety of the vernal year. The 
r anil was flaming over the distant wes- 
ts : not a breath stirred the crimson opcn- 
tsom, or the verdant spreading leaf. It 
roldcn moment for a poetic heart. I lis- 

the feathered warblers, pouring their 
ly on every hand, with a congenial kin- 
fjgard, and frequently turned out of my 
St I should disturb their litrle songs, or 

1 them to another station. Surelv, said I 
8lf, he must be a wretch indeed who, re- 
s of your harmonious endeavunr to please 
in eye your elnsive flights to discover 
tcret recesses, and to rob you of all the 
y nature gives yon, your dearest com- 
onr helpless nestlings Even the hoory 
•m-twig that shot across the wny, what 
It snch a time but must have been in- 
l In its welfare, and wished it preserved 

rudely browsing cattle, or the withering 
blast ? Such was the scene, and such t he 

'hen in a corner of my prosiject I spied 
he fairest pieces of Nature s workman- 
it ever crowned a poetic landscape, or 
poet's eye, those visionary bards ex- 
who hold commerce with aerial beings! 
Inrony and Villany taken my walk, thoy 
that moment sworn eternal i)eace and 

1 object. 

at an honrof inspiration for a poet! It 
lave raised plain, dull, historic prose into 
tor and measure. 

enclosed song was the work of my return 
and perhaps it but prxjrly answers what 
>e expected from such a scene. 



** 1 have the honour to be, 
*' Madam, 
*' Your most obedient, and very 
"humble sci*vant. 
"Robert Burns." 

song allndcd to is the one commencing, 

iras even— the dewy fields were green." 

3 manuscript book in which our poet has 
^cd this incident, and into which the letter 
*m are copied, ho complains that the lady 

reply to his effusions, and this appears 
wounded his self-love. It is not, now- 

Ifflcnlt to find an excuse for her silence, 
nras at that time little known, and where 
at all, noted rather for the wild strength 
mmonr, than for those strains of tender- 

1 which he afterwards so much excelled, 
lady herself his name had perhaps never 
cntloned, and of snch a poem she might 
slder herself as the proper judtre. Her 
y might prevent her fn»m perceiving that 
^(i of Tlbnllns breathed In the nameless 
d that her beauty was awakening strains 
rt to immortality on the banks of the Ayr. 

1)0 conceived, also, that sntipo'^lng the 
ilnly appreciated, delicacy might find it 
: to express its acknowledgments. Tlie 

Imagination of the rustic bard possessed 
'tenderness than of res|>ect. Instead of 
himself to the condition of the oliject of 
liratlon. he pre-'iune*! to rednce her to his 
irf to-ntmin tlila hlfin-ttorn beauty to his 
tfosota. It ts trao, liuruB lulgnt have 



found precedents for such freedoms among the 
poets of Greece and Rome, and indeed of every 
country. And it is not to be denii d, that lovely 
women have generally submitted to this sort of 

Erofanation with patience, and «ven good 
umour. To what ' nrpose is it lo repine at mis- 
fortune which is the necessary conscquenec of 
:heir own charms, or to remonstrate with a de- 
scription of men who are incaiiabio of control? 

'^Tlio lunatic, the lover, and the poet. 
Arc of imagination all compact.^' 

It may eof^ily be presumed, thiit the beautiful 
nymph ot Ballochmile whoever 8he may have 
been, did not reject with scorn the adorations of 
our poet, tliongh she received them with silent 
mmlesty and dignified reserve. 

The sensibility of our bard's temper, and the 
force of his imagination, exposed iiini in a parti- 
cular manner to the hnpressions of beauty; and 
these qualities united to his impassioned elo- 
quence gave him in turn a powerful intiuence 
over the female heart. The banks of the Ayr 
formed the scene of youthful passions of a still 
tenderer nature, the history of wliich it would 
be Improper to reveal, were it even in our 
power, and the traces of which will soon be dis- 
coveroble only in tlioso strains of nature and 
sensibility to which they gave bir h. The song 
entitled "Highland Mary," is known to re- 
late to one of these attachments. ^ It was 
written," says our bard, on one of the most in- 
teresting passages of my youthful days." The 
objector this pa.ssion died in earlv life, and the 
impression left on .the mind of Burns seems to 
have been deep and lasting. Several yeors 
afterwards, when he was removed to Nithsdale, 
he gave vent to the sensibility of his recollec- 
tions in the impassioned lines addressed "To 
Mary in Heaven," and commencing thus— 

"Thou ling'ring star, with lessening ray." 

To the delineations of the poet by himself, by" 
his brother, and by his tutor, these additions 
are necessary, In order that the reader may see 
his character in its various aspects, and may 
have an opportunity of forming a just notion of 
the variety, as well as the power of his original 
genius. 

We have dwelt the longer on the early part of 
his life, because it is the least known, and be- 
cause, us lias been already mentioned, this part 
of his history is connected with some views of 
the condition and manners of the humblest ranks 
of society, hitherto little observed, and which 
will perhaps bo found neitlier useless nor unhi- 
teresthig. 

About the time of leaving his native country, 
his correspondence commences r and in the series 
of letters now given to tlie world, the chief inci- 
dents of the remaining part of his life will be 
found. This authentic, thougii melancholy, re- 
cord, will supersede in future the necessity of 
any extended narrative. 

Burns set out for Edinbnrgh in the month of 
November, J786, and arrived on the sec<md daj' 
afterwards, having performed his journey oti 
foot. He was furnished with a letter of intro- 
duction to Dr. Blacklock, from the gentleman to 
whom the doctor had addressed the letter which 
is represented by our imrd as the immediate 
cause of his Tisitiug the Scottish metropolis. He 
was acquainted wlfii Dr. Stewart, Professor of 
Moral Philosophy in the University, and had 
been entertained by that gentleman at (.'-atrino, 
his tate In Ayrshire. He had been introduced 
by Mr. Alexander Dalzoll to the Earl of Glon- 
caim, who had expressed his high approbation 
of his poetical talents. He had friendR tti^cf^tckK^ 

who C0V\\d \V\lTO(\WCfe \v\\\\ VCVX^ W\^ <*CK3«^ ^!^\^^Ji- 

r.ittiro an vreWKsol U^YvV^w, wvv\>^V^ wwxk.\c».yv^-v^ 
and HT»\>eaTaucft ©xc»feA\\\vk ^''«J1J^'*''^^^S^ 
tliat wnOA \u;vo Y»wi SottowOL *A\itfs».>w^ twaix 
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became an object of general cariosity and admi- 
ration. The lullowinK clrcumstunce contributed 

to this in a considerable dcvroc At tbe time 

when Bnrns arrived in Edinburgti, the periodical 
paper, entitled The Lounger^ was publishing, 
ever J ScUurdaw pro<luciug a saccessive number. 
His poems had attracted the notice of the gentle- 
men engaged in that undertaking, and tlio 
ninety-seventh number of those unequal, though 
frequently beautiful, essays, is devoted to " An 
Account of Robert Burns, the Ayrshire plough- 
man, with extracts from his Poems," written by 
the elegant pen of Mr. Alackenzie. Hie Loungtr 
had an extensive circulation among persons of 
taste and literature, not in Scotland only, but in 
▼arlous parts of England, to whoee acquaintance 
therefore our bard was immediately introduced. 
The paper of Mr. Mackenzie was calculated to 
introduce him advantageously. The extracts 
are well selected ; the criticisms and reflections 
arejndicioas as Mrell as generous; and in the 
•tyle and sentiments there Is that happy deli- 
cacy, by which the writings of the author are 
so eminently distinguished. The extracts from 
Bums' poems in the ninety-seventh number of 
The Loungtr were copied into the London, as well 
as into many of the principal papers, and the 
fame of onr bard spread throughout the Island. 
Of the manners, character, and conduct of Burns 
at this period, the following account has been 
given by Mr. Stewart, in a letter to the editor, 
which he is particularly happy to have obtained 
permission to Insert In these memoirs. 

PltOrESSOR DCGALD STEWAST, OF EDINBURGH, TO 

Dr. James Cubrie, or Liveri'ool. 

'* Thk first time I saw Robert Burns was on the 
23rd of October, 1786, when he dined at my house, 
in Ayrshire, together with our common friend, 
Mr. John Mackenzie, surgeon In Manchline, to 
'vhom I am Indebted for the pleasure of his ac- 
unalntance. I am enabled to mention the date 
pariicularly, by some verses which Bums wrote 
after ho returned home, and in which the day of 
our meeting Is recorded.— My excellent and 
much-lamented friend, the late Basil, LordDaer, 
happened to arrlve'at Catrine the same day, and, 
by the kindness and frankness of his manners, 
left an impression on the mind of the poet, that 
never was effaced. The verses I allude to are 
among the most imperfect of his pieces ; but a 
few stanzas may perhaps be an ooject of curi- 
osity to yon, both on account of tho character to 
which they relate, and of the light which they 
throw on the situation and feelings of the writer, 
before his name was known to the public 

'^ I cannot positively say, at this distance of 
time, whether, at the period of our first acqtiaint- 
ance, the Kilmarnock edition of his poeems had 
been just published, or was yet in the press. I 
suspect that (ho latter was the case, as I have 
still In my possession copies. In bis own hand- 
writing, of some of his favourite performances ; 
Sarticnlarly of his verses "on turning up a 
louse with his plough;"— "on the Mountain 
Daisy ;" and " the Lament." On my return to 
Edinburgh, I showedthe volume, ana mentioned 
what I knew of tho author's history, to several 
of my friends, and, among ethers, to Mr. Henry 
Mackenzie, who first recommended hhn to pub- 
lic notice In the 9th number of The l^owiger. 

"At this time. Bums* Brospects in life were so 
extremely gloomy, that ne had seriously formed 
a plan of going out to Jamaola in a very humble 
situation, not, however, without lamenting, that 
his want of patronage should force him to think 
of a project so 'repugnant to his feelings, when 
his ambition aimed at no liifher an object than 
the station of an exoiwman or a ganger iu bis 
own country, 

'' His manners wera thea, as they eontinned 
over' afterward*, simple, manly, and indepen- 
dent; stronfl^ ezpreaalve of eon0el6iis genius 



and worih : but without anything that indicated 
forwardness, arrogance, or vanity. He took his 
share in conversation, but not more than 
belonged to him: and listened, with apparent 
attention and deference, on subjects where his 
want of education deprived him of the means of 
Information. If there had been a little more ot 
gentleness and accommodation inhis temper, ho 
would, I think, liave beeustilimore interostlnff ; 
but he had been accustomed to give law in the 
circle of his ordinary aoqiiaintanoe : and his 
dread of anything approaching to meanness or 
servility, rendered nls manner somewhat de- 
cided and hard. Nothing, perhaps, waa more re- 
markable, among his various attainments, tlian 
the flnenoy, and precision, and originality of his 
language, when he spoke in company; more 
IMurtlcularly as he aimed at parity in his turn of 
expression, and avoided more successfully than 
most Scotchmen tho peculiarities of Boottish 
phraseology. 

"Ho came to Edhibnrgh early In the winter 
following, and remained there for several 
months By whose advice he took this step, I 
am unable to say. Perhaps it was suggested 
only by his own curiosity to see a little more of 
the world ; but, I confess, I dreaded the con- 
sequences from tho first, and always wished that 
his pursuits and habits should continno the same 
as in the former part of life; with the addition 
of, what I considered as then completely within 
his reach, a good farm on moderate terms, in a 
part of the country agreeable to his taste. 

" The attentions he received during his stay in 
town from all ranks and descriptions of persons 
were such as would have turned any head bat 
his own. I cannot say that I could perceive any 
nnfavourablo effect which they left on his mlud. 
Ho retained tho same simplicity of manners and 
appearance which had struck me so forcibly 
when I first saw him in the country ; nor did he 
seem to foci any additional self-importance from 
the number and rank of his new acquaintance. 
His dress was perfectly suited to his station, 
plain and unpretending, with a sufficient atten- 
tion to neatnes!). If I recollect right, ho always 
wore boots; and, when on more than usual 
ceremony, buckskin breeches. 

"The variety of Ills engagements, while in 
Edinburgh, prevented me from seeing him so 
often as I could have wished. In the course of 
the spring he called on me once or twice, at my 
request, early in tho morning, and walked with 
mc to Braid-Hills, in the neighbonrhoud of tho 
town, when ho charmed me still more by his 
private conversation, than he had ever done in 
company. Ho was passionately fond of tlic 
boauticH of nature : and I recollect once he told 
mc, when I was admiring a distant prospect in 
one of our morning walks, that the sight of so 
many smoking cottages gave a pleasure to his 
mind, which none could understand who had not 
witnessed, like himself, the happiness and tlio 
worth which they contained. 

"In his political principles he was then a 
Jacobite : which was perhaps owing partly to 
this, that his father was originally from the 
estate of Lord Mareschell. Indeed he did not 
appear to have thought much on such subjects, 
nor verv consistently. He had a very strong 
sense of rellgloa, and expressed deep regret at 
the levity with which he had heard it treated 
occasionally in some convivial meetings which 
he frequented. I speak of him as he was in the 
winter of 176G-7; for afterwards we met but sel- 
dom, and our conversations turned chiefly on his 
literary projects, or his private affairs. 

" 1 do not recollect whether It appears or not 
from any of your letters to me, that you bad 
ever seen Bums. If you have, it is superflnons 
for me to add, that the Idea which his conversa- 
tion conveyed of the powers of his mlud, ex- 
ceeded, if posslDle, that whl(A is snggested b^' 
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his writings. Ainotifr the poets whom I have 
happened to know, 1 have been struck, in luore 
than one instance, with the unaccountable dis- 
purtty between their general talents, and the 
occasional inspirations of their more favoured 
moments. But all the faculties of Boms's mind 
were, as far as I conid Jndffe, equally vigorous ; 
and his predilection for tx>etry was rather the 
result of liiH own enthusiastic and imimssioned 
temper, than of a genius exda-ively adapted to 
that species of composition. From his conver- 

Stion I should have pronounced him to be fitted 
excel m whatever walk of ambition he had 
jchosen to exert his abilities. 

*' Among the subjects on which he was accus- 
tomcMl to dwell, the characters of the individuals 
with whom he happened to meet was plainly a 
favourite one. The remarks he made on them 
were always shrewd and pointed, tbougli fre- 
quently inclining too much to sarcasm. His 
praise of those lie loved was sometimes indiscri- 
minate and extravagant; but this, I suspect, 
proceeded ratlier from the caprice and humour 
of the mooMiit, than frum the effects of attach- 
ment in blinding his judgment. His wit was 
^ready, and always im'>ressed wfth the marks of 
a vlguruns understanding; but, to my taste, not 
often pleasing or happy. His attempts at epi- 
gram, in his printed works, are the oniv perfor- 
mances, perhaps, that be has produced, totally 
unworthy of his genius. 

"In summer, 1787. I passed some weeks in 
Ayrshire, and saw Burns occasionally 1 think 
that he made a pretty long excursion that sea- 
son to the Highlanis, and tliat ho also visited 
what Beottie calls the Arcadian ground of Scot- 
land, upon the banks of the Tuviot and the 
Tweed. 

*' I should have mentioned before, that not- 
withstanding various reports I heard during the 
preceding whiter, of Bnms's predilection for 
convivial, and not very select soc ety. I should 
have concluded in favour of his habits of 
sobriety, from all of him that over fell under my 
own observation. He told me Indeed himself, 
that the weakness of his stomach wa^ such as to 
deprive him entirely of any merit in his tem- 
perance. I was however somewhat alarmed 
about the effect of his now comparatively seden- 
tary and luxurious life, when he confessed to 
me. the first night he spent in my house after 
his winter's campaign in town, that he had been 
much disturbed when in bed, by a palpitation at 
his heart, which, he s.iid. was a complaint to 
which he had of late become subject. 

*' In the course of the same season I was led by 
,cnrioslty to attend for an hour or two a Masonic 
^xKlge in Mauchline, where Bums presided He 
•bad occasion to make short, mmremeditated 
•compliments to different individuals from whom 
he had no reason to expect a visit, and every- 
thing he said was happily conceived, and 
forciblv as well as fluently expressed. If I am 
not mistaken, he told me, that in that village, 
before going to Edlnbnrgti. he had belonged to a 
small club of such of the inhabitants as had a 
taste for books, when they used to converse and 
debate on any Interesting questions that oc- 
curred to them in the course of their reading. 
His manner of speaking in public had evidonrly 
the marks of some practice In extempore elocu- 
tion. 

''I must not omit to mention, what I hnve 
always considered as characteristical in a high 
degree of true genius, the extreme facility and 
good nature of his taste, in Judging of the com- 
positions of others, when there was any real 
grounds for praise. I repeated to him many 
passages of English poetry with which he was 
tmocquainted, and have more than once wit- 
nessed the tears of admirntiun and rapture with 
which he heard them. Tlie collection of songs 
by Dr. Aikeii, which I first put into bis hands, he 



read with unmixed delight, notwithstanding his 
former efforts in that very difUcnlt R|>ecies of 
writing; and I have little doubt that it had some 
effect in polishing his subsequent cumpositions. 

''In Judging or prose, I do not think his taste 
was equally soundf. I once read to him a pas- 
sage or two in Franklin's works, which I thought 
very happily executed, upon the model of Addi- 
son; bathe did not appear to relish, or to i)er- 
ceive, the beaaty which tliey derived from their 
exquisite simplicity, and spoke of them with 
indifference when compared with the noln^ and 
antithesis, and quaintness of *' Junius." Hie in- 
fluence of this tasto is very perceptible in his 
own prose compositions, although their greit 
and various excellencies render some of them 
scarcely less objects of wonder than his poetical 
performances. The late Dr. Rot>ertson used to 
say, that considering his education, the latter 
seemed to iiim the more extraordinary of the 
two. 

" His memory was aneoramonly retentive, at 
least for poetry, of which he recited to mc fre- 
quently long compositions with the most minute 
accuracy. They were chiefly ballads, and otiier 
pieces in our Scottish dialect; great pi^rtof them 
(he t4)ld mc) he had learned in his childhood, 
from his mother, who delighted In such recita- 
tions, and whoso poetical ta^^te, rt de as it pro- 
bably was, gave, It is presumable, the first direc- 
tion of her son's genius. 

"Of tlie more u«illshed verses which acciden- 
tally fell into his hands in his early years, he 
mentioned particularly the recommendatory 
poems, by different authors, prefixed to ' Her- 
vey's Meditations;' a book which has always 
had a very wide circulation among such of the 
country people of Scotland, as affect to unite 
some degree of taste with their religions studies. 
And these poems (although they are certainly 
below mediocrity) he continued to read with a 
degree <f rapture beyond expression. He took 
notice of this fact himself, as a proof how much 
the taste is liable to be influenced by accidental 
circumstances. 

'' His father appeared to me, from the account 
he gave of him, to have been a respectable and 
worthy character, possessed of a mind su|>erior 
to what might have been expected from his 
station in life. He ascrlt>ed much of his own 

Rrinclples and feelings to the early impressions 
e hod re<eived from his instructions and 
example. I recollect that lie once applied to Aim 
(and he added, tliut the passage was a literal 
statement of fact), the two last lines of the 
following passage in the * Minstrel,' tlic whole of 
which he repeated with great enthusiasm :— 

•♦ ' Shall I be left forgotten In the dust. 

When fate relenting, lets the flower revive; 
Shall nature's voice, to man alone unjust. 

Bid him. though doom'd to perish, hope to 
live? 
Is It for this fair Virtue oft must strive 

With disappointment, penury, and pain ! 
No ! Heaven s immortal spring shall yet arrive ; 

And man's majestic beauty bloom again, 
Bright through th* eternal year of love's trium- 
phant reign. 

This truth sublime, his simple sire had taught: 
111 sooth 'twas almost all the shepherd knew.' 

"With respect to Bums's early education, I 
cannot say anything with certainty. Heal^*avs 
spoke wit h respect and gratitude of tlie school- 
master who had taught him to read English ; 
and who, finding in his scliolar a more than 
ordinary ardour for knowledge, had been at 
pains to instruct him In the grammatical prin- 
ciples of the language. He began the study of 
Latin, but dn)pped it before he had finished the 
verbs I have sometimes heard him quote a few 
Latin words, such as omnia rmcit amor, <£c., but 
they seemed to bo such as h« hadi <ivv\v!jBiit. Vc^scb. 
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the scenery of the Devon witli the oyo of a 
KentHno ixiet, tho Ihies, written at tills very 
period, niuy lieur >;\-ltness. I nlluilu to the i)oeuis 
conuuencing, 

*' How plcnsant the Imnks of the clear wlmlini; 
Devon." 

The different Joiimovs already mentioned did 
not satbify the curio.slty of Burns. About the 
beffinning of iSeptcnil>er lie again set out from 
£dinbnrgli, on a more extended tour to the 
Highlandis in company witli Mr. Nicol, vrlth 
whom he had contracted a particular Intlnuicv, 
which lasted during the remainder of his life. 
Iklr. Nicol waH of Dumfries-shire, of a descent 
equally linmblo witli our poet. Like him lie rose 
by the strength of his talents, and fell by thu 
strength of Ins passions. He died in the snmmtr 
of 17V7. Having received the elements of classi- 
cal instruction at his parlsli school, Mr. Nicol 
made a very rapid and singular proficiency; and 
by earlv undertaking the office of an instructor 
himself, he acquired thb means of entering Iiim- 
self at the University of Edinburgh. There he 
was first a student of theology, then a student of 
medicine, and was afterwards emidoyed hi the 
assistance and instruction of the graduates in 
medicine, in those parts of their exercises in 
which the Latin language is employed. In this 
situation he was the conteni|)orury and rival of 
tlie celebrated Dr. Brown, whom lie reseml>led 
In the imrticuUirs of his history, as well as in tlie 
leading features of his character. Tlie offlce of 
assistant teacher in tiiu High-School being 
vacxmt, it was. as usual, filled up by competi- 
tion; and, in the face of some prejudices, and 
ncrhaps of some well-founded objections, Mr. 
Jiicol, by superior learning, carried It from all 
the other candidates. This office he filled at the 
period of which we speak. 

It is to be lamented that an acquaintance with 
the writers of Greece and Home does not always 
supply an original want of taste and correctness 
in manners and conduct; and Avhere It fails of 
this effect, it sometimes inilaincs the native 
pride of temi)er, w^hicli treats with disdahi those 
delicacies in which it lias not learned to excel. 
It was thus with the fellow-traveller of ihiriis. 
Formed by nature in a model of great strength, 
neither his person nor his manners had any 
tincture of taste or elegance; and his coarseness 
was not compensated by tliat romantic sen- 
sibility, and tliosc towering ilights of imagiim- 
tion, which distinguished tlie conversation of 
Jiurns. in the blaze of whose genius all the de- 
ficiencies of his manners were absorbed and 
disappeared. 

Mr. Nlcol and our poet travelled in a post- 
chaise, which they engaged for the journey, 
and, i)assing througli the heart of the Highlands, 
stretclied northwards, about ten miles beyoiul 
Inverness. Tliere they bent their course east- 
ward, across the island, antl returned bv the 
shore of the German Sea to iMlinburgh. In the 
course of this tour, some ))articn]ars of wiiich 
will be found in a letter of our Imrd, No. 34, they 
visited a number of remarkable scenes, and the 
imagination of linrns was constantly' excited by 
the wild and sublime scenery tlirough which lie 
passed. Of this, several proofs may l>e found in 
the poems formerlv printed. Of tlie history of 
one of these poems, *'Tlie Humble l*etition of 
Brnar Water^' and of the bard's visit to Atholc 
House, some particulars will be found in Letters 
No. 33 and No. 34: and bv the favour of Mr. 
Walker, of rcrtli. then resfding in the family of 
the Duke of Athole, we are enabled to give the 
following additional account :— 

*'0n reaching Blatr, ho sent me notice of his 
arrival (as I had been previously acquainted 
with him), and I hastened to meet him at the 
Inn. Tlio Duke, to whom he brought a letter of 
introduction, was from home ; but tiio Ducliess, 



being informed of his arrival, gave liim an In- 
vitation to sui> and sleep at Athole House. lie 
accepted the invitation; but, as thu hour of 
8up|)er was at some distance, tiogged 1 would m 
the Interval be his guide tlirough tlic grounds. 
It was already growiUK dark ; yet the softened, 
though faint and uncertain, view of their beau- 
ties, which the inoonliglit afforded us, seemed 
exactly suited to thu state of his feelings at tiic 
time. I had often, like otiiers, cxiHirioiiccd the 
lileasures which arises from tiio sublime or 
elegant landscape, but I never saw those feel- 
ings S4> intensti as in Burns. When wo reocliod 
a rustic hut on thu river Tilt, whore It is over- 
hung by a woody precipice, from which there is 
a noble waterfall, ho threw himself on the heathy 
seat, and gave himself up to a tender, abstracted, 
and voluptuous enthusiasm of imagiuation. 1 
cannot help thUiking it might have l>eeu hero 
that lie con<:eived the idea of tlie following Hues, 
which he afterwards introduced into his poem, 
on * Bruar Water,' when only fancying such a 
combination of objects as were now present to 
the eye. 

Or by the reaper's nightly beam. 
Mild, chequering through the trees, 

Bavu to my darkly-dasliiiig stream. 
Hoarse-swelling on tiie breeze. 

"It was with much difficulty 1 prevailed on 
him to quit tliis spot, and to uo introduced in 
proper time to supper. 

"My curiosity was great to sec how ho would 
conduct liiniself in company so different from 
what lie had been accustomed to. His manner 
was unembarrassed, idain, and firm. Ho ai)- 
peared to have complete reliance on his own 
native good sense for directing his bcliaviour. 
He seemed at once to perceive and to apureclato 
what was due to the company and to himself, 
ami never to forget a ])roper respect for the 
separate species of dignity belonging to each. 
He did not arrogate conversation, but, when led 
Into It, he spoke with cose, propriety, and manli- 
ness. He tried to exert liis abilities, because ho 
knew it was abiiit}- alone that gave him a title 
tt) be there. Tiio Duke's fine young family 
attracted much of his admiration; he drank 
tlicir healths as honest men and bomne lassies, an 
idea which was much apidaudcd bv the company, 
and witli which lie has very felicitously closed 
his poem. 

"N'ext day I took a ride with him through 
some of the most romantic parts of thatueigh- 
bourhood, and was highly gratified by his con- 
versation. As a s])echnen of his happiness of 
conception and strengtli of expression, I will 
mention a remark wiilcli he made on his fellow- 
traveller, who was walking at the time a few 
paces l>efore us. lie was a man of a robust but 
cliim.sy person; and while Bums was exiiress- 
ing to me tlie value he entertained for 1dm, on 
account f»f his vigorous talent.s, although they 
Avere clouded at times by coarseness of manners; 
*ln short," he added, 'his mind is like his body ; 
lie has tt confounded strong In-kncc'd sort of a 
soul." 

"Much attention was paid to Bums both 
before and after the Duke's return, of which he 
was perfectly sensible, without being vain; and 
at his departure I recommended to him, ns the 
most appronriatc retnrn he could make, to write 
some descriptive verses vix any of the scenes 
with which ho had been so mnub delighted. 
After leaving Blair, he. by the Duke's advice, 
visited the Falls of Brnar, and. In a few days, I 
received a letter from Inverness, with the verses 
enclosed." 

It appears that the Impression made by onr 
poet on the noble family of Athole was in a high 
degree favourable: it is certain lie was charmed 
Avith the reception he received from them, and 
lie often mentioned the two days ho spent at 
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Athule House as nmong the happiest of his life. 
He was warmly invitea to i)rolong lils stay, but 
sacrificed his inclinations to Iiis engagement 
with Mr. Kicol; whicli is the more to bo re- 
gretted, as he would otherwise have been in- 
troduced to Mr. JDundas (then daily expected on 
a visit to the Duke), a circumstance that might 
have had a favourable influence on Bnrns's 
future fortunes. At Athole House, he met, for 
the first time, Mr. Graham, of Fintry, to whom 
he was aftertvards indebted for his office in the 
Excise. 

The letters and poems which he addressed to 
Mr. GrahaoL bear testimony of his sensibility, 
and justify the supposition, tliat he would nof 
have been deficient in gratitude had ho been ele- 
vated to a situation better suited to his disposi- 
tion and to ills talents. 

A few days after leaving Blair Atholc, our 

K)et and his fellow-traveller anived at Focha- 
;rs. In the course of the preceding winter 
Burns had been introduced to the Duchess of 
Gordon at Edinburgh, and presuming on his 
acquaintance, he proceeded to Gordon (.astlc, 
leaving Mr. Nicol at the inn in the village. At 
the castle our poet was received with the utmost 
hospitality and kindness, and the family being 
atK>at to sit down to dinner, he was invited to 
take his place at the table, as a matter of course. 
This invitation he accepted; and after drhikinga 
few f^lasses of wine, he rose up and proposed to 
withdraw. On being pressed to stay, lie men- 
tioned, for the first time, his engagement with 
his fellow-traveller; and his noble host offering 
to send n servant to conduct Mr. Nicol to the 
castle. Burns insisted on undertaking tliat oflicc 
himself. He was, however, accom])anled by a 

Ssntleman, a particular acquaintance of the 
ukc, by whom the invitation was delivered in 
aU the forms of politeness. The invitation came 
too lute : the pride of Nicol was flamed to a lilgh 
degree of passion by the neglect whicli he had 
already suffered. lie liad ordered the hor.se to 
be put to the carriage, being determined to pro- 
coed on his Journey alone: and they found nim 
parading the streets of Fochabers, before the 
door of the inn, venting his anger on the pos- 
tilion for tiie slowness with which he obeyed his 
commands. As no explanation nor entreaty 
could change the purpose of his fellow-traveller, 
oar poet was reduced to the necessity of separa- 
ting from him entirely, or of instantly proceeding 
"With liim on their Journey. He chose the last of 
these alternatives: and seating himself beside 
■Micol In the post-chaise, with raortiflcation and 
regret, ho turned his back on Gordon Castio, 
'Wlicre he had promised liimsctf some happy days. 
Sensible, however, of the great kindness of the 
noble family; he made the best return in his 
power, by the poem commencing, 

'* Streams that glide in orient plains." 

Bums remained in Edinburgh during tlie 
Rreatcr part of the winter, 1787-& and again en- 
tered Into the society and dissipation of that 
nietropoUs. It appears that on tne 31st day of 
•licceniber, ho attended a meeting to celebi-nto 
the birth-day of the lineal descendant of the 
Scottish race of kings, the late unfortunate 
prince Charles Edward. Whatever might have 
been the wish or purpose of the original institu- 
tors oi this annual meeting, there is no reason to 
^Upposo that the gentlemen of which it was at 
this time composed, were not perfectly loyal to 
^ha king and the throne. It is not to be con- 
ceived that they entertained any hoT»e of, any 
Wish for, the restoration of the House of 8tuan; 
put, over their sparkling wine, they indulged 
^he ireuerous feelings which the recollection of 
'alien greatness is calculated to Inspire; and 
^onanicmoratcd the lieroic valour which strove 
to sustain it in vain— valour worthy of a nobler 
^auso and a happier fortmie. On this occasion 
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our bnrd took upon himself the office of poet- 
lanrcatc, and produced an ode, wliich, though 
dcflcient in the complicated rhythm and polished 
versiflcation that such composition require, 
might, on a fair compctiti<m, where energy of 
feeling and of expression were alone in question, 
have won the butt of Malmsey from the real 
laureate of that day. I allude to the fragment 
commencing, 

*' False flatterer, Hope, away!" 

In relating the incidents of our poet's life in 
Edinburgh, we onglit to have mentioned tho 
sentiments of respect and svmpathy with which 
he traced out tlie grave of nis predecessor Fer- 
guson, over whose ashes, in the Canongato 
church-yard, he obtained leave to erect a monu- 
ment, which will be viewed by reflecting minds 
with no common interest, and which will awake, 
in the bosom of kindred genius, many a high 
emotion. Neither should we pass over the con- 
tinued friendship he experienced from a poet 
then living, the amiable and accomplislied 
Biacklock —To his encouraging advice it was 
owing (as has already appeared) that Burns, in- 
stead of emigrating to the West Indies, repaired 
to Edinburgh. He received him there with all 
the ardour of affectionate admiration ; he bla- 
zoned his fame; lie lavished upon him all tho 
kindness of a generous heart into wlilch nothing 
selflsh or envious ever found admittauce. Among 
the friends whom he introduced to Bums was 
Mr. liamsay of Ochtertyre, to whom our poet 
paid a visit in the Autumn of 1787, at his delight- 
ful retirement in the neighbourhood of Stirling, 
and on the . banks of the Teith. Of this we have 
tlie following partlculai*s : 

" 1 have been in the company of many men of 

genius," says Mr. Ramsay, "some of them poets, 
ut never witnessed such flashes of Intellectual 
brightness as from him, tlic impulse of the mo- 
ment, sparks of celestial Are! I never was more 
deliglited, therefore, than with his company for 
two days, tete-a-tete. In a mixed company I 
should have made little of him; for in the game- 
ster's phrase, he did not always know when to 
play off and when to play on. ... I not only 
proposed to him the writing of a play similar to 
the ' Gentle Shepherd,' qualem decet esse sororem^ 
but Scottish georgics, a subject which Thomson 
has by no means exhausted in ids Seasons. 
What beautiful landscapes of rural life and 
manners might not have been expected from a 
pencil so faithful and so forcible as his, whicli 
could have exhibited scenes as familiar and in- 
teresting as those in the 'Gentle Shepherd,* 
which every one who knows our swains in the un- 
adulterated state. Instantly recognises as true to 
nature. But to have executed either of these 
plans, steadiness and abstraction from company 
were wanting, not talents. When I asked hiin 
whether the Edinburgh Literati had mended his 
poems by their criticTsms, * Sir,' said lie, 'these 
gentlemen remind me of some spinsters in my 
conntry, who spin their thread so flne that it is 
neither fit for weft nor woof.' lie said he had 
not changed a word except one, to please Dr. 
Blair." 

Having settled with liis publisher. Mr. Creech, 
in February, 1788. Burns found himself master of 
nearly Ave hunared pounds, after discharging 
all his expenses. Two hundred pounds he imme- 
diately advanced to bis brother Gilbert, wlio 
had taken upon himself the 8upi>ort of their aged 
mother, and was struggling with many diffi- 
culties in the fapn of-Mossgiel. With the re- 
mainder of this sum, and some further eventual 
f)rofltH from his poems, he determined on settling 
limsiclf for life in the occupation of agriculture, 
and tookl from Mr. Miller, of DalsT^inton, tho 
farm of Ellisiand. on the banks Of the river Nith, 
six miles al»ove Dumfries, on which ho eutcc^^ 
at Whitsunday, ITSft. WwsVcv^ \««w \.tvss\w>sSs? 
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conversation, and which he repeated by rote. I 
think he liad a project after ho came to Edin- 
biurgh, of pn>secBting the study under his inti- 
mate friend, the late Mr. Nicol, one of tlio 
masters uf the grammar-school here ; but I do 
not luiow if lie ever procooded so far as to make 
the attempt. 

**Ho certainly possessed a smattering of 
French ; and, if he had am affectation in any- 
thing, it was in introducing occasionaliy a word 
or a phrase from that language. It is possible 
that nis knowledge in this respect might be more 
extensive than 1 suppose it to tw ; but that you 
can learn from his more Intimate acquaintance. 
It would be worth while to inquire, whether he 
was able to read the French authors with such 
facility as to receive from them any improve- 
ment to his taste. For my own part, I doubt it 
much— nor would 1 believe it, but on very strong 
and pointed evidence. 

'*if my memory does not fail me, he was well 
Instructed in arithmetic, and knew something 
of practical geometry, particularly of survcyiiig. 
—All his other attainments were entirely hU 
own. 

*'The last time I saw him was during the 
winter, 1788-80; when ho passed an evening 
with me at Drunshough, in the nelglilMurhood 
of fklinburgh, where 1 was then living. Jly 
friend Mr. Alison was the only other in com- 
pany. I never saw him more agreeable or in- 
teresting. A present which Mr. Alison sent 
him afterwards of his 'Essays on Taste,' drew 
from Bums a lett-cr of acknowledgment, which 1 
remember to have read with some degree of 
surprise at the distinct conception he appeared 
from it to have formed, of the several principles 
of the doctrine of a$tociatUm. When I saw Mr. 
Alis<m in Shropshire last autumn, I forget to in- 
qaire if the letter be still in existence. If it is, 
yon may easily procure it, by megns of our 

friend Mr. Honlbrooke." 

« « « 4 * * 

Hie scene that opened on our bard in Edin- 
burgh was altogether new, and in a variety of 
other respects highly interesting, especially to 
one of his disposition of mind. To use an ex- 
pression of his own, he found himself "suddenly 
translated from the veriest shades of life," into 
the presence, and, indeed, into the society, of a 
nnmoer of persons, previously known to him by 
report as of the highest distinction in his 
country, and whose characters it was natural 
for him to examine with no common curiosity. 

From the men of letters, in general, his recep- 
tion was particularly flattering. The late Dr. 
Blair, Dr. Gregory, Mr. Stewart, Mr. Mackenzie, 
and Mr. Eraser TVtler, may be mentiouod in the 
list of those who perceived his uncommon 
talents, who acknowledged more especially his 
power in conversation, and who Interested them- 
selves in the cultivation of his genius. In Edin- 
burgh, literary and fashionable society are a 
good deal mixed. Our bard was an acceptable 
gue»t in the gayest and most elevated circles, 
and frequently received from female beauty and 
elegance those attentions above all others most 
grateful to him. At the table of Lord Monboddo, 
he was a frequent guest ; and while he enjoyed 
the society, and partook of the hospitalities of 
the venerat>le judge, he experienced the kind- 
ness and condescension of his loving and accom- 
plished daughter. The singular beauty of this 
young lady was illumined by that happy expres- 
sion of countenance which results from the 
nnlon of cultivated taste and snperlor under- 
standing, with the finest affections of the mind. 
The influcnee of such attraction was not unfelt 
by our pout. '' There has not been anythlnglike 
Miss Burnet,*' said lie, in a letter to a friend, "in 
all the conbinatlons of beauty, grace, and good- 
ness, tue Creator has formed, since Milton's Eve 
on the first day of her existence." In his " Ad- 



dress to EdlnburglL," she is celebrated in Sftndn 
of still greater elevation :— 



" Fair Burnet strikes th* adoring eye, 
Heaven's beauties on my fancy sKiiie: 
I see the Sire of Love on lil^ 
And own his works ludecd divine !^ 



Tills lovely woman died a few years after* 
wards in the fiower of her youth. Onr bard ex- 
pressed his sensibility on that occasion, Inverses 
addressed to her memory. 

Among the men of rank and fashkm. Bins 
was particularly distinguished by Jamu, K*h 
of Glcucairn. On the motion of this nobtoman, 
the Catedonum Hunt, (an association of the ptfo- 
cipal of the nobility and gentry of HooUand.) 
extended their patronage to onr bard, and ad- 
mitted him to their gay orgies. He repaid their 
notice by a dedication of the enlarged and Im- 
proved edition of his poems. In wnleh Im hai 
celebrated their patriotism and Indepondeaee tai 
very animated terms. 

" I congratulate my country tliat the blood of har 
ancient heroes runs uncontaminatad ; and that, 
from your courage, kuowledge, and pabilc nbtt, 
she may expect protection, wealth, and liberty. 
• • * May corruption shrink at yosr 
kindling indignant glance ; and may tyranny hi 
the ruler, and licentiousness In the peqtlSi 
equally find hi you an inexorable foe t** 

it is to be presumed that these gonerons senti- 
ments, uttered at an era slngalarly propitious to 
Indepondenoe of character and eondoct, mn 
favourably received by the persons to whom 
they were addressed, and that they were eehoed 
from every bosom, as well as from that of the 
Earl of Glencaim. This accomplished noUenHOL 
a scholar, a man of taste and sensibility, dlea 
soon afterwards. Had he lived, and had his 

Rower equalled his wishes, Scotland might stfll 
ave exulted In the genius, instesid of uimentlBf 
the early fate, of her favourite bard. 

A taste for letters Is not always conjoined with 
habits of temperance and resriuarity ; and Edin- 
burgh, at the ])eriod of which we speak, ceo- 
tained perhaps an uncommon proportion of mea 
of conslderaole talents, devoted to aocial ex- 
cesses, in which their talents were wasted and 
debased. 

Bums entered into several parties of this de- 
scription, with the usual vehemence of hll 
character. His generous affections, his ardent 
eloquence, his brlllimit and daring imaglnatioBi 
fitted him to be the Idol of snch asso^athiiu; 
and accustomed himself to conversation of na- 
Umitcd range, and to festive indnlgenoes that 
scorned restraint, he graddally lost some por- 
tion of his relish for the more pnre, but Tess 
{tolgnant, pleasures, to be found in the circles of 
aste, elegance, and literature. Hie sudden 
alteration in his habits of life operated on hiok 
physically as well as morally. — The humUe 
fare of an Ayrshire peasant he had exdiaageA 
for the luxuries of the Scottish metropolis, and 
the effects of this change on his ardent constlta- 
tion could not be inconsiderable. Bnt whatever 
influence might be produced on his conduct, 
his excellent understanding suffered no cone- 
spendont debasement. He e.stlmated his friends 
and associates of every description at their pro- 
per value, and apiireclnted nls own condnet 
with a precision that might give scope to much 
curious and melancholy reflection. He saw Us 
danger, and at times formed resolutions to guard 
against it ; but he had embarked on the tide of 
dissipation, and was home along its stream. 

Of the state of his mind at this time, an an- 
thcntlc, though imperfect, document remains in 
a book which he procured in the spring of ITSf, 
for the ])uri)ose, as he himself Infonne as, of re- 
cording in it whatever seemed worthy of obser- 
vation. The following extracts may serve as • 
specimen. 
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*'£dinbargh, April 9, 1787. 

'* As I have seen a good deal of human life in 
Edinburgh, a great many characters wliich are 
new to one bred np in the shades of life as I have 
been, I niu detcrmiaed to take down my remarks 
on the spot. Gray observes, in a letter to Mr. 
Palgrave, ' that half a word fixed np<Hi, or near 
the spot, Is worth a cart-load of itecollection.' I 
don't know bow it is with the world in general, 
bat with me, making my rcmarlts is by no 
means a solitary pleasure. 1 want some one to 
laugh with me, some one to t»e grave with me, 
some one to please me, and help my discrimina- 
tion, with his or her own remark, and, at times, 
no doabt, to admire my acuteness and penetra- 
tion. The world are so busied with selfish pur- 
suits, ambition, and vanity, interest, or pleasure, 
that very few think it worth their while to make 
any observation on what passes around them, 
except where ttiat observation is a sucker, 
or branch of the darling plant they are rearing 
in their fancy. Now I am sure, notwithstanding 
all the sentimental flights of novel-writers, and 
the sage pliilosophy of moralists, whether we 
are capable of so intimate and cordial a coalition 
of friendship, as that one man may pour out his 
bosom, his every thought and floating fancy, his 
very inmost soul, with unreserved confidence 
to another, witliout hazard of losing part of that 
respect which man deserves irum man : or from 
the unavoidable imperfections attending human 
natore, of one day repenting his confidence. 

*^ For these reasons 1 am determined to make 
these pages my confident. 1 will sketch every 
character that any way strikes me, to the best 
of ray power, witn nnshrinlLing justice. I will 
insert anecdotes, and take down remarks, in the 
old law phrase. ' without feud or favour.'— Where 
1 hit on anything clever, my own applause will, 
in some measure, feast my vanity ; and begging 
Patroclos* and Achates' pardon, I tliink a lock 
and key a security, at least equal to the bosom 
of any friend whatever. 

*'3iy ewn private story likewise, mv love-ad- 
ventnres, my rambles; the frowns and smiles of 
fortune on my hardship; my poems and frag- 
ments, that must never see the light, shall l>e 
Accaslonolly inserted.— In short, never did four 
shillings purchase so mucli friondsliip since con- 
fidence went first to market, or honesty was set 
np for sale. 

'*To these seemingly invidious, but too Just 
ideas of human friendship, I would cheerfully 
make one exemption— the connexion between 
two persons of different sexes, when their in- 
terests are united and absorbed by the tie of 
love— 

** When thought meets thought, ere from tlie lips 

It part, 
And each warm wish springs mutual from the 

heart. 

**There, confidence — confidence that exalts 
them the more in one another's opinion, that 
endears them the more to ench other's hearts, 
nnreocrvcdly *rcigns and revels.' But thin is 
not my lot ; and, in ray situation, If I am wise 
(which by the bye I liavc no real chance of 
beingX my fate should be cost with the Psalm- 
ist's sparrow * to watch alone on the house- 
tops,*— Oh, the pity! 

** 'Hiere are few of the sore evils under the sun 
give rae more uneasiness and chagrin than the 
comparison how a man of genius, nay, of avowed 
worth, is received everywhere, with the recop«> 
tiou which a mere ordinary character, decorated 
with the trapping and futile distinctions of for- 
tune, meets. I imagine a mtin of abilities, his 
breoat glowing with honest nriile. conscious tliat 
men are all born equal, still giving ' liortiour to 
wiiom honour is due ;' ho meets at a groat man's 
table, a Hqnire sontething, or a bir somebody ; 



he knows the nobie landlord, at heart, gives the 
bard, or whatever he is, a shore of his good 
wishes, beyond, perhaps, any one at table ; yet 
how will it mortify him to see a fellow, whuse 
abilities would scarcely have made an etghteen- 
venny tmlor, and whose heart is not worth three 
lartliings, meet with attention and notice, that 
are withheld from the son of genius and po- 
vertv? 

" The noble G has wounded rac to the 

soul here, because I dearly enteem, respect, and 
love him. He showed me so much attention- 
engrossing attention, one day, to the only block- 
head at table (the whole company consisted of 
his lordship, dunderpate, and myself), that I 
was within half a point of throwmg down mv 
K&ge of contemptuous defiance ; but he shook my 
hand, and looked so benevolently good at part- 
ing. God bless him, though 1 should never see 
him mure. 1 shall love him until my dying day! 
I am pleased to think I am so capable of tnc 
throes of gratitude, as 1 am miseramy deficient 
hi some other virtues. 

" With I am more at my ease. I never re- 
spect him with humble veneration; but when 
he kindly interests himself in my welfare, or 
still more when he descends from his pinnacle, 
and meets me on equal ground in conversation, 
my heart overflows with what is called lUbitiff. 
When ho neglects me for the mere carcass of 
greatness, or when his eye measures the differ- 
ence of our points of elevation, I say to myself, 

wliat do I care for him, or his pomp cither?'* 
* * • • * 

The intentions of the poet in procuring this 
book, so fully described by himself, were very 
imperfectly executed. He has inserted into it a 
few or no incidents, but several observations 
and reflections, of which the greater part that 
are proper for the public eye, will be round in- 
terwoven In the volume of his letters. The most 
curious particulars in the bo(A are the delinea- 
tion of the characters he met with. These are 
not numerous; but they aro chiefly of persons 
of disthiction in the republic of letters, and no- 
thing but the delicacy and respect due to living 
characters prevents us from committing them to 
the press. Though it appears that in his conversa- 
tion he was sometimes disposed to sarcastic re- 
marks on the men with whom lie lived, nothing 
of tliiskindis discoverable In these more deli- 
berate efforts of his understanding, which, while 
they exhibit great clearness of discrimination, 
manifest also the wish, as well as the power, to 
bestow high and generous praise. 

By the new edition of his poems, Bums ac- 
quired a sum of money that enabled him, not 
only to partake of the pleasure, of Edinburgh, 
but to gratlfv a desire he had long entertained, 
of visiting those parts of his native country, 
most attractive by their beauty or their gran- 
deur; a desire which the return of summer 
naturally revived. The scenerv on the banks of 
the Tweed, and of its tributary streams, strongly 
Interested ills fancy: and, accordingly, he left 
Edinburgh on the 6th of May, 1787, on a tour 
through a country so much celebrated in the 
rural songs of Scotland. Ho travelled on horse- 
back, and was accompanied, during some part of 
his Journey, by Mr. Ainslle, now writer to the 
signet, a gentleman who enjoyed much of his 
friendship and of his confldence. Of this tour a 
Journal remains, which, ho>vever, contains only 
occasional remarks on the scenery, and wliich is 
chiefly occupied with an account of the author's 
different stages, and with his observations on 
the various characters to whom lie was intro- 
duced. Ill the course of this tour, he visited Mr. 
AinsUe of Berrywell, the father of his com- 
panion ; Blr. Drydone, the celebrated traveller, 
to wlioni ho carried a letter of Introduction from 
Ur. Mackeiixle ; the Itev. Dr. SomervlUe of Jod- 
bn^gi^ the Msturlan-, Kt.t»flL\fct%.>ft<«A^x.<A^^xv- 
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I>urafrlos without attcinptiiiirto spo onr port, 
iiikI to ciijoy the pU'iisuit' of his coirvcrsatiou. 
As lie cuiiiu not rt'coive tiicin iindLT liis own 
Iiuniblu roof, thexe intorviuws passed at the 
inns of the town, iind often terminated in those 
excesses wlilch Burns sometimes provolted, and 
was sehlom ahio to resist. And amonp tiie in- 
habitants of Dumfries and Its vicinity, there 
wore never wanting persons to share his social 
pleasures : to iead or accompany Iiiui to the 
tavern: to partake in the wildest sallies of his 
wit : to witness the strength and degnidatiou of 
his |;;enlus. 

.Stiii. however, he cnltivftted tlio society of 
persons of taste and resp<>ctal)iUty, and in llicir 
company would iiHposo on himself the restraints 
of temperance and decorum. Nor was his muse 
dormant, in the four years which he lived in 
Dumfries, he produced many of his beautiful 
lyrics, though it docs not appear that he at- 
temntcd any |)Oom of considerable length. 
During this time, he made several excursions 
into the neighbouring country, of one ofwliich, 
til rough (lalioway. an account is preserved in u 
letter of Mr. Slymc. written soon after; which, 
as it gives an animated picture of him by a cor- 
rect and masterly hand, we shall present to the 
reader. 

"I got Bums a grey Highland shclty to ride 
on. We dined the first day, '27th July, 1703. at 
G'ondenwynes ofParton; a beautiful situation 
on tlie banks of the Dec. In the evening wu 
walked out, and ascended a gentle eminence, 
from which we had as fine a view of Al|)ino 
scenery as can well be imagined. A deliglitful 
soft evening showed ail ks wilder as well as its 
grander graces. Immediately opposite, and 
wiiliin a mile of us, we saw Airds, a charming 
romantic place, where dwelt Low. the author of 
* Mary, weep no more forme.' This was clas- 
sical gronn(l for Hums. He viewed ' the highest 
hill which rises o'er the source of Dee;' and 
would have staid till 'the passing spirit ' had 
ap|)€ared, had we not resolved to reach Ken- 
morc thfft night. We arrived as Mr. and Mrs. 
Gordon were sitting down to supper. 

'* Here is a genuine baron's seat. Tlic castle, 
an old building, stands on a large natural moat. 
In front, the river Ken winds for several miles 
through the most fertile and beautiful /lolm, till 
It expands into a lake twelve miles long, the 
banks of wliich,*bn the south, present a fine and 
soft landscane of green knolls, natural woods, 
and here and there a grey rock. On the north, 
the aspect is great, wild, and, I may say, tre- 
mendous. In short, 1 can scarcely conceive a 
Kcene more terribly romantic than tlie Castle of 
Kenmore. Bums thinks so highly of it, that he 
njedltates a description of it in poetry. Indeed, 
I believe ho has begun the work. Wo ai>ent 
three days with Mr. Gordon, whose polished 
hosidtality is of an original and endearing kind. 
Mrs. Gordon's lap-dog. Echo, was dead. She 
would have an epitaph for Iiim. Several had 
been made. Bums was asked for one. Tliis was 
setting Hercules to his distaff. He disliked the 
subject : but, to please the lady, he would try. 
So he produced the poem commencing, 

" ' In wood and wild, ye warbling throng.' 

"We left Kenmore, and went to Gatehouse. 
1 took him the moor-road, where savage and 
desolate regions extended wide around. Tlie 
sky was synipothetic with the wret«liedness of 
the soil; it became lowering and dark. Tlie hol- 
low winds sighed, the lightnings gleamed, the 
thunder rolled. The poet enjoyed the awful 
scene— he s])oke not a word, but seemed rajjt in 
meditation. In a little while the rain liegan to 
fall; It poured in floods upon n.s. For three 
hours did the wild elements rumble their Mly/uH 
upon our defenceless heads. Uh, oh! 'ttras/oul. 
Tve grot utterly -n'ot ; and to revenge ourselves, 



Burns insisted at Gatehouse on onr getting 
utterly drnnk. 

" From Gatehouse we went next day to Kirk- 
endi)rlgbt, through a lino country. Rut here I 
must tell you that Bums had got a pair utjemmf 
lK>otM for the Journey, which had been thuronKhlj 
wet. and which iiad lieun dried in such a manner 
that it was not possible to get them on affaia.— 
Tiic brawny p(K-t tried force, and tore them to 
slired.H. A whitling vexation of this sort is more 
trying to the tem|ier than a serions calamity. 
\\ e were going to Si^int Mary's Isle, the seat of 
the Earl of Selkirk, and the forlorn Rums wm 
<liscomtlted at the thouglit of his mined boots. 
A sick stomach and a heartache lent their aid, 
and the man of verse was quite aecable. I at* 
tempted to rcasmi with liim. Hcrcy on lu, bow 
he did fume and rage! Notldng c-uuld reinstate 
hUn in temper. 1 tried various expedients, anA 
at last hit on one that succeeded. 1 Bhowcd him 
the house of * * * * across the bay of Wigtoi. 
Against • • • with whom he was otfendedi hs 
expectorated his spleen, and regained a most 
agreeable temper. He was In a most epigram- 
matic humour indeed! He afterwards fell on 

humbler game. There is one whom 

he does not love. He liad a passing blow at Urn 
in the lines commencing, 

"•When deceased, to the devil went 

down.' 

"Well, lam tobringyoutoKlrkcudbrightalong 
with our poet, witliout boots. I carried the ton 
ruins across my saddle in spite of his fulmlns- 
tions, and in contempt of appearances; and what 
is more. Lord Selkirk carried them in hiscoacb 
to Dumfries. Ho insisted tliey were wortb 
mending 

"We reached Kirkcudbright ahont one o'clock. 
I had promised that we should dine with one of 
the tlrst men In our country, J. Dalzell. Bat 
Burns was in a wild and obstreperous hnmooTi 
and .swore that he would not diitc wliore lie 
should be under the snnillest restraint. We 
prevailed, therefore, on Mr. Dalzell to dine wiUi 
us in the inn. and had a very agrceablo jMirty. 
In the evening we set out for 8t. Mary's Isle. 
Itobcrt had n*t absolutely regained the milU- 
ness of good teni))cr, and It occurred wnco or 
twice to him, as he rode along, that tit. Jilary'i 
Isle was the seat of a lord; yet that lord was 
not an aristocrat, at least In his sense of Uie 
word. We arrived about eight o'clock, as tlM 
family were at tea and coffee. St. Mary*s Isle 
is one of the most delightful places that can, in 
my opinion, be formed by the asscoiblajKe of 
every soft but not tame object which constltotes 
natural and cultivated beauty. Rut not to dwell 
on Its external graces, let mo tell yon that wo 
found all the ladies of the family (as beaatifnl) 
at home, and some strangers; and among others, 
who but IJrbani ! The Italian sung ns many 
Scottish songs, nccwmpanied with instmmentai 
music. The two young ladies of Selkirk song 
also. We had the song of Lord Gregory, whlcn 
J asked for, to have an opportunity of calling on 
Burns to recite />/« ballad to that tunc. He did 
recite it; and such was the effect, that a dead 
silence ensued. It was such a silence as a mind 
of feeling naturally preserves when it Is toadied 
with tliat enthusiasm which bunlsiics eveiY 
other thought but the contemplation and Indol- 
genet! of the sympathy produced. Bnrns' Lord 
(iregory is, in my opinion, a most hcnutlfnl and 
affecting ballad, llie fastidious critic may per- 
haps say, some of the sentiments and imagery 
arc of too elevated a kind for such a stylo of 
composition; for instance. ^ lliou bolt of Ileaven 
that passestby;' and, 'Ye mustering thunder,' 
&c. ; but this is a cold-blooded objection, which 
will be Mid rather than felt. 

" We enjoyed a most happy evening at Lord 
Selkirk's, we hud, in every sense of the word, 
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offcncr, and which ho took this opiwrtniiltv of 
ernKinff, by breaking the pane of the whidow at 
the inn on which tlivy were written. 

" At Stirlinpr wo met with a company of tra- 
vellers from Edinburgh, among whom wast a 
character in many resuccti congenial with that 
of Bnms. This was Kicol, one of the teachers of 
the High Grammar Hchool at Edlnbnrgh — the 
name wit and power of conversation ; the same 
f(mdnoss for convival society, and tlioughtless- 
nc»s of to-morrow, cliaracterizod botli. Jaco- 
bitical principles In politics were common to 
bothof them;' and thcso have been snspected, 
since the Revolution of Franco, to have given 
place to each, to opinions apimrcntly opposite. 
I regret that I have preserved no memorabilia 
of their conversation, either on this or on other 
occasions, when I happened to meet them to- 
gether. Many songs were sung: which I men- 
tion for the sake of observing, that when Bnms 
was called on in his tnrn, he was accustometl, 
Instead of singing, to recite, which, though not 
correct or harmonious, were Impressive and 
pathetic. This he did on the present occasion. 

'' From Stirling we went next morning throngh 
the romantic and fertile vale of Devon Xm Har- 
vieston, in Clackmannanshire, tlien inhabited 
by Mrs. Hamilton, with the younger part of 
whoso family Burns had been nruviously ac- 
mialnted. lie Introduced mo to the family, and 
there was formed my first acqnaintanco with 
Mrs. Hamilton's eldest daughter, to whom I 
have been married for nine years. Thus'Was 1 
indebted to Burns for a connexion with which I 
have derived, and expect further to derive, 
much happiness. 

"Daring a residence of about ten days at Ilar- 
vieston. wo mado excursions to visit various 
parts of the surrounding scenery. Inferior to 
none in Scotland, in beauty, sublimity, and ro- 
mantic interest; parilculary Castle Campbell, 
the ancient scat of the family of Arg>le; and 
the famous cataract of the Devon, called the 
Cauldron Linn; and the Rumbling Bridge, a 
single broad arch, thrown by the Devil, If tra- 
dition Is to t>e believed, across the river, at about 
the height of a hundred feet al)ove Its bod. I 
am surprised that none of these scenes should 
have called forih an exeriion of Burus*s muse. 
But I doubt if he had much taste for the pictu- 
resque. I well remember, that the ladles at 
Ilarvleston. who accompanied ns on this jannt, 
expressed their disappointment at his not ox- 

Eres8lng,'ln more glowing and fervid language, 
is Impressions of the ('auldron Linn scene, cer- 
tainly highly sublime, and somewhat horrible. 

'^A visit to Mrs. Bruce of ('lackmannan. a 
lady above ninety, the lineal descendant of that 
race who gave the Scottish throne its brighcst 
ornament. Interested his feelings more power- 
fully. This venerable dame, with characteris 



tical dignity, informed me, on my observing that 
I believed she was descended fnnn the family of 
Robert Bruce, that Robert Bruce was sprung 
from her family'. Tliongh almost deprived of 
speech by a paralytic affection, she preserved 
her hospitality and urbanity. She was in 
])Ossc8slon of the hero's helmet and two-handed 
tiword, with which she conferred on Burns and 
myself the honour of knighthood, remarking, 
that she had a better rlj;hc to confer that title 

than some people You will of course 

<M>iicludo that the old Iady*s political tenets were 
iis JacobltlcAl as the poer», a conformity which 
contributed not a little to the cordiality of our 
reception and entertainment, she gave as her 
first to:i8t after dinner, ana Vncot. or. Away 
with the StrangerH. Who those strangers were, 
3-on wIU readily understand. Mrs. A. corrects 
mo by saying it .should be BooU or Hoohi uneos. 
a. sound used by shepherds to direct their dog» 
to drive away the sheep. 
'* We returned to fldinburgh bv Klnrors <on 



the shore of l-ochloven) and Qnoonsferrv. I am 
inclined to think Bnms knew nothing of poor 
Michael Brnce, who was then alivo at Kinross, 
or had died there a short while before. A inect- 
iug between the bards, or a visit to the desiTtod 
cottage and early grave of poor Bruce, would 
luive been highly interuHting. 

" At Dunfermline we visited the ruined ablx>y, 
and the abbey-church, now consecrated to I'res- 
byterian worship. Here I mounted the cutty 
stool, or stool of repentance, assuming tho 
character of a penitent for fomlcntlon; while 
Bums from the pulpit addressed to me a ludi- 
crous reproof and exhortation, parodied from 
that which had been delivered to himself In Ayr- 
shire, where he had, ho assured me, cnce been 
one of seven who mounted tho seat of shame to- 
gether. 

"In the church-yard two broad flag-atones 
marked the grave of Robert. Bmce, for whoso 
memorr Bnms had more than common venera- 
tion. He knelt and kissed tho stone with sacred 
fervour, and heartily Isuus vt mos erat) exe- 
crated the worse than Gothic neglect of the first 
of Scottish heroes.'' 



Tho surprise expressed by Dr. Adair, in his 
excellent letter, that the romantic scenery of tho 
Devon should have failed to coll forth any ex- 
ertion of the poet's muse, is not in its iiotunt 
singular; and tho dlsapi>olntment felt at his not 
expres^^ing in more glowing language his emo- 
tions on the sight of the famous cataract of that 
river, is similar to what was felt by tho friends 
of Bums, on other occasions of the same nature. 
Yet the inference that Dr. Adair seems inclined 
to draw from it, that he had little taste for tho 
picturesque, might bo questioned, even If it 
stood uncontroverted by other evidence. The 
muse of Burns was In a high degree capricious ; 
she came uncalled, and often refused to attend 
at bis bidding. Of all the numerous subjects 
suggested to him by his friends and corresptm- 
dents, there is scarcely one that ho adopted. 
The very expectation that a particular occasion 
would excite tho energies of lantry, If communi- 
cated to Bnms, seemed In him, as In other poets, 
destructive of the effect expected. Hence per- 
haps it may be explained, why tho banks of the 
Devon and the Tweed form no part of the subject 
of his song. 

A similar train of reasoning may perhaps ex- 
plain the want of emotion with whicn he viewed 
the "Cauldron Linn." (Certainly there are no 
affections of the mind more deadened by the in- 
fluence of i)rcvious expectation, than those 
arising from the sight of natural objects, and 
more especially of objects of grandeur. Minute 
description of scenes, of a sublime nature, should 
never DO given to those who are about to view . 
them. partlcularl3' If they are persons of great 
strength and sensibility of imagination. Lan- 

Siage seldom or never conveys an adequate 
ea of such objects, but In the mind of a great 
poet it may excite a picture that far transcends 
thom. Tlio imagination of Bums ndght form a 
cataract hi comparison with which the "Caul- 
drtm Linn " shouhl srem tho purling of a rill, and 
even the mighty fulls of Niagara a humble cas- 
cade. 

Wliether these suggest Ions may assist In ex- 
plaining our Bard's deflcleney of impression on 
the occasion rcfcrri'd to, or whether It ought 
rather to be lnij)Uted to some pre-occupallon. or 
indisposition of mind, we nrcsumenot to decide; 
but that he was In general feelingly alive to tho 
beautiful or sublime In scenery, may Ik.' sup- 
ported by Irreslstlblo evidence. It Is tnu?, this 
picasuru was greatly heightened in his mind, as 
might be oxjiected, when combined with moral 
emotions of a kind with which it hap|)ily unites. 
That under this association Bums coiU4!mv1nA»!.<l 
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the scenery of the Devon wIlli the eyo of a 
gentHnc iwet, the lines, written at this very 
period, may liear witness. I allude tu tlte iioeius 
commencing, 

** How pleasant the banks of the clear winding 
Devon." 

The different Junmovs already mentioned did 
not satisfy the curiosity of Burns. About the 
beginning of Septeml)er he agahi sot out from 
£dlnbnrgh, on a more extended tour to the 
Highlands, in company with Mr. Micol, wltii 
whom he had contracted a particular intlnuicy, 
which lasted during the remainder of his life. 
Mr. Nicol was of Dumfrles-shlrc, of a descent 
equally humble with our poet. Like him he rose 
by the strength of his talents, and fell by the 
strength of his passions. He died in the summer 
of 17V7. Having received the elements of classi- 
cal instruction at his parish school, Mr. liiicol 
made a very rapid and singular proficiency; and 
by earhr undertaking the offlco of an instructor 
himself, he acquired tlfb means of entering him- 
self at the University of Edinburgli. Tliere he 
was first a student of theology, then a student of 
medicine, and was afterwards employed in the 
assistance and instruction of the graduates in 
medicine, in those parts of their exercises in 
which the Latin language is employed. In this 
sitimtlon he was the contemporary and rival of 
tlte celebrated Dr. Brown, whom lie resembled 
in the particulars of his history, as well as in the 
leading features of his character. The office of 
assistant teacher in the High-School being 
vacxmt. It was, as usual, filled up by competi- 
tion; and. In the face of sonic )>rcjudlcc'.s, and 
nerhaps of some weli-foundcil objections, Mr. 
i^icol, by superior learning, carried It from all 
the other candidates. Tills ofilce lie filled at the 
pecloil of which wo speak. 

It is to be lamented that an acquaintance with 
the writers of (ircece and Uonie docs not always 
supply an original want of taste and correctncKs 
in manners and conduct; and where It fails of 
this effect, it sometimes infiaiues tlie native 
pride of temiier, which treats with disdain those 
delicacies In which it has not learned to excel. 
It was thus with the fellow-traveller of Jlurns. 
ITormed by nature in a model of great strength, 
neither his person nor liis manners had any 
tincture of taste or elegance: and his coarseness 
wos not comncnsatod by tliat romantic sen- 
sibility, and those towering ili^hts of Imagina- 
tion, which distinguished the ccmvcrsation of 
ISums. in the blaze of whose genius all the de- 
ficiencies of his maimers were absorbed and 
dlsapiKiared. 

Mr. Nlcol and our poet travelled in a post- 
chaise, which they engaged for the journey, 
and, passing through the heart of the Highlands, 
stretched uorthwords, about ten miles beyoiul 
Inverness. Tliere they bout their course east- 
ward, across tile island, and returned by the 
shore of the German Sea to (kllnburgh. In tiic 
cour.<ie of this tour, some ])articn]ars of wliich 
will be found in a letter of our liard. No. 34, thev 
visited a number of remarkable scenes, and tli'e 
Imagination of Barns was constantly' excited by 
the wild and sublime scenery through which h'e 
passed. Of thlsi, several i)roofs mav l>e found in 
the poems formerly printed. Of tlie history of 
one of tlicse poems, "The Humble Petition of 
Bruar Water^*' and of the bard's visit to Athole 
JIousc, some particulars will be found in Letters 
No. Si and No. 34 : and by the favour of Mr. 
Walker, of rertli. then residing in the family of 
the Duke of Athole, we are enabled to give the 
following additional account:— 

*' On reaching Blair, ho sent mo notice of his 
arrival (as I had been previously acquainted 
with him), and I hastened to meet him at the 
inn. Tlie Duke, to whom he brought a letter of 
introduction, was from home ; but tlio Dut.-lioss, 



being informed of Ids arrival, gave hiin an In-^ 
vitation to sup and sleep at Athole Htuisc. He 
accepted the Invitation: but, as the hour of 
supiMsr was at some distance, liegged 1 would ni 
the Interval lie his guide througli the grounds. 
It was already growing dark ; yet the softened, 
though faint and uncertain, view of their beau- 
ties, wlilch tlio moonlight afforded us, seemed 
exactly suited to thu stale of his feelings at the 
tlnio. I liml often, like others, oxiicrionced the 
pleasures which arises from the sublime or 
elegant landscape, but I never saw thoso focl- 
ings so intense us In Burns. When wo reached 
a rustic hut on tlie river Tilt, wliere it is over- 
hung by a woody precipice, from which there Is 
a noble waterfall, he threw Idmself on the heathy 
seat, and gave himself uu to a tender, abstractedL 
and voluptuous enthusiasm of imagination. I 
cannot help thinking it might have l>eeu hero 
that ho conceived the idea of the following lines, 
whicli he afterwards introduced into his poem, 
on ' Bruar Water,' when only fancying such a 
combination of objects as were now present to 
the eye. 

Or by the reaper's nightly beam. 

Mild, chequering tlirongh the trees, 
Bavo to my darkly-<iashing stream, 

Hoane-swelllng on the breeze. 

'•It was with much dlfflculty I prevailed on 
him to quit this spot, and to bo iiitrodace<l in 
proper time to supper. 

"My curiosity was great to sec how he would 
conduct hhusclf In company so dilTerent from 
what he had been accustomed to. Ills manner 
was unembarrassed, plain, and firm. He ap- 
peared to have complete reliance on his own 
native good sense for directing his bcliavlonr. 
He seemed at once to perceive and to apnreclate 
what was duo to the company and to lilmsclf, 
and never to forget a in-oper respect for the 
•■separate species of dignity belonging to each. 
He did not arrogate conversation, but, when le«.l 
Into It, he spoke with ease. pro))rJcty, and manli- 
ness. He tried to exert his ubiiitios, liccause ho 
knew It was ability alone that gave him a title 
to be there. Tlio Duke's fine young family 
attracted much of his admiration; he drank 
their healths as fioiiest wen and bonnie lassies, an 
idea which was much a]>plauded bv the company, 
and with which he has very felicitously closed 
his noem. 

"Next day I took a ride with him through 
some of the most romantic parts of that neigh- 
bourhood, and was highly gratified by his con- 
versation. As a s])echiien of Ills happiness of 
conception and strength of expression, I will 
mention a remark which he made on his fellow- 
traveller, who was walking at the time a few 
paces lie fore us. He was a man of a robust but 
clumsy person; and while Burns was express- 
ing to me the value he entertained for him, on 
account of his vigorous talents, nlthongh they 
were clouded at times by coarseness of manners; 
'In short,' ho added, 'his mind is like his body ; 
he has a confounded strong iii-knec'd sort of a 

KOUl." 

"Much attention was na|d to Bums both 
before and after the Duke*s return, of which ho 
was perfectly sensible, without being rain; and 
at his departure I recommended to him, as the 
most appropriate return he could make, to write 
some descriptive verses on any of the scenes 
with which he had licen so much dcllffhted. 
After leaving Blair, he. by the Duko^s a<avicc 
visited the Falls of Bniar, and, in a few days, I 
received a letter from Inverness, with the yerses 
enclosed." 

It appears that the Impression made hy onr 
poet on tiie noble family of Athole was in a high 
degree favourable: It Is certain ho was charmed 
with the reception he received from them, and 
he often mentioned the two days ho spent fit 
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Athule House as among tlic happiest of his life. 
He vms wannly invited to i)rolong his stay, l)ut 
sacrificed his inclinations to Ills engagement 
irith Mr. Kicol; which is the more to be re- 
gretted, OS he would otherwise Iiave been in- 
troduced to Mr. Dundas (then daily expected on 
t visit to the DukeX a circumstance that might 
liave had a favourable influence on Bnrns's 
future fortunes. At Athole House, he met, for 
the first time, Mr. Graham, of Fintry, to whom 
lie was afterwards indebted for his olflce in the 
Excise. 

The letters and poems which he addressed to 
Mr. GrahatcL bear testimony of his sensibility, 
lud justify the supposition, that he would uof 
have been deficient In gratitude had he been de- 
rated to a situation better suited to his disposi- 
:ion and to lils talents. 

A few days after leaving Blair Athole, our 
■Hiot and his fellow-traveller an-ivcd at Focha- 
iiers. In the course of the preceding winter 
Bums had been introduced to the Duchess of 
:;onion at Edinburgh, and presuming on his 
icqiiaintance, ho proceeded to Gordon Castle, 
eaving Mr. Nicoi at the inn in the village. At 
;he castle our poet was received with the utmost 
lospitaiity and kindness, and the family being 
ibont to sit down to dinner, he was invited to 
*ke his place at the table, as a matter of course. 
rhis Invitation ho accepted; and after drinkhiga 
ew glasses of wine, he rose up and proposed to 
vithdraw. On being pressed to stay, he men- 
ioned. for the first time, his engagement with 
lis fellow-traveller; and his noble host offering 
o send a servant to conduct Mr. Nicol to the 
astlc. Burns insisted on undertaking that office 
linisclf. Ho was, however, accompanied by a 
lentleman, a particular acquaintance of the 
>akc, by whom the invitation was delivered in 
.U the forms of politeness. The invitatlgn came 
uo late ; the pride of Nieol was fiamed to a high 
:ogreo of passion by the neglect which he had 
Jrcady suffered. lie imd ordered the horse to 
16 pat to the carriage, being determined to pro- 
ecdon his Journey alone: and they found nim 
«rading the streets of Fochabers, before the 
cor of the inn, venting his anger on the pos- 
Uion for the slowness with which he obeyed his 
ommands. As no explanation nor entreaty 
ould change the purpose of his fellow-traveller, 
ur poet was reduced to the necessity of separa- 
inpr f rona him entirely, or of Instantly proceeding 
rith liim on their Journey. Ho chose the last of 
lese alternatives: and seating himself beside 
[icol hi the post-chaise, with mortification and 
?tfrct, he turned his back on Gordon Castle, 
'here he had promised himself some happy days, 
ensible, however, of the great kindness of the 
oblo familv. he made the best return in his 
swcr, l)y the poem commencing, 

** Streams that glide in orient plains." 
Bums remained in Edinburgh during the 
neater part of the winter, l787-8j and again en- 
•red Into the society and dissination of that 
etropoils. It appears that on the 31st day of 
eccmber, ho attended a meeting to celebrate 
le birth-<1ay of the lineal descendant of the 
sottish race of kings, the late unfortunate 
rincc Charles Edward. Whatever might have 
ten the wish or purpose of the original Instltu- 
rs of this annual meeting, there is no reason to 

{>poH0 that the gentlemen of which it was at 
s time composed, were not iierfectiy loyal to 
« kin^r and the throne. It is not to Ikj con- 
Ivcd that they entertained any hoi)e of, any 
iHh for, the restoration of the House of Htuart; 
tt, over their snarkling wine, they indulged 
e generous feelings which the recollection of 
Hen greatness is calculated to inspire; and 
tnnicinoratcd the lieroic valour which strove 
' «nstaln it in vain—valour worthy of a nobler 
laso and a Imppior fortune. On this occasion 



our bard took upon himself the oftice of poet- 
laureate, and i)roducp,d an ode, which, though 
deficient in the complicated rhythm and polished 
versification that such compusition require, 
might, on a fair competition, where energy of 
feeling and of expression were alone in question, 
have won the butt of Malmsey from the real 
laureate of that day. I allude to the fragment 
commencing, 

*' False flatterer, Hope, away!" 

In relating the incidents of our poet's life in 
Edinburgh, we ought to have mentioned tho 
sentiments of respect and svmpathy with which 
he traced out the grave of "his predecessor Fer- 
guson, over whose ashes, in the Canongato 
church-yard, he obtained leave to erect a monu- 
ment, which will be viewed by reflecting minds 
with no common interest, and which will awake, 
in the bosom of kindred genius, many a high 
emotion. Neither should we pass over the con- 
tinued friendship he experienced from a ]>oet 
then living, the amiable and accomplished 
Blacklock —To his eneouraghig advice it was 
owing (as has already appeared) that Burns, in- 
stead of emigrating to the West Indies, repaired 
to Edinburgh. He received him there with all 
the ardour of affectlonato admiration ; he bla- 
zoned his fame; he lavished upon him all the 
kindness of a generous heart into which nothing 
selfish or envionsever found admittance. Among 
the friends whom he Introduced to Bums was 
Mr. Kamsay of Ochtertyre, to whom our poet 
paid a visit in the Autumn of 1787, at his delight- 
ful i*etirement in the neighbourhood of Stirling, 
and on the: banks of the Teith. Of this we have 
the following particulars: 

" 1 have been in the company of many men of 

genius," says Mr. Ramsay, " some of them poets, 
ut never witnessed sucli flashes of intellectual 
brightness as from him. the impulse of the mo- 
ment, sparks of celestial fire! I never was more 
delighted, therefore, than with his company for 
two days, tete-a-tete. In a mixed company I 
should have made little of him ; for in the game- 
ster's phrase, he did not always know when to 
play off and when to play on. . . . I not only 
proposed to him the writing of a play similar to 
tho ' Gentle Shepherd,' qitaiem decet esse sororem^ 
but Scottish georgics, a subject which Thomson 
has by no means exhausted in his Seasons. 
What beautiful landscapes of rural life and 
manners might not have been expected from a 
pencil so faithful and so forcible as his, which 
could have exhibited scenes as familiar and in- 
teresting as those in the '(Jentle Shepherd,' 
which every one who knows our swains In the un- 
adulterated state, instantly recognises as true to 
nature. But to have executed either of these 
plans, steadiness and abstraction from company 
were wanting, not talents. When 1 asked him 
whether the Edinburgh Literati had mended his 
poems by their criticisms, ' Sir,' said he, ' these 
gentlemen remind me of some spinsters in my 
country, who spin their thread ^=o fine that it is 
neither fit for weft nor woof.' He said he had 
not changed a word except one, to please Dr. 
Blair." 

Having settled with his publisher, Mr. Creech, 
in February, 1788. Burns found himself master of 
nearly five liur.dred pounds, after discharging 
all his expenses. Two hundred pounds he imme- 
diately advanced to bis brother Gilbert, who 
had taken upon himself the support of their aged 
mother, and was struggling with many diffi- 
culties in the fa^m of-Mossgiel. With the re- 
mainder of this sum, and some further eventual 
Rrotlts from his poems, he determined on settling 
imself for life in the occupation of agriculture, 
and tooklfrom Mr. Miller, of Dalswinton, the 
farm of Elllsland. on the banks Of the river Kith, 
six miles a)»ove Dumfries, on which ha ^vvltx^^. 
at Whitsunday, 17ft%, 1\\vnVr% \«*\\ v^^■''^s»'<»^"3 
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conven&tion, and wbloh he repeated by rote. I 
think ho had a project after he came to Edin- 
bturgli, of prosecotlng the study under his intl- 
inato friend, the late Mr. l<icoI, one of the 
masters of the grammar-school here ; but 1 do 
not luiow if he ever proceeded so far as to make 
the attempt. 

**He certainly possessed a smattering of 
French ; and. If he had an affectation in any- 
thing, it was in introducing occasionally a word 
or a phrase from that language. It is possible 
that nis knowledge in this respectmlght be more 
extensive than 1 suppose it to be ; but that you 
can learn from his more intimate acquaintance. 
Ift would be worth while to inquire, whether he 
was able to read the French authors with such 
facility as to recelTe from them any Improve- 
ment to his taste. For my own part, 1 doubt it 
much— nor would 1 bellevu it, but on vury strong 
and pointed evidence. 

'* If my memory does not fail me, he was well 
instructed in arithmetic and know something 
of practical geometry, partloularly of surveying. 
—All his other attainments wore entirely his 
own. 

*'Tho last time I saw him was during the 
winter, 1788-80; when ho passed an evening 
with lue nt Dmnsheugh, in the neighbourhood 
of fklinburgh, where I was then living. Jly 
friend Mr. Alison was the only other in com- 

Sauy. I never saw him more agreeable or in- 
}resting. A present which Mr. Alison sent 
lilm afterwards of his 'Essays on Taste,' drew 
from Bums a letter of acknowledgment, which I 
remember to have read with some dcgi-ee of 
surprise at the distinct conception he appeared 
from it to have formed, of the several principles 
of the doctrine of aMocio/um. When I saw Mr. 
Alison in Shropshire last autumn, I forget to in- 
qnire If the letter be still in existence. If it is, 
yon may easily procure it, by megns of our 
iriend Mr. Honlbrooke." 

The scene that opened on our bard in Edin- 
burgh was altogether new, and in a variety of 
other respects highly interesting, especially to 
one of his disposition of mind. To use an ex- 
pression of his own, he found himself "suddenly 
translated from the veriest shades of life," into 
the presence, and, indeed, into the society, of a 
number of persons, previously known to him by 
report as of the highest distinction in his 
country, and whose characters it was natural 
for hhn to examine with no common curiosity. 

From the men of letters. In general, his recep- 
tion was particularly flattering. The late Dr. 
Blair, Dr. Gregory, Mr. Stewart, Mr. Mackenzie, 
and Mr. Fraser TVtlcr, may be mentioned hi the 
list of those who perceived his uncommon 
talents, who acknowledged more especially his 
power in conversation, and who interested them- 
selves in the cultivation of his genius. In Edin- 
burgh, literary and fashionable society are a 
good deal mixed. Our bard was an acceptable 
gue.st in the gayest and most elevated circles, 
and frequently received from female beauty and 
elegance those attentions above all others most 
grateful to him. At the table of Lord Monboddo. 
he was a frequent guest; and while he enjoyed 
the society, and partook of the hospitalities of 
the venerable Judge, he experienced the kind- 
ness and condescension of his loving and accom- 
plished daughter. Tlie singular beauty of this 
young lady was illumined by that happy expres- 
sion of countenance which results from the 
onion of cultivated taste and superior nnder- 
standlng, with the finest affections of the mind. 
Hie influence of snch attraction was not unfelt 
by our poet. " There hns not been anything like 
Miss Buniet,*' said he, in a letter to amend, "in 
all the conbinations of beauty, grace, and good- 
ness, the Creator has formed, since Milton's Eve 
on ^e first day of ber existence." In his "Ad- 



dross to Edinburgh,'' she is celebrated in a strain 
of still greater elevation :— 

" Fair Burnet strikes th* adoring eye. 
Heaven's boantles oniny fancy slxiues 
I see the Sire of Love on high. 
And own his works indeed divine !** 

This lovely woman died a few years after- 
wards in the flower of her youth. Our bard ex- 
pressed his sensibility on that occasion, inwrses 
addressed to her memory. 

Among the men of rank and fashion, Bnnu 
was particularly distinguished by Jamaa, Eail 
of Glencalrn. On the motion of tihis nobleman, 
the Calidonum I/uni, (an association of the prin- 
cipal of the nobility and gentry of HooCImkL) 
extended their patronage to oar bard, and ad- 
mitted him to their gay oivioa. He repaid their 
notice by a dedication of the enlarged and im- 
proved edition of his poems, in vi^leh be has 
celebrated their patriotism and indepondenee In 
very animated terms. 

" 1 congratulate my country that tlie blood of kar 
ancient heroes runs nncontaminated ; and tkat) 
from your courage, knowledge, and public ^frlL 
she may expect protection, wealth, and llbefty. 
• * * May corruption shrink at your 
kindling indignant glance ; and may tyranny hi 
the ruler, and licentlonsnesa in the pemle, 
equally find hi yon an inexorable fee t** 

it is to be presumed that these generous senti- 
ments, uttered at an era slngalarfy propitiots to 
independence of character and conduct, wers 
favourably received by the persona to whom 
they were addressed, and that they were echoed 
from every bosom, as well as from that of the 
Earl of Ulencairn. This accomplished noUomsK 
a scholar, a man of taste and sensibility, dlea 
soon afterwards. Had he lived, and Itad his 

Rower equalled his wishes, Scotland might stDl 
ave exulted in the genius, instead of lamenthM^ 
the early fate, of her favourite hiurd. 

A taste for letters is not always c<mJolned with 
habits of temperance and regnuuity ; and £dhi- 
burgh, at the period of which we speak, cen- 
tained perhaps an nncommon proportion of men 
of consideraole talents, devoted to social ex- 
cesses, in which their talents were wasted and 
debased. 

Bums entered into several parties of this de- 
scription, with the usual vehemence of his 
character. His generous affections, hts ardent 
eloquence, his brilliant and daring imaginatioB. 
fltted him to be the idol <^ snen aaaoUatioiM; 
and accustomed himself to conversation <tfim- 
llmitcd range, and to festive indalgenoes that 
scorned restraint, he gradually lost Aonie per- 
tlou of his relish for the more pnre, bat wss 
poignant, pleasures, to bo found in the dreles of 
taste, elegance, and literatore. llie suddea 
alteration in his habits of life operated on hU 
physically as well as morally. — Tho humble 
fare of an Ayrshire peasant he had exdbaBged 
for the luxuries of the Mcottlsh metropolfa, and 
the effects of this change on his ardent constitu- 
tion could not be Inconsiderable. Bat whatever 
inflnenco might be produced on his condoct, 
his excellent understanding suffered no eorre- 
spandcnt debasement. He estfinated his frleais 
and as-soeiates of every description at their pro- 
per value, and appreciated nla om*n comnet 
with a precision that might give scope to macb 
curious and melancholy reflection. He saw Us 
danger, and at times formed resolntions to gasrd 
against it; but he had embarked on the tide of 
dissipation, and was borne along its stream. 

Of the state of his mind at this time, an av- 
thentic, though imperfect, dooanient remahis ia 
a book which he procured in the spring of ITST, 
for the pun)ose, as he himself informs as, of re- 
cording in it whatever seemed worthy of obser^ 
vation. The following extracts may gerve at a 
specimen. 
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*'£<linbargh, April 9, 1787. 

" As I have seen a good deal of human life in 
Edinbargh, a great many cliaracters whicli are 
new to one bred up in the shades of life as I have 
been, I aiu determined to take down my remarks 
on the spot. Uray observes, in a letter to Mr. 
Palgrave, ' that half a word fixed upon, or near 
the spot. Is worth a cart-load of itecollection.' I 
don't know bow it Is with the world in general, 
hot with me, making my remarks is by no 
means a solitary pleasure. 1 want some one to 
laugti with me, some one to be grave with me, 
some one to plense me, and help my discrimina- 
tion, with his or her own remark, and, at times, 
no doabt, to admire my acateness and penetra- 
tion. The world are so busied with selfish pur- 
suits, ambition, and vanity, interest, or pleasure, 
that very few think It worth their while to make 
any observation on what passes around them, 
except where that observation is a sucker, 
or branch of the darling plant they are rearing 
In their fancy. Now I am sure, notwithstandUig 
all the sentimental flights of novel-writers, and 
the sage plUiosophy of moralists, whether we 
are capable of so intimate and cordial a coalition 
of friendship, as that one man may pour out his 
bosom, his every thought and floating fancy, his 
very inmost soul, with unreserved confidence 
to another, without hazard of losing part of that 
respect which man deserves from man : or from 
the unavoidable imperfections attending human 
nature, of one day repenting his confidence. 

**' For these reasons 1 am determined to make 
these pages my confident. 1 will sketch every 
cliuracter that any way strikes me, to the best 
of my ^wer, with unshrinking justice. I will 
insert anecdotes, and take down remarks, in t lie 
old law phrase, ' withoutfcudor favour.'— Where 
1 hit on anything clever, my own applause will, 
in some measure, feast my vanity ; and begging 
Patrodas' and Achates' pardon, I think a lock 
and key a security, at least equal to the bosom 
of any friend whatever. 

'*]ly ewn private story likewise, mv love-ad- 
ventnres, my rambles; the frowns and smiles of 
fortune on my hardship; my poems and frag- 
ments, that must never see the ilght, shall l>e 
accaslonally inserted.— In short, never did four 
shillings purchase so much friendship since con- 
fidence went first to market, or honesty was set 
op for sale. 

'*To these seembigiy invidious, but too just 
ideas of human friendship, I would cheerfully 
make one exemption— the connexion between 
two persons of different sexes, when their in- 
terests are united and absorbed by the tie of 
love— 

*' When thought meets thought, ere from the lips 

It part, 
And each warm wish springs mutual from the 

heart. 

"There, confidence — confidence that exalts 
them the more in one another's opinion, that 
endears them the more to ench other's hearts, 
mireservedly 'reigns and revels.' But this is 
not my lot ; and, in my situation, if I am wise 
(which by the bye I nave no real chance of 
boingX ray fate should be cast with the Psalm- 
ist's sparrow * to wutch alone on the house- 
tops,*— Oh, the pity! 

" There are few of the sore evils under the sun 
give me more uneasiness and chagrin than the 
compartscm how a man of genius, nay, of avowed 
worth. Is received everywhere, with the reccp* 
lion which a mere ordinary character, decorated 
with tlie trapping and futile disthictions of for- 
tmie, meets. 1 imagine a man of abilities, his 
breast glowing witli honest nride. conscious that 
men are all born equal, still giving ' hortiour to 
whom honour is due ;' he meets at a great man's 
table, a Sqnbre something, or a bir somebody ; 



he knows the nobie landlord, at heart, gives the 
bard, or whatever he is, a share of his good 
wishes, beyond, perhaps, any one at tabic ; yet 
how will It mortify him to see a fellow, whose 
abilities would scarcely have made an etgtUeen- 

Snny tmlor, and whose heart is not worth three 
rthings, meet with attention and notice, that 
are withheld from the son of genius and po- 
verty » 

•' The noble O has wounded me to the 

soul here, because I dearly esteem, respect, and 
love him. He showed me so much attention- 
engrossing attention, one day, to the only block- 
head at table (the whole company consisted of 
his lordship, danderpate, and mysclQ, that I 
was within half u point of throwing down mv 
gage of contemptuous defiance ; but he shook my 
hand, and looked so benevolently good at part- 
ing. God bless him, though I shomd never see 
Iiim more, I shall love him until my dying day * 
I am pleased to think I am so capable of tno 
throes of gratitndc, as 1 am miserably deficient 
in some other virtues. 

" With 1 am more at my ease. I never re- 
spect him with humble veneration; but when 
he kindly interests himself In my welfare, or 
still more when he descends from his pinnacle, 
and meets me on equal ground in conversation, 
ray heart overflows with what is called liking. 
\Ylicn he neglects me for the mere carcass of 
greatness, or when his eye measures the differ- 
ence of our points of elevation, I say to myself, 
what do I care for him, or his pomp cither f* 
* • • • * 

The intentions of the poet in procuring this 
book, so fully described by himself, were very 
imperfectly executed. He has inserted into It a 
few or no incidents, but several observations 
and reflect iuns, of which the greater part that 
are proper for the public eye, will be found In- 
terwoven in the volume of his letters. The most 
curious particulars in the bo(A are the delinea- 
tion of the characters he met with. These are 
not numerous; but they are chiefly of persons 
of distinction in the republic of letters, and no- 
thing but the delicacy and respect due to living 
characters prevents us from committing them to 
the press. Tliough it appears that in his conversa- 
tion he was sometimes disposed to sarcastic re- 
niarics on the men with whom he lived, nothing 
of t his kind is discoverable in these more deli- 
berate efforts of his understanding, which, while 
they exhibit great clearness of discrimination, 
manifest also the wish, as well as the power, to 
bestow high and generous praise. 

By the new edition of his poems, Bums ac- 
quired a sum of money that enabled him. not 
only to partake of the pleasure, of Edinburgh, 
but to gratify a desire he had long entertained, 
of visiting those parts of his native country, 
most attractive by their beauty or their gran- 
deur ; tt desire which the return of summer 
naturally revived. The scenerv on the banks of 
the Tweed, and of its tributary streams, strongly 
interested Ids fancy; and, accordingly, he left 
Edinburgh on the 6th of May, 1787, on a tour 
through u country so mnch celebrated in the 
rural songs of Scotland. He travelled on horse- 
back, and was accompanied, during some part cf 
his Jouniey, by Mr. Ainslle, now writer to the 
signet, a gentleman who enjoyed much of his 
friendship and of his confldence. Of this tour a 
journal remains, which, however, contains only 
occasional remarks on the scenery, and which Is 
chiefly occupied with an account of the author's 
different stages, and with Ids observations on 
the various characters to whom he was intro- 
duced. In the course of this tour, he visited Mr. 
Aiuslie of Berrywell, the father of his com- 
panion ; Mr. Drydone. the celebrated traveller, 
to whom he carried a letter of Introduction from 
Mr. Mackenzie ; tlie Rev. Dr. SomerviUe of Jod.- 
bnrgh, the Mstorlan^ Kt.«ii«L\llT«.>i^(^vv^^'6NN.- 
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the scenery of the Devon with the cyo of a 
gentHno iM>et, the Ihies, written at this very 
period, uuiy t>ear -nitness. I alUulu to the poeiu-s 
commencing, 

*' JIow pleasant the banks of the clear winding 
Devon." 

The dlfTercnt Jonrncys ah-eady mentioned did 
not satUify tlio curiosfty of Burns. About the 
beghining of September ]ie agahi set out from 
Jb^llnburgh, on a more extended tour to the 
Highlands, In company with Mr. Micol, with 
whom he luid contracted a purticuUir Intimacy, 
which lasted during the remainder of his liu:. 
ALr. Nicol was of l)umfries-shlre, oX a descent 
equally humble with our poet. Like him he n»se 
by the strength of his talents, and fell by the 
strength of Ids passions. He died in the snmmtr 
of 17OT. Having received the elements of classi- 
cal Instruction at his parish school, Mr. Nicol 
made a very rapid and singular proficiency; and 
by early undertaking the office of an Instructor 
himself, he acquired thb means of entering him- 
self at the University of Edinburgh. There he 
was first a student of theology, then a student of 
medicine, and was ofterwartfs employed in the 
assistance and instruction of the graduates in 
medicine, in those parts of their exercises In 
which the Latin language is employed. In this 
situation he was the contemporary and rival of 
tlie celebrated Dr. Brown, whom he rc8eml)led 
in the particulars of his history, as well as in the 
leading features of his character. Tlie offlce of 
assistant teacher In tlie High-School being 
vacant, it was. as usual, filled up by competi- 
tion; and, in the face of simie prejudices, and 
perhaps of some welI-fouudo<i objections, Mr. 
Jilcol, by sui)crior learning, carried It from all 
the other candidates. This office he filled at the 
period of which we speak. 

It is to be lamented that an acquaintance with 
the writers of Greece and Home does not ahvays 
supply an original want of taste and correctness 
in manners and conduct; and where it fails of 
this c£Fect, it somotiuies infianics tlie native 
pride of temiMtr. which treats with disdahi those 
delicacies in wiiich it has not learned to excel. 
It was thus with the fellow-traveller of Burns. 
Formed by nature in a model of great strength, 
neither his person nor his maiuievs had any 
tincture of taste or elegance; and his coarseness 
was not compensated by tliat romantic sen- 
Bibllity, and those towering fiights of Inmghia- 
tlon, whicli distingnislied the conversation of 
ISums. In the blaze of whose genius all tlie de- 
ficiencies of his maimers were absorbed and 
disappeared. 

Mr. Jslcol and our poet travellctl in a post- 
chaise, which they engaged for the journey, 
and. passing tlirough the heart of the Highlands, 
stretched northwards, about ton miles beyoutl 
Inverness. Tliero they bent their course east- 
ward, across the island, and returned bv tlie 
shore of the (jcrman Sea to PiUlinburgh. In the 
course of this tour, some particulars of which 
will be found in a letter of our bard, No. 34. they 
visited a number of remarkable scenes, and th'e 
imagination of Burns was constantly'' excited by 
the wild and sublime scenery through which he 
passed. Of this several proofs mav be found in 
the poems formerly printed. Of the histoi-y of 
one of these noenjs, "The Humble Petition of 
Bruar Water^*' and of the bard's visit to Athole 
House, some particulars will be found in Letters 
No. &3 and No. 34: and by the favour of Mr. 
Walker, of Perth, then residing in the family of 
the Duke of Atholo, we are enabled to give the 
following additional account :— 

" On reaching Blair, he sent me notice of his 
arrival (as I had been previously acquainted 
with him), and I hastened to meet him at the 
inn. Tlio Duke, to wliom he brought a letter of 
introduction, was from home ; but the Dui:hoss, 



b<'ing iiifornie<l of his arrival, gave him an In-^ 
vitation to Kupand sleep at Ath(»le House. He 
accepted the invitation; but, as the hour of 
supper was at some distance. l>egged 1 would m 
the interval l)e his guide through the grounds. 
It was already growing dark ; yet the softened, 
though faint and uncertain, view of tlieir beau- 
ties, which tlio moonlight afforded us, seemed 
exactly suited to the state of his feelings at tlic 
thno. I Inul often, like otliers, cxi)erionccd the 
pleasures which arises from the snbUme or 
elegant hindsciipe, but I never saw those feel- 
ings so intense us In Burns. When wo reached 
a rustic hut on tlie river Tilt, where it is over- 
hung by a woody precipice, from which tlicro Is 
a noble waterfall, he tiirew himself on the heath v 
seat, und gave himself ud to a tender, abstracted, 
and voluptuous enthusiasm of imagination. I 
cannot help thinking it might have been here 
that ho conceived tlie idea or the followhig Hues, 
wliich lie afterwards introduced Into his poem, 
on * liruar Water,' when only fancying such a 
combination of objects as were now present to 
the eye. 

Or by the reaper's nightly beam. 
Mild, chequering through the trees, 

Bavo to my darkly-dashhig stream, 
Hoai'se-sweiling on the breeze. 

"It was with much dlfHcnlty I prevailed on 
him to quit this spot, and to be introduced In 
proper time to supper. 

"My curiosity was great to see how he would 
conduct himself in company so difTerent from 
what he had been accustomed to. His manner 
was unembarrassed, ])lain, and firm. He ap- 
liearud to have complete reliance on his own 
native good sense for directing his beliavlonr. 
He seemed at once to perceive and to appreciate 
what was due to the company and to himself, 
and never to forget a proper respect for the 
seporate species of dignity belonging to each. 
He did not arrogate conversation, but, when leil 
into it, he spoke with ease, propriety, and manli- 
ness. He tried to exert his abilities, because he 
know It was ability alone that gave him a title 
to be there. The Duke"s fine young family 
Attracted much of his admiration; he drank 
their healths as honest men and bonnie lassies^ an 
idea which was iiuich a]>plaudcd by the company, 
and with which he has very felicitously closed 
his noem, 

"Next day I took a ride with him through 
some of the most romantic parts of that neigh- 
bourhood, and was highly gratified by his con- 
versation. As a s])ccimen of his happiness of 
conception and strength of cxnresslon, I will 
mention a remark wlilch he made on his fellow- 
traveller, who was walking at the time a fen* 
paces before us. He was a man of a robnst but 
clumsy person; and while Burns was express- 
ing to me the vnluc he entertahied for him, on 
account of his vigorous talents, aithongh they 
were chnidcd at times by coarseness of manners; 
'in short," he added, 'his mind is like his body; 
he has a confounded strong in-knec'd sort of a 
.soul." 

"Much attention was paid to Bums both 
before and after the Duke s return, of which ho 
was perfectly sensible, without being vain ; and 
at his departure I reconnnended to him, ns the 
most appropriate return he could mnke, to write 
some descriptive versos on any of the scenes 
witli which he had been so much delighted. 
After leaving Blair, he. by the Duke's advice, 
visited the Falls of Bruar, and, in a few days, 1 
received a letter from Inverness, with the verses 
enclosed." 

It appears that the impression made by onr 
poet on tiie noble family of Athole was in a high 
degree favourable : it is certain he was charmed 
with the reception he received from them, and 
he often mentioned the two days ho spent nt 
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Athule Ilonsc as Among the happiest of his life. 
He was warmly invited to prolong his stay, but 
sacrificed his Inclinations to his engagement 
with Mr. Nicol; which Is the more to be re- 
gretted, as he would otherwise have been in- 
troduced to Mr. Dundas (then daily expected on 
a visit to the Duke), a circumstance that might 
have had a favourable influence on Burns's 
future fortunes. At Atholc Ilonsc, he met, for 
the flrst time, Mr. Graham, of Fintry, to whom 
he was afterwards Indebted for his oflicc in the 
Excise. 

The letters and poems which he addressed to 
Mr. Graham, bear testimony of his sensibility, 
and Justify the supposition, that ho would nof 
have been deficient in gratitude had he been ele- 
vated to ft situation better suited to his disposi- 
tion and to his talents. 

A few days after leaving Blair Atholc, our 

Cr)et and his fellow-traveller arrived at Focha- 
ers. In the course of the preceding whiter 
Burns had been introduced to the Duchess of 
Gordon at Edinburgh, and presuming on his 
acquaintaoce, ho proceeded to (iorduu (Castle, 
leaving Mr. Nicol at the inn in the village. At 
the castle our poet was received with tlie utmost 
hospitality and kindness, and the family being 
about to sit down to dinner, lie was invited to 
take his place at the table, as a matter of course. 
This invitation ho accepted; and after drinking a 
few firlasses of wine, he rose up and proposed to 
withdraw. On being pressed to stay, lie men- 
tioned, for the first time, his engagement with 
his fellow-traveller; and his noble host offering 
to send a servant to conduct Mr. Isicol to tlie 
castle Burns Insisted on underiaking tliat office 
himself. Ho was, however, accompanied by a 
Kentleman, a particular aciiuaintance of the 
l)akc, by whom the invitation was delivered in 
ail the forms of politeness. The invlttitign came 
too lute ; the pride of Nicol was flamed to a high 
cicgrco of passion by the neglect whicii he had 
already suffered. lie had ordered the horse to 
be put to the carriage, being determined to pro- 
ceed on his Journey alone: and they found him 
iMtradlnff the streets of Fochabers, before the 
door of the Inn, venting his anger on the pos- 
tilion for the slowness with which ho obeyed his 
commands. As no explanation nor entreaty 
could chhngo the purpose of his fcUow-travclIcr, 
our poet was reduceil to the necessity of separa- 
thiff from him entirely, or of instantly proceeding 
with lilm on their Journey. Ho chose tlie last of 
these alternatives: and seating himself beside 
Nicol hi the post-chaise, with mortiflcatlon and 
rc^ot, he tnrned his back on Gordon Castle, 
Kvlicre he had promised lilmself some happy days. 
Sensible, however, of the great khidness of the 
tioblc familv, he made the best return In his 
(iowcr, by the poem commencing, 

''Streams that glide in orient plains.*' 

Bums remained in Edinburgh during the 
greater part of the winter, 1787-8, and again en- 
:ercd into the society and dissipation of that 
Hetropolls. It appears that on the 3Ist day of 
I Jecomtier, ho attended a meeting to celebrate 
he birth^day of the lineal descendant of the 
Scottish race of kings, the late unfortunate 
i*rlnce Charles Edward. Whatever might have 
leeii the wiah or purpose of the original instltu- 
ors of this annual meeting, there is no reason to 
uppoBO that the gentlemen of which it was at 
hia time composed, were not perfectly loyal to 
lie king and the throne. It is not to In3 con- 
nived that they entertained any hope of, any 
^lj«h for, the restoration of tiie House of 8tuart; 
•Qt, over their sparkling wine, they indulged 
he f^uerous feelings which the recollection of 
ftllen greatness is calculated to inspire; and 
oranicmorHtcd the heroic valour which strove 
o aiistoin it in vain— valour worthy of a nobler 
^nao and a happier fortune. On this occasion 



our bard took upon liimsclf tlic office of poct- 
laurcatc, and produced an ode, which, though 
deflclcnt in the complicated rhythm and polished 
verslflcation that such composition require, 
might, on a fair comp<^tition, where energy of 
feeling and of expression were alone In question, 
have won the butt of Malmsey from the real 
laureate of that day. I allude to the fragment 
commencing, 

" False flatterer, Hope, away I" 

In relating the incidents of our poet's life in 
Edinburgh, we onglit to have mentioned tho 
sentiments of respect and sympatliy with which 
he traced out the grave of his predecessor Fer- 
guson, over whose ashes, in tho Canongato 
clmrch-yard, he obtained leave to erect a monu- 
ment, wiiich wili be viewed by reflecting nihids 
with no common interest, and whicli will awake, 
in the bosom of kindrbd genius, many a high 
emotion. Neither should we pass over tho con- 
tinued friendsliip he experienced from a ])oet 
then living, the amiable and accomplisiicd 
Biacklock —To his encouraghig advice it was 
owing (as has already appeared) that Bums. In- 
stead of emigrating to the West Indies, repaired 
to Edinburgh. He received him there with all 
the ardour of affectionate admiration ; iie bla- 
zoned his fame; he lavished upon him all tho 
kindness of a generous heart into whicli nothing 
selflsh or envlousever found admittance. Among 
the friends whom he Introduced to Bums was 
31r. Kamsay of Ochtertyre, to whom our poet 
paid a visit In the Autumn of 1787, at his delight- 
ful retirement in the neighbourhood of Stirling, 
and on thoi banks of the Tcith. Of this we have 
the following particulars: 

" 1 have been in tlie company of many men of 

genius," says Mr. Kamsay, " some of them poets, 
ut never witnessed sucli flashes of intellectual 
brightness as from him, tlie impulse of the mo- 
ment, sparks of celestial flre! I never was more 
deliglited, therefore, than with his company for 
two days, tete-a-tete. In a mixed company I 
should liavo made little of him; for in the game- 
ster's phrase, he did not always know when to 
play off and when to play on. . . . i not only 
proposed to him the writing of a play similar to 
the ' Gentle Shepherd,' qualem decet esse sororem^ 
but ^Scottish georgics, a subject whicli Thomson 
has by no means exhausted In his Seasons. 
What beautiful landsca])es of rural life and 
manners might not have been expected from a 
pencil so faithful and so forcible as his, which 
couhl have exhibited scenes as familiar and in- 
teresting as those in the '(Gentle Shepherd,' 
which every one who knows our swains In the un- 
adulterated state, instantly recognises as true to 
nature. But to have executed either of tlieso 
plans, steadiness and abstraction from company 
were wanting, not talents. When 1 asked him 
whether the Edinburgh Literati had mended his 
poems by their criticisms, ' Sir,' said he, 'these 
gentlemen remind me of some spinsters in my 
country, who sjjln their thread so flno that it is 
neither flt for weft nor woof.' He said he had 
not changed a word except one, to please Dr. 
Blair." 

Havhig settled with his publisher. Mr. Creech. 
In February, 1788. Burns found himself master of 
nearly Ave hundred pounds, after discharging 
all Ills expenses. Tavo hundred ])ounds hehnnic- 
diately advanced to his brother Gilbert, who 
had taken upon himself the support of their agod 
mother, and was struggling with many diffi- 
culties in the fa^m of-Mossgiel. With the re- 
mainder of this sum, and some further eventual 
Rroflts from his poems, he determined on settling 
Imstlf for life in the occupation of agriculture, 
and took! from Mr. Miller, of Dalswinton. tho 
farm of Ellisland. on the banks of the river Kith, 
six miles al)ove Dumfries, on which he outec^^L 
at Whitsunday, ITiift. \\ivnVc\% \»«v\ \it^5s\«w»\'«3 
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Ami whylcs twalpcnnic worth o' nappy 
Can niaktiic bodies ancu Imppy; 
They lay aside tlicir private cares. 
To mind the Kirk and 8tatc aflfairs : 
Tliey'll talk o' patronage and priests, 
\Vi' kindling fury in their breasts; 
Or tell what new taxution's coinin, 
And ferlic at the folk in Lon'on. 

As bleak-fac'd Hallowmas returns, 
They get the jovial, rantinc kirns, 
When rural life, o" every station, 
Unite in common recreation; 
Love Blinks, Wit slaps, an' social Mirth, 
Forgets tliero's Care upo' the earth. 

That meiTy day the year begins 
They bar the door on frosty win's ; 
The nappy reeks wl' mantling ream, 
An' sheds a heart-inspiring stream ; 
The luntin' pipe, and sneeshin' mill. 
Are handed round wi' right guid will ; 
The cantlo airtd folks crackin' crouse. 
The yonng anea rantln* through the house. 
Aly heart nas been sae fain to see them, 
Tliat I forjoy hae barkit wl' them. 
.Still it's owre true that ye hae said, 
Sic game is now owre afteu plav*d. 
There's monie a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest, fawsont fo'k, 
Are riven out baith root and branch, 
8ome rascal's pridcfu' greec to quench, 
Wha thinks to knit hinisci the fester 
In favour wi' some gentle master, 
Wha aiblins thrang a-parliamcniin'. 
For Britain's guid liis saul indcntin'. 

CJESAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it ; 

For Britain's guid! guid faith I doubt it; 

8ay rather, gauu as Frcmicrs lea<l him. 

An' saying aye or no's thoy bid him ; 

At operas an' plays parading, 

Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading. 

Or may be, In a frolic daft. 

To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 

To make a tour, and tak a whirl, 

To learn ton ton^ and see the worl*. 

There, at Vienna, or Versailles, 
He rives his father's auld entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the rout. 
To thrum guitars and fecht wi' nowt ; 
Or down Italian vista startie». 
Wh re-hnnting amang groves o' myrtles; 
Then bouses dnimly Uerraan water. 
To mak himsel look fair and fatter. 
And clear the conseqiiential sorrows. 
Love-gifts of carnival slgnoras, 
For Britain's guid I for her destruction I 
Wl' dissipation, feud, an' faction. 

LAUTH. 

Hech man ! dear sirs ! Is that the gate 
They waste sae monie a braw estate 'i? 
Are we sae fonghten and harassed 
For gear to gang that gate at last? 

O wad they stay aback frac courts. 
An' please themselves wi' conutra sports, 
It wad for every ane be better, 
Tlie laird, tlie tenant, and the cotter! 
For thae frank, runtin'. ramblin' billies, 
Fient haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows, 
Except for breakin' o' their trimmer. 
Or speaking lightly o' their limmor. 
Or shootln' o' a hare or moor-cock. 
The ne'er a bit, they're ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me, Maister Ciesar, 
Sure great folk's life's a live of pleasure; 
Nae cauld or hunger e'er can steer them. 
The very thought o't need ua fear them. 

C.SSAR. 

X/onl, man ! were ye hut whyles where I nm, 
TAo eentlea yc wail ne'er euvy em. 



It's true, they necdna starve or sweat. 
Thro' winter's cauld or simmer's heat ; 
They've nae sair wark to craze their bancs, 
Ana flU auld age wi' grips an' granes : 
But human bodies are sic fools. 
For a' their colleges and schools, 
That when nae real ills perplex them, 
Tliey make enow themselves to vex them. 
An' aye the less they hae to start them. 
In like proportion less will hurt them : 
A country fellow at the pleugli. 
His acres till'd. he's right enough ; 
A country lassie at her wheel ; 
Her dizzens done, she's unco wcel ; 
But gentlemen, an* ladles warst, 
Wr ev'ndown want o' wark are curst. 
They loiter, lounging, lank and lazy ; 
Though de'il haet ails them, yet uneasy; 
Their days insipid, dull and tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, Iflng. an' restless; 
And e'en their sports, their bails, ami races, 
There gallopin' through public places; 
There's sic parade, sic pomp, an' art. 
The Joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches. 
Then sowther a' in (feep detmuches; 
Ae night they're mad wi' drink and wh-rhig, 
Nlest day their life is past enduring 
Tlie ladies arm in arm, in clusters. 
As great and gracious a' as sisters ; 
But hear their absent thoughts o' ithcr, 
Tlicy're a' run deils an' Jades thegither. 
Whyles, o'er tbe wee bit cup and plaitio. 
They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 
Or lee-langs nights, wi' crabbit lenks. 
Pore owre the devil's pictnr'd benks ; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stack-yard. 
And cheat like only unhang'd blackguard. 

There's some exception, man an' woman ; 
But this is gentry's life in common. 

By this the sun was out o' sight. 
An' darker gloaming brought tne night ; 
The bum-dock humin'd wi' lazy drone. 
The kye stood rowtiii' i' the loan ; 
When up they gat and shook their lugs, 
Hejoiccd tliey were na men but dogs; 
And each took aflf his several way, 
Kesolved to meet some ither day. 



I 



SCOTCH DRINK. 

Gie him strong drink until he wink. 

That's sinking in despair; 
An' liquor guid to fire his bluid, 

llmt's prost wi' grief an' care ; 
There let him l>ouse, and deep carouse, 

Wl' bumpers flowing o'er, 
Till he forgets his loves or debts. 

An' minds his griefs no more. 

Solomon's Proverbs, xxxl. 6, 7. 

Let other poets raise a fracas, 

'Bout vines, and wiucs, and drunken U.:cchus, 

And crabbit names and stories wrack us, 

And grate our lug, 
I sing the juice Scotch bearo can mak as, 

In glass or Jug. 

O thou, my Muse ! guid auld Scotch Drink: 
Whether through wimpllng worms thou jLuk, 
Or, richly brown, ream owre tlie brink, 

In glorious fa em. 
Inspire me, till Ilisp and wink. 

To sing thy name I 

Let husky wheat the haughs adorn, 
And nits set up their awnic horn. 
And pease and beans at e'en or mom. 

Perfume the plain, 
Leezo me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Then King o' gralu \ 
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On thee aft Scotland chows her cood 
III souplc scones, the wale o* food! 
Or tnmblln* in the boiling flood 

Wi^kallan'^beef; 
But when thou poors thy strong hearths blood. 

There thoa shines chief. 

Food fills the wame, an' keeps us livin' ; 
Tlio* life's a gift no worth receivln\ 
When heavy dragg'd wi' pine and griCTlu' 

Bat, oird by thee. 
The wheels o* lite gao down hUl* sc^'icvln*, 

Wi' rattlin' glee. 

Thou clears the head o* doited Lear: 
Tlioa cheers the heart o' drooping Care; 
Tlioa strings the nerves & Laboor salr, 

At's w^ary toil ; 
Thoa even brightens dark Despair 

W gloomy smile. 

Aft, clad in mossy siller weed, 
Wr Gentles thon erects thy head. 
Yet humbly kind, in time o* need, 

Tlic poor man's wine ; 
Ills wee drappamtch, or his bread, 

Thoa kitchens fine. 

Thon art the life o' pnblic haunts : 

Bout thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 

£v*n godly meetings o' the saniits^ 

By thee insjdred. 
When gaping tncy besiege the tents. 

Are doubly fired. 

That merry niglit we get the corn in, 
sweetly then thou reams the lioru int 
Or reeking on a New-year morniii* 

In cog or bicker. 
An' Just a wee drnp sp'ritual bum in, 

An' gusty sucker! 

When Vulcan glcs his bellows brcatli. 
An' ploughmen gather witli tlicii* Kruith, 
O rare ! to see thee fizz and frentli 

In the lugget cniip! 
Then Bumcwin' comes on like death 

At cv'ry cliaiip. 

Nac mercy, then, for aim or steel : 
Tlie brnwnie, banle, ploughman cliicr. 
Brings hard owrehip, with sturdy wheel, 

The strong iorehammcr, 
nil block and studdie ring and reel 

Wi' dinsome clamour. 

When skrilln* wcanies see tho ll}?Iit, 
Thou raaks tho gossips clatter bright. 
How fumblin* cuifs their dearies slight; 

Woe worth the name ! 
Kae howdle gets a socials night. 

Or i>lack frae them. 

When neci>ors anger at a plea, • 
And Just as wod and wnd can be, 
II<»w easy can the barley brce 

Cement the quarrel! 
It's aye the cheapest lawyer'^ (ue, 

To taste tho barrel. 

Alake ! that o'er my Muse has reason 
To wyto her countrymen wl' treason; 
But juonie dally weet their wcasun 

Wi' liquors nice. 
And hardly, in a winter's season, 

R'en spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, burning tr.ish ! 
Fell source o' mony a pain and t>rasli ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drnckvn hasli, 

O' hauf his days ; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 



Ye .Scots, who wish auld .Scotland well, 
Ye chiefs, to you my talc 1 tell, 
Poor pioctUcss decvils like mysol' ! 

It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter deartlifu* wines to mcll, 

Or foreign gill. 

May gravels round his blather wrench. 
An gouts torment him hich by inch, 
Wha twists his gruntlc wi' a glunch 

O' snr disdain. 
Out owre a glass o' whisky-puncli, 

Wi' honest men. 

O Whisky ! soul o' plays and pranks ! 

Accept u liordie's humble thanks I 

When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are my poor verses ! 
Tliou comes— they rattle i' tlieir ranks 

At 'Ithers ♦ • ! 

TIiccFcrlntosh! O sadly lost! 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast ! 
JS'ow colic grips, and barkhig hoast. 

May kill us a*; 
For loyal Forbes chartcr'd boast. 

Is ta'en awa' ! 

Time curst horse-leeches o' th' Excise, 
Wha mak the Whisky Stcils their prize ! 
Uaud up thy han', Dcil! ance, twice, thrice! 

I'here, seize the blinkers ; 
An' bake them up in brunstane pies. 

For poor drinkers. 

Fortune ! if thou'il but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an' Whisky gill. 
An' rowth o rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest. 
An' dcart about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 



I 



THE AlTTHOtt'S EARNEST CRY AN1> 
PRAYER* TO THE SCOTCH REPRE.SEN- 
TATIVES IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

Dearest of Distillation ! last and 

best 

How art thou lost! Parody on 

Milton. 

Ye Irish Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha represent our burghs an* shires. 
And doncely manage our affairs 

In parliament. 
To you a simple bard'c's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

Alas ! my roupit Muse is hearse ! 

Your hononrs'^ hearts wi' grief 'twad picrco. 

To see her sittiii' ♦ • ♦ • 

Low i' the dust. 
An' scrcechin' out prosaic verso, . 

An* like to brust ! 

Tell them wha hac the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me's in great afilictlon. 
E'er sin' they lakl that curst restriction 

On AqnivitSB ; 
An' roQse them up to strong conviction 

An' move their pity. 

Stand fortli, an' tell yon Premier Youth,^ 

The honest, open, naked truth ; 

Tell liim o* mino and Scotland's drouth. 

His servans humble : 
Tlie muckle devil blaw ye south, 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an' f;loom ! 
Speak out, and never fash j-o«r thumb! 
i/Ct posts an' peuHlons sink or soom 

wr them wha grant 'em: 
If honestly 1 hey canna come. 

Far better want 'em. 
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In gathering votes yon wore na slack ; 
Now stand as tightly byyofir tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lag, an' fldge your back, 

An' ham an' haw ; 
But raise yonrarm,an' tell yoarcrnck 

Before them a\ 

Paiint Scotland greeting owrc her thinstlc ; 
Her matckkin stoop as toom's a whissle ; 
An' £xciHeraen in a hassle, 

Seizin' a stell, 
Triamphant cnishin't like a mnsscl, 

Or lampit shell. 

Then on the tlther hand present her. 
A blackguard Smuggler right behint her, 
An' cheerk-for-chow. a chufllo Vintner, 

Detleagulng Join, 
Picking her ponch as bare as winter 

Of a* kind coin. 

Is there, that bears the name o' Scot 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot. 
To sec his poor auld MIthcr's pot 

Thus dung in staves, 
An' plunder'd o' her hrndraost grout 

By gallows knaves ? 

Alas ! I'm but a nameless wight. 
Trod 1' the mire clean out o' sight ! 
But could I like Montgomeries< fight. 

Or gad lilio Boswcll, 
Tliere's some sark-necks I wtid draw tight, 

An' tie some hose well. 

(iod bless yonr honours! can ye scc't. 
The kind, nnld, cantio Carlin greet. 
An' no get warmly to your feet. 

An' gar tnem hear it. 
An' tell them wi' a patriot heat, 

Ye winna bear it ! 

Some o' rott nicely ken the laws, 
To ronnd the period an' pause, 
An' wl' rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangues; 
Then echo thro' St Stephen's wa's, 

Anld Scotland's wrangs. 

Dempster, a true-blue Scot I'se warran : 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran ;' 
An' that gllb^rret HigMand baron, 

The Laid o' Graham ;« 
An' one, a chap that's auld farran, 

Duudas his name. 

Erskine, a spunkie Norland billie: 
True Campbells, Frederick, an' liny ; 
An' Livingstone, the bauld Sir Willie, 

An' mony Ithers, 
Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own for brilhers. 

See, sodger Hugh, my watchman stented, 

If bardies e'er are represented: 

I ken that if yonr sword were wanted, 

Ye'd lend a hand, 
But when there's ought to say ancnt It, 
Ye'ro at a stand. 

Arouse, my boys! exert yonr mettle. 
To get auld Scotland hack her kettle ; 
Or faith, I'll wad my new.plengh-pettle 

Yon'll seo't or lang. 
She'll teach you, wi' a reekin whittle, 

Anither sang. 

This while she's been in cank'rons mood; 
Her lost Militia flred her bluid ; 
(Dell na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that pliskio I) 
And now she's like to rin red-wud 

About her Whisky. 



An', Lord, If ancc they pit hor tlll't, 
ller tartan petticoat she'll ktlt, 
An' dark an' pistol at her belt, 

Shc'U tak the streets, 
An' rln her whittle to the hllt 

I'th' first she meets! 

For ♦ ♦ • sake, sirs ! then sneak her fair 
An' straik her cannlo wI' the hair, 
An' to the mncklo house repair, 

Wi* Instant speed. 
An' strive, wl' a' your wit and lear, 

To got remead. 

Yon ill-tongned tinkler, Charlie Fox« 
May taunt you wi' bis Jeers an' mocks ; 
But gie him't iiet, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the caddie ! 
And scud him to his dicing*box 

An' sportin' ladj^ 

Toll yon gnid bluid o' auld Boconnock's, 
1 11 be hlH debt twa mashlum bonnucks. 
An' drink his liealth in auld Nanse Tlnnock's^ 

NHie times a week. 
If hoisome scheme, like tea an' winnocks, 

Wad Kindly seek. 

Could he some commutation broach. 
I'll pledge my alth in guid braid Scotch, 
He need na fear their foul reproach, 

Nor erudition. 
Yon mixtle-muxtie, queer hotcli-potdi 

The Coalition. 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ; 
She's just a devil wl' a rung; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be strung, 

She'll no desert. 

An' now, ye chosen Flve-and-Forty, 
May still yonr Mither's heart support ye: 
Then, tho^ a Minister grow dorty, 

An' kick your place, 
Y'c'll snap your fingers, poor an' hearty, 

Before his face. 

God bless your Honours a' your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claise. 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes 

That haunt St. Jamie's! 
Your humble poet sings an' prays 

While Rab his name is. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Let half-starved slaves In warmer skies 
Sec future wines, rich ciust'ring, rise; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies. 

But blithe and frisky. 
She eyes her freebom, martial boys, 

Tak afl their Whisky. 

What tho' their Phoebns kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms; 
When wretches range, in Camlsh'd swarms. 

The scented grores. 
Or hounded forth, dishonour arms 

In hungry droves. 

Tlieir gun's a burcten on their shonther; 
They downa bide the stink o' poather; 
Their bauldest thought's a bank'rlng swither 

Or stair or rin, 
Till skelp— a shot— they're, a' throwtber. 

To save their skin. 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill. 
Clap in his cheek a Highland sill. 
Say, such is royal (George's will. 

An' there's the foe. 
He has uae thought but bow to km 

Twa at a blow. 
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Nae caald, faint-hearted doabtings tease him ; 
J>cath comes, with fearless eye he sees bim; 
wr bloidy hand a welcome gles lilm ; 

An' when he (la's. 
His latest dranght o' breathln' lea*se bim 
In faint huzzas. 

Sages their solemn een m«7 steek 
An raise a philosophic reek, 
An* physicallv causes seek, 

In clirae and season ; 
Bat tell me Whisky's name in Greek, 

ril tell the reason. 

Scotland, my anld, respected Hither; 
Tho' whyles ye molstify yonr leather. 
Till whare you sit, on crtqM o' heather, 

Ye tine yonr dam : 
Freedom and Whisky ganv thegither !— 

Tak aff yonr dram I 



THE HOLY FAIE.XO 

A robo of seeming truth and trost 

lild crafty Obseryatimi ; 
And secret hnng with poison'd crust, 

The dirk of Defamation : 
A mask that like the gorget showed 

Dye-varying on the pigeon ; 
And for a mantle large and broad, 

He wrapt him in Behgiott, 

HypocrUy-a-la-tMdc- 

Upok a simmer Sunday mom. 

When Nature's face Is fair, 
I walked forth to view the com. 

An' snuff the caller air. 
The rising sun owrs Galston mulrs, 

Wi' glorious light was gllntin' 
The hares were hirplhi' down the furs. 

The lav'rocks they were chantin* 
Fu' sweet that day. 

As llghtsomely I glowr'd abroad 

To see a scene say gay. 
Three bizzies, early at the road. 

Cam skelpln' up the way: 
Twa had manteelcs o' dolcfn' black, 

BuLane wi' lyart lining; 
The third that gacd a wee a-back, 

Was in the fashion shhilng, 
Fu' gay that day. 

The twa appear'd like sisters twin. 

In feature, form, an' claes: 
Their visage withered, lang, an' thin, 

An' sour as ony slae ; 
The third came up, hap-stap-an'-lowp. 

As light as ony lamble. 
An' wi' a curchic low did stoop. 

As soon as e'er she saw me, 
Fu' kind that day. 

Wi' bonnet aBf. qnoth I, "Sweet hiss, 

I think ye seem to ken me; 
I'm sure I've Keen that bonnic face, 

But yet I canna name ye. 
Quo' she, an' braghln* as she spak. 

An' tak's me by the hands, 
" Ye, for my te^e, ha'e gl'en the feck 

Of a* the teh ioommaiMM ' 

' A sereed some day. 

*' My name is fun-^-your crouie dear. 

The nearest friend ye faa*c r 
An' this is Supenstitlun here. 

An* that's Hypocrisy. 
I'm gann to Maueliltoo Holy Fair, 

To spend an hour in daHhi' ; 
Gin ye'il go there, yon nuikied pair, 

Wc wIU get flunow hmgliin' 
At them this day." 



Qnoth I, " Wi' a' my heart, I'U do't: 

I'll get my Sunday's sark on. 
And meet you on the holy spot ; 

Faith, we'sc hae fine romarkin' 1" 
Then I gaid hamo at crowdJe-tlme, 

And soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi' mony a weary body, 

In droves that day. 

Here farmers gash, in riding gralth, 

' Gacd hoddin by their cottars ; 

There, swankies young, In braw brald-claith. 

Are springin o'er the gutters. 
The lasses, skclpin' baretlt, thrang. 

In silks an' scarlets glitter; 
Wi' sweet milk-cheese in monle a whang, 

And farls bak'd wi' butter, 

Fu' cmmp that day. 

When by the plate we set otur nose, 

Wecl hcaj>ca up by ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws. 

And we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show. 

On every side they gatherin*. 
Some carrying deals, some chairs an' stools. 

An some are busy blethrin* 

Kight loud that day. 

Here stands a shed to fend the show'rs, 

An' screen onr contra Gentry, 
Their racer Jess, an twa^three more, 

Are blinldn' at the entry. 
Hero sits a raw of tittlin* Jades, 

Wi' lieavin' breast and bare neck. 
An' there a batch of wabster lads, 

Blackguardin' frae Kilmarnock, 
For fun this day. 

Here some arc thinkiu' on their sins, 

And some upo' their claes; 
And curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an' prays ; 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

WI' screw'd-np grace-proud faces; 
On that a set o' chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin' on the lasses 
To chairs that day. 

happy is the man an' blest ! 

Nae wonder that It pride him !) 
Wha's ain dear lass, that he likes best, 

Comes clinkln' down beside himl 
Wi' arm rcpos'd on the chair-back. 

He sweetly does compose him; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

An's louf upon her bosom, 

Unkenn'd that daj'. 

Now a' ihc congregation o'er 

Is silent expectation; 
For Moodic speels the h<dy door 

Wi' tidings o damnation. 
Should Ilornie. as in ancient days, 

'Mang sons o' God present liim. 
The vera sight o' MooUie';* face. 

To's am het hame bad sent him 
wr irighl that day. 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin' an* thumpin'I 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath. 

He's stampin' an' he'9 Jumpin'! 
His Icngthen'd chjn, his tnrn'd-np snout, 

His eldritch squeeland gestures. 
Oh. how they Uro the tieart devout. 

Like cantbaridian plasters, 
On sic a day ! 

Bnt hnrk ! the tent has chang'd its voice: 
There's ])encc and rest uae langcr: 

For a' the real iudges rise. 
They canna sit lor auger. 



lU'RNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



Kinith opens ont hh cauld harangues 

On practice and on morals ; 
An' aff the godly ponr in thrangs, 

To glo the Jan an' barrels 
A lift that day. 

What signlfles his barren shine 

Of moral powers and reason ? 
ills English style, an* gesture flno. 

Are a clean out o' season. 
Lilce Socrates or Antonine, 

Or some anld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man lie does define, 

But ne'er a word o* faith in 

That's right that day. 

In gnid time comes an antidote 

Against sic poison'd nostrum: 
For Peebles, frae the watcr-flt, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got tlio word o* (iod. 

An* meek an* niim lias view'd it. 
While Common-seni^e has ta'cn the road, 

An' a£F, an* up iiio Cowgate.n 
Fast, fast, that day. 

Wee Miller neLst the gnanl relieves. 

An' orthodoxy raihles. 
Tlio' In his heart he weel bclleycs. 

And thInlLS it auld wives' fables : 
But, faith: the birkie wants a manse 

So cannlly he humcs them ; 
Altho* his carnal wit and sense 
Like haffins-ways o'ercomcs him 
At times that day. 

i^'ow butt an' ben, the chan};c-house fills, 

Wi* yili-canp commentators : 
Hero's crying out for bakes and gills, 

And there the pint stoup clatrei-s ; 
While thick an' thning, an' loud an' long, 

Wi' logic, an' wi' Scripture, 
Tliey raise a din, that in the end, 

Js like to breed a rupture 

O' wratli that day. 

Leeze me on Drink! it gl'os us raair 

Than either School or College: 
It kindles wit. it waukons iair, 

It pangs us fou o' knowledge. 
Bo't whisky gill, or ponuy wlieop, 

Or ony stronger potion, 
It never fails, on drinking deep, 

To kittle up our notion 

By night or day. 

The lads an' lasses, blythely l)ent 

To mind baith saul and body, 
Sit round the fable weel content, 

An" slecr about the toddy. 
On this ane's dress, and aue's lonk, 

They're makiJi' observation ; 
While some are cozje i' the neuk. 

An' forming assignations 

To meet some day. 

But now the Lord's nln trumpet touts. 

Till a' the hills are rairin'. 
An' echoes back return the shouts: 

IMack KnssL'U is na sparin' : 
His piercing words, like Highland swords 

Divide the Joints an' marrow; 
His talk o' Hell, where devils dwell, 

Our veiT sauls does harrow 

Wi'fHght that day. 

As vast, nnbottom'd, boundless pit, 

Fill'd fou oMowln, brunstane, 
Wha's ragin' flame and scorchin' heat 

Wad melt the hardest wbun-stanc I 
The half asieej) start up wi' fear. 

And think they hear it roarhi', 
When presently It does apitear, 

'Twas but some neighbour snorin' 
Asleep t^at day. 



'Twad be. owro lung a tale to toll 

How monle stories post, 
An' how tliey crowded to the yiU, 

When they were a' dismlst : 
How drink gaod round. In coga an' caupa, 

Amang the fiinns an benches; 
An' choose an' bread, frae women's laps, 

Was dealt about In lunches 

An' dawds that day. 

In comes a gaudc, gash gnidwlfc. 

An' sits down by the fire. 
Syne draws lier kcbbnck an' her knife ; 

"The lasses they are shyer. 
The auld guidmcn, about tlio grace, 

Frae side to side Uiey botlior, 
Till some ane bv his bonnet lays. 

And gl's theiu't like a thctlier, 
Fu' iaug that day. 

Waesucks ! for him that pets nac lass, 

Or lasses that hae naothing ! 
Sma' need has he to say a gra(*e, 

Or me 1 vie his braw claitliiugl 
O wives be mindfu' ancc yourscl* 

How bonnie lads ve wanted, 
An' dinna for a kebbuck-heet, 

Let lasses be afTronted 
On sic a day! 

Now Clinknmbell, wl' rattlin' tow. 

Begins to Jow an' croon ; 
Some swagger hame, the best they dow. 

Some wait the oftemoon. 
At slaps the billies lialt u blink. 

Till lasses strip their shoon : 
Wi' faith an' hoi>o, an' love an' drink, 

Tliey're a' in iiimous tune, 

For crack that day. 

How monic hearts this day converts 

O' sinners and o' lasses! 
Tlieir hearts o' stane, gin night, arc gauo, 

As soft as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fou o' love divine ; 

There's some are fou o' brandy ; 
An' mony jobs that day l)egin. 

May end in honghmagandio 
Some Ither day. 



DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK : 

A TRUE STORY. 

Some books are lies frae end to end. 
And some groat lies were never penn'd* 
Ev'n Ministers, they hae been keim'd, 

In holv rapture, 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend. 

And nail't wi' Scripture. 

But tills that I am gann to tell. 
Which lately on a night befell. 
Is just as true's the De'il's in hell 

Or Dublin city : 
Tliat e'er he nearer comes oursel' 

'S a mookle pity. 

Tlie Clachan yill had made me canty-^ 

I was nae fou, but Just had plenty ; 

I stacher'd whiles, but yet took tent aye 

To free the ditches; 
An' hillocks, stanes, an' bushes, kcnn'd aye 

Frae ghalsts an' witches. 

The rising moon began to glow'r 
The distant (!umiock hills outpowre; 
To count her liorns, wi' a' my pow'r. 

But whether she had three or lour, 

I couldna telL 



DEATH AND DOCTOK HORNBOOK. 



omo ronii'l about the hiil, 
Uin down on Willie's mill, 
my staff wy a* my skill. 

To keep me sicker; 
iward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

wi' Something did forgather, 

t mo in an cene swithcr: 

fu' scythe, out-owrc ae shoutlier. 

Clear-dangling, hang; 
>tacd leister on the ither, 

Lay, large an' lang. 

ire seem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 
crest shape that e'er I saw, 
t a wame it had awa ; 

And then, its shanks, 
ere as thin, as sharp, an' sina' 

As dieeks o' brunks. 

en,' quo' I ; ' Friend 1 hao ye been maw- 

ithcr folk are busy sawin' V's 
d to iiiak' a kind o' stun', 

But iiacthhig spak : 
;h, says I, 'Friend, where ye gaun? 
Will ye go back r 

right howe,— 'My name Is Death, 
la flcy'd '-Quoth I, ' (luid faith, 
aybe come to stap iny breath : 

But tent inc, billic: 
wcel, tak care o' skaith, 

bee, tliere's a gully !' 

an,' quo' he, ' put up your whittle, 
lesigird to try Its mettle ; 
did 1 wad be kittle. 

To be mislear'd, 
% mind it, no, that, spittle 

Out owre 1U3' beard.' 

veel!' says T, ' a bargain bc't ; 

ie's your liand, an' sae we're grcc't ; 

se our shanks an' tak a seat, 

Come gie's your news ; 
lie" yc hae been raony a gate, 

At mony a house. 

!' quo' he, an' shook his head, 
a lang, laiig time indeed 
gan to nick tlic thread. 

An' choke the breath; 
un do something for their bread. 

An' sae iiuinn Deatli, 

usand years ore near hand fled, 

IS to the butch'ring bred, 

\y a scheme in vain's been laid. 

To stap or scar inc ; 
Ilornbook'si* taen up the trado. 

An' faitli, he'll waur mc. 

Jock Hornbook, 1' the Clachan, 
c his king's hood in a splcuehan ! 
wn sae weel acquaint wi* Bnchani^ 

An' ither chaps, 
ns hand out their Angers laughlu* 

An' pouk my hips. 

re's a scvtho, and there's a dart, 
picrc'd mony a gallant heart ; 
tor Hornbook, wi his art 

And cursed skill, 
le them balth no worth a ♦ ♦ • 

D****haet they'll kill. 

ut yestreen, nae farther gaen, 
II noble throw at aiie ; 
I'm sure, I've hun<lreds slain ; 

But dcil-ma-care, 
lay'd dlrl on the bane. 

But did nae i\iair. 



' HornlK>ok was bv. wi' ready art. 
And had sae fortihed the part. 
That when I looked to my dart. 

It was sae blunt, 
Fient liact o't wad hae plerc'd the heart 

Of a kail-runt. 

• I drew my scythe hi sic a fury, 
1 nearhand cowpit wi' my Imrry, 
But yet tlie bauld Apotiiccary 

Withstood the shock; 
I might as weel hae tried a quarry 

O' hard whin rock. 

' Ev'n then he canna get attended, 
Altiio' their face he ne'er had kenu'd it, 
Just hi a kail-blade, and send It, 

As soon he smells' t, 
Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 

At once he tells't. 

' An tlicn a' doctors' saws, and whittles 
Of u' dhiicnsions, shapes, an' mettles, 
A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles, 

lie's sure to hae ; 
Tlieir Latin names as fast he rattles 

As A B C. 

' Calces o' fossils, earths, and trees ; 
True sal-marinnm o' the seas ; 
The farina of beans and pease. 

He has't in plenty ; 
Aqua-fontis, what you please, 

He can content 3'e. 

' Forl)yc some new, uncommon weapons;, 

Urlnus spiiitns of capons ; 

Or luitc-horn shavings, filings, scrapings ; 

I>istiird/>e/'«e; 
Sal-alkali o' midge-tail clipphigs, 

An' mony luae.' 

' Waes me for Johnny (led's holei« now ;' 

Suo' I, ' If that the news be true I 
is braw calf-ward where gowans grew. 
Sac white an' bonnie, 
Nae doubt they'll rive it wi' tlvo plough ; 

They'll ruin Johnnie 1' 

The creature grinn'd an eldritch langh. 
An' says, yc need na yoke the plengh, 
Kirk-yards will soon be till'd cnengh, 

Tak ye nae fear ; 
They'll a' be trench'd wi' mony a shengh 

In twa-three year. 

' ^AHiaro I kill'd anc a fair strae death. 
By loss o' blood o' want of breath. 
This night I'm free to tak my aitli. 

That Hornbook's slUll 
II:is clad a score I' their last clalth. 

By drap an' pill. 

' \n honest wal)stcr to his trade. 

Whose wife's twa nieves were scarce weel bred, 

Gat tippence- worth to mend l»er head, 

When it wns sair - 

The w^ife slade cannle to her bed. 

But ne'er spake malr. 

A country Lnird had ta'en the batts. 
Or some curmurring in his guts ; 
His only son for Hornbook sets, 

An' pays him well ; 
The iad, for twa guld gimmer pets. 

Was laird hlmsel'. 

> A bonnic lass, ye ken her name. 

Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame ; 

She trusts hersel', to hide the shame. 

In Hornbook's care ; 
Horn sent her all to her lang hame 

To hide It there. 



i 
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' That's just a swatch o' Hornbook's wa}* • 
Thus Koes ho on from rtny to Uay, 
Thus tlocs he poison, kill, au' slay, 

An's wcel paid f or' t; 
Yet stops mc o' my lawfu' prey. 

With his d * * • ♦ dirt. 

But hark ! I'll tell you of a plot, 
TliouK'h dinna yo lie speaking o't ; 
I'll nail the self-conceited sot. 

As dead's a herrln' , 
^'eist time we meet, I'll wad a groat. 

He gets his farin' !' 

But just as he began to tell. 

The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell, 

borne wee short hour ayont the twal. 

Which rais'd us balth 
I took the way that pleased nivscl'. 

And sae did Death. 
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THE BRIGS OF AYR: 

A rOEM. 
JKSCKIBED TO J. BALLANTYNE, ESQ., AYR. 

The simple bard, rough at the rustic plough, 
iLcarning his tuneful trade from every bough; 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 
Hailihg the setting sun, sweet, in the green 

thorn bush : 
The soaring lark, the piercing rod-breast shrill. 
Or decp-toueil plovers, grey, wild whistling o'er 

the liill ; 
Shall he, nurst in the peasant's lowlv shed, 
To hardy independence bravely bred. 
By early poverty to hardship steeld. 
And train d to arms in stem misfortune's field- 
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 
The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes 
Or labour hard the panegyric close. 
With all the venal soul of dedicating prose 'i 
No ! though his artless strains he rudely sings, 
And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the string^, 
He glows with all the spirit of a Bard, 
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward. 
Still if some patron's generous care ho trace, 
Skilled in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 
WhenBallantyne befriends his hunil)lo name, 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame, 
With heart-fell throbs his grateful bosom 

swells 
The godlike bliss, to give alone excels. 



'Twas when the stacks get on their winter 

hap. 
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap: 
Pcitatoe blngs are snugged up frac skalth 
Of coming winter's luting, frosty breath ; 
Tlje bees rejoicing o'er their siniraer tolls, 
Unnumber'd buds an' flowers delicious spoils. 
Sealed up with frugal care in massive waxen 

piles. 
Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the weak, 
The death o' devils, smbor'd wi' brimstone 

reek • 
The thundering gims arc heard on ev'ry side. 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide; 
The feathcr'd field-mates bound by Nature's 

tie. 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 
What warm, iioetic heart, but Inly bleeds. 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deed*!) 
(Nao mair the flo-wcr in Held or meadow 

sjirings : 
Nae malr the grove wi' airy concert rings. 
Except, perhaps, the robin s whistling glee. 
Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang tree; 
Tlic hoary morns precede the ."^unny days, 
JVJJJd, calm, serene, "rtido i=preaUs the noontide 

bhize, 
Wiiiio thick the gossamer waves wanton In tUc 



'Twas in tliat season, when a simple bard« 
Unknown and i»oor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, withhi the ancient bmgh of Ayr, 
By whim inspired, or haply prost wl' care ; 
Ho left his bed, and took his wayward route. 
And down by Simpson'si^ wheel'd the left 

about : 
(Whether lm;*cllc'd by all-directing Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate ; 
Or whether rapt In meditation high, 
He wander'd out he knew not where nor why). 
The drowsy Dnngb()n-clock,i«ha(l nnmber'd two. 
And Waihice tower" had sworn the fact was 

true : 
Tlie tide-swoln Firth, with sullen soiindhig 

roar. 
Thro' the still night dash'd hearso along the 

shore : 
All else was hnsh'd in Nature's closed e'e: 
The silent moon shone high o'er tower and tree: 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam. 
Crept, gently -crusting, o'er the gllttertns 

stream. 
When, lo I on either hand the listening hanl. 
The clanging sough of whistling wings he 

heard ; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight air, 
Swift as the Gost* drives on the wheeling hare; 
Ane on th' Auld Brig his airy shape uprcars, 
The it her flutters o'er the rising |iiers : 
Our warlock Rhymer instantly de«cry'd 
The sprites that owre the Brigs of Aj-r preside. 
(Thae Bards are second-sighted is nae joke, 
An' ken the lingo of the sp'ritnal folk: 
Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a', they can explain 

them. 
And e'en the vera Dells they brawly kenthem.} 
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient Plctlsh race. 
The vera wrhikles Gothic In his face : 
lie seem'd as he wi' Time had warsU'd long, 
New Brig was bnskit In a braw new coat, 
That he, at Lon'on frae Ane Adams, got : 
In's hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whlrlyglgums at the head. 
Tlie Goth was stalking round with anxious 

search 
Spying the time-worn flaws In every arch; 
It chanc'd his new-come neebour took his e'e, 
And e'en a vex'd an' angry heart had he! 
Wi' thlevoloss sneor to see each motlish mien 
He, down the water, gles hlu) thus gnid-e'cu— 

AULD BRia. 

I doubt na', fricn', y'U think yc're nao sheep- 
shank, 
Ance ve were streeklt o'er frae bank to bank; 
But gfi) yc be a brig as auld as me — 
Tho" faith that day I doubt ye'll never see— 
There'll bo. if that day come, I'll wad a boddlc, 
Some fewer whigmalceries in yoar noddle. 

NEW BSIG. 

Auld Vandal, yc but show yonr little nensc, 
Just much about it wi' j-our scanty sense; 
Will your poor narrow foot-path of a street, 
Where twa-wheel-barrows tremble when they 

meet. 
Your ruin'd formless bnlk, o' stain an' lime. 
(!oinpare wi' bonnle Brigs o' modem time ? 
There's men o' taste wonld tak* the Ducat- 

strcani,20 
Tho' they should cast the very sark and swim. 
Ere they would gyrate their feelings wl' tlie 

view 
Of sit- an ugly Gothic hulk as you. 

AULD BBIG. 

( !i>n( itcd gowk ! puff' d up wi' wlndv pride I 
Tlii"! nionie a year I've stood the floeit an' tide; 
An* tho wl' crazy elid Tra salrforfalm, 
III be a Brig when yc're a shapeless calm ! 
-Vs i'lil "svi Vlttto ktfu about the matter, 
\ V>v\X. lNvvv-v\\x<i(i \v\xiX«%-'?rtft.\w{orm yo bettcF 



TUK OKDINATIOX. 
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UThcn heaTv. dark, conttiiaed. «-Uay ralos, 
Wi' dociiening deluges o'crfluw the plains ; 
Whcu f ruiu tlic hills where ipring^t tee brawling 

Coil, 
Or stately Lugar's mossy foantidus bolL, 
Or wheru tho UrcoDock winds his moorland 

course 
Or haunted Ganm]3i draws hts fecMe source. 
ArouH'd by bluiit*rlng winds and sjiottcd 

throwes, 
Iiimony a torrent down his sna'-broo rowcs: 
While crAslihig Ice, borne on the niiirin;; >pcat. 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an* brlgM. a' to tlic kau- : 
And from Uicnbnck*s down to the Jtattun kcy,'-s 
Auld Ayr, Is Just one IcnKthiMi'd tnmbUn;? wiy : 
Then down yu'll harUtlcli nor yc never ri-^i* ! 
And dash the gnmllc Jaain ap to th^ jiouriui; 

skies ; 
A lesson sudiy teaching, to ynnr co<>t. 
That Architecture's uoblc art Is 10!>t I 

NEW nrjG. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs mast buv't 

o't 
The Lord be thanklt that we've tint tho gate 

o't! 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghalst -alluring edlflcc:<. 
Hanging with thrcat'nhig jut, like precljiiocs; 
O'ur-arclUng, mouldly, giouiu-lnspiriui; coves, 
Kopportlng roofs fanta»tlc, stuiiy crovv.^: 
Wliidt»ws and doors, in namely- ^s sculi/iuro 

drest. 
With order, sj-mmctry, or ta<to M!il;k>t : 
Forms like some liedlam Matuary'n dream, 
Tlie craz'd crcatiuns of mlsguiitcil wliini : 
Forms might tw worahijip'd on the Ih:iiiI>-4| knee. 
And still tlic second dread cumiuan<i Ik* fru%.'. 
Their likeness is not found un curtli, in air, or 

sea. 
Slansloos that would dhgraco the building taste 
Of any mason, reptile, blril, ur iK'ast; 
Fit only for a doited monkish race. 
Or frosty maids furswom the d<'ar embrace ; 
Or culfs of later times, whu It'.'ld the iiotinn 
That sullen gloom was sterling true dcvution. 
Fancies that our guid brngh denifsi protc-rti.m. 
And soon may they expire, unblcst with rcsur- 



As fur ydur rnL>N(Ii<>o.i. I sliall »'ay but III tie, 
('4irbi.--< .-iiiil Clyrt'V arc a shut riaiii kitth; : 



rectiiMi : 



ACLD BRIO. 



O 3'e, my doar-remembcr'd ancient ycaling^^ 
Were yo but here to sliare my wounded fc-c-1- 

ings! 
Yo worthy Provcscs, an' mony a Balllc. 
Whain the paths o' rightcuu>nes^ ilid tuil aye; 
Ye dainty I>eaeons, air ye donee ConvLMier-t. 
To whom oar modems arc but cau'>c>y-cic-uncrs : 
Ye godly brethren of the sacred gown. 
Wha meekly gae year hurdles to the Mniters : 
And (wliat woald now be strange) yc godly 

writers : 
A' ye douce f<rfk Ftc borne aboon the broo. 
Were yc bat here, what would yc say or d<i! 
Huw would your spirits groun mi deep vexation. 
TV> see each melancholy alteration ; 
And agimizing. curse tlie time and place 
When ye begat the base, degenerate race ! 
Xae langer rev*rend men, their country's glorv. 
In pLiln brakl IkoU hold forth a pluiu braid 

story ; 
Kae langcr thrifty citizens, an' donee, 
Meet owre a pint, or in the connclMiou^c : 
Hut staumrel corky-headod gr<i(-('l"ss centry. 
The hcrryment and rniii of tho c«>untry : 
Men, three parts made by tailors and by bar- 
bora 

Wha waste your well-haln'd gear on d d 

new brigs and harbour! 

KEW BKiO. 

Kow hand yoa there! for faith! yc'rc suid 
enougli. 
Ajod aacMJo nuUr than yo c.-iii mak to through : 



I>.:r. iiiiili-r f.ivfiui- u' yiiur lankier Ix-ard, 
AbiiM; o Ma^fist rates ml^ht wecl be -|»artc5: 
'lo iiki.-n them to your aiild-warid ^iiiad, 
1 luu'^t iieed> say coiiip.'tri^>ir< are (Mid. 
In Ayr. wag-wits nae mair can liac a iiaiidlo 
Tu muuth 'a cItizMi.' a term o" scandal : 
Nae mair the council waddle^ down the stive-t 
In ail the \.o\\i\i of iL'iiorant conceit ; 
31cn wUa grew wi.sj prigghi' owre hoi)S an" 
raisins, 

Or t'atlu'r'd lil/ral vlew« in i/ond-i and scinln*-". 
If li:i;ily KiKjwk-i !:;('. on a random tram]). 
Had shiiicd tli<-m witli a gliwmier of \\\> lani|). 
Anil woalil \9 Cumniuii-ix-n.iC, for once betrayed 

th -m. 
ritln dull Stujddiiy ^tfpt Kindly in to aid tli<-m. 
Wliat farther cli^-hmaclaver I'idirht Ik'<mi said. 
What bliifMly wars, if Siirites had bIo<id to shed, 
No iiuiii (Mil tell: but aU IX'fore their high 
A fairy train jij.j.ear'd in order bright : ' 
Ad'iwn the ;:Iltt'riii;; stri-ain they fe:iily danced : 
Dright to the uurj^L tlieir v'nrioui di'«>)i,e-> 

glanced : 
They fo-itiil o*er the wal'rv jUass i«o n"at. 
Till* iiifaiit ic-f sean'e l»enttMMiealli thidr feet 
While :irt< of M!ii''tn-I«y amnii;.' tie in ruwi. 
Aii'l '■••■il-eniiiibling bards hen»ic (liltl«-N snug. 
(J h :d Td'L iiiLhliii.z* thalrm-ins|.irhi:.' sa;:e, 
iJ'-f-u ili'-p' to h' iirtlil'« h«'aveiily Hand engage. 
Wli'.n thru' his dear btrathspeys they lM»re wiMi 

IIi;rhlaiid ra^e: 
Or when they struck old Scotia's melting nir.-.. 
Till- l'»ver"- raptured J<«ys or bleeding cares; 
How Would his ]Ii;.'hbind hi^ iK-eii nobler llred. 
And evt-n his matehlcss hand with liner ton li 

in-i.lr'd : 
Xo ;:ae>seonld tdl what instrnnicnt ai)p(jir'd, 
liiit all the hoiil of Music's >vU was heard * 
Jlariiionioiis coiieert rung In every fiart, 
While hiiiiide mel'Hly jiour'd moving on the 

heart. 
Tlic iienius of the stream In front iipi>eurs, 
A venerable chief advaneeil in j'cars ; 
His h(;arv head with waU'r-lllies cr(»wn'd. 
His manly le;: with garter tangle liound. 
Next caine the loveliest pair iii all the ring. 
Sweet Feujale IK'auty hand in hand with Sjirini;: 
l"h( 11, criiwn'd with Howry hay, came liural 

.Joy, 
And Simirtier. with his fervid-lMiaining eye . 
All-ehi-i'iiiii; rieiity. with her flowing lu»rn. 
Led yeli»w Autumn wreuth'd with nodding 

C'>ni : 
Th-n Winter's timc-bleuched locks did hoary 

show. 
IJy II<isiiitality with cloudless brow: 
Next folio we(i Courage with his martial Mridc, 
From where the Keal wiid-wcMKly coverts hide 
r»eiiev(di>nee. with mild iM-nignant air. 
A fem.ile^j f(»nn came fnan the towri» of Stair I 
Le.iriiing and Wortli hi eriuai measures tro<lu 
Frtim simple i'atrine. their loiig-lov'd uix)de: 
Last, white-r>#b'd i'eacc, crown'd with u liazel 

wreath. 
To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
11k! broken iron instruments ot death: 
At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their klud- 

Ung wrath. 



THE ORDINATION'. 

For sense they little owe to fnnral Ileav'n— 
To jdea^c the mob they hide the little giv'n. 



I. 

Kii.mai:no(k Wabsters. fidso audclacWx 
\\\ \.(iuv yuwT CT<so,s\\\ft,TvaW>x»\ 

An" ye wha\eaX\M&TT&'KQCQL ^Tii»«, 
Ot'a' (\cuo\u\ua\.iv>\vs. 
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nniNS' roLTicAL works. 



Switli to the Laigh Kirk, niio nn' ii', 
All tlierc tak np your station!) ; 

Tlioii aff to Heebie s26 in a raw, 
An' pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 

II. 
Curst Common-sense, tliat imp o* hell, 

Can in wl' ^laggio Lauder ;27 
llut Olipliautss iiave made her ^cll. 

All* Uussell29 sair misca'd licr ; 
Tills day, MacinlayW taks the tiuil. 

An ' he's tlio boy will blaud licr ! 
llu'll clap a shangan on her tail, 

An' set the bairns to daud her 
Wr dirt this day. 

III. 

3Idk haste an' tnm king David owre, 

An' lilt wl' holy clangor; 
()' double verse come giu us four, 

An' skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the Kirk kicks up a stouro, 

Nae mair the knaves sball wrang her. 
For heresy Is in licr no>wr. 

And gloriously she 11 whang her 
wr pith this day. 

IV. 

Come, let a proper text be read, 

An' touclfit aff wi' vigour, 
How graceless Ilam^i Icugli at his dad. 

Which made Canaan a niggor : 
Or riilnehasw drove the murdering blade, 

Wi' whore-abhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipporuli,33 the scaulding jade, 

Wus like a bluidy tiger 

r til' iiin that day. 

V. 

Tliere, try Ills mettle on tlic crood. 

An' l)ind him down wi' caution, 
That stipend is a carnal weed, 

He taks but for the fashion : 
An' file him o'er the flock to feed. 

An punish each transgression : 
Espcciai. rams that cross the breed, 

(ile them snff.cient thrcshin', 

8pare them nae day. 

VI. 

Now auld Kilmarnock, cock (hy tail, 

An' toss thy horns fu' canty ; 
Nae more thon'lt rowt out-owre the dale, 

liccause thy pasture's scanty; 
For lapfu's large o' gospel kail 

Shall nil thy crib in plenty. 
An' runts o* grace, the pick and wale. 

No gi'en by way o' dainty. 
But ilka day. 

VII. 

Nno mair by Babel's streams we'll weep. 

To think upon our Zion ; 
An' hing our fiddles up to sleep, 

Like baby -clouts a dryin' ; 
Come, screw the pegs, with tunofu' cheep, 

An' o'er the thairms be tryln' ; 
Oh. rare ! to sec our oll)ncks whecp, 

An a' like lamb-tails flyhi' 
Fu' fast this d.iy 

VIII. 

Lang, Patronage, wi' rod o' aim, 

Has shored the Kirk's undoiii'. 
As lately Fcnwick.a* sair forfairn, 

lias proven to lis ruhi : 
Our patron, honest man! <llencairn, 

lie saw mischief was brewin' ; 
An' llko a godly elect bairn 

He's waled ns ont a true ane 
An' sound this day 



IX. 



Now KoberLson35 harangue nae mail*. 

But steed your gap for ever ; 
Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on jourlear, 

\ e may commence a shaver ; 
Or to the NethcrtonM repair. 

An' turn a carpet weaver 

Aff-hand this day. 

X. 

Mutric^r and you wore Just a match. 

We never had sic twa drones; 
Auld Ilornie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 

Just like a winkin' baudrons : 
An' aye he aitch'd the tithcr wretch, 

To fry tliem in his caudrnns : 
But now his honour inaiin detach, 

Wi' a' his brimstone squadrons. 
Fast, fast, this day. 

XI. 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes. 

She's swingcin' through the city : 
Hark, how the nine-tall'd cut she plays! 

I vow it's unco pretty : 
There Learning, wi' his Grcekish face, 

(irunts out some Latin ditty : 
An' Common-sense is gaun. sne says. 

To mak to Jamie Bcattiess 

Her plaint this day. 

XII. 

But there's Morality himscr. 

Embracing a' opinions ; 
Hear, how ho gics the tither yell. 

Between his twa companions; 
See, how she peels the skin an' fell, 

As ane was pcelln' onions I 
Now there— they're packed aff to hell, 

An' banish'd our dominions. 

Henceforth this day. 

XIII. 

O happy day I rejoice, rejoice! 

Come bouse about the porter ! 
IMorallly's demnn^ decoys 

Shall here nae mair And quarter: 
Macinlay, Kussell, are the boys, 

Tliat licresy can torture ; 
They'll gle her on a rape a hoyac, 

An" cowe her measure shorter 

By the head some day. 

XI v. 

Come bring the tither inutchkhi In, 

An' here's for a conclusion, 
To every New Lights* mother's son. 

From this time forth Confusion : 
If mair tliey deave us wl' their din. 

Or Patronage intrusion, 
We'll light a spunk, an' cv'rj skin, 

We'll rln them aff in fusion 
Like oil some day. 



THE CALF. . 

TO THE nEV. MR. JAMKA STEVMf. 

On his Text, AfAi.ACni. ch. iv. vor. 2. ^* AndlbBU 
sliall go forth, and grow up, llko CALVica u( ti» 

stall." 

Bight, Sir! your text I'll prove It tmc, 

Though heretics may laugh ; 
For instance ; there's yoursei" just now, 

Cod knows, an' unco calf ! 

An' should some patron bo so kind. 

As bless you wi' a kirk, 
I doui>t, nae Sir, but then wo '11 find, 

Ye're still -is great a stlrk. 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 



U 



I the lover*8 raDtiir*d hoar 
1 ever be yonr lot, 
I it, every heayeniy power, 
e'er should be a stot ! 

irhen some kind, connnblal dear, 
r bnt-and-ben adorns, • 
le has been that you may wear 
»ble head of horns. 

I yonr lug, most reverend James, 
ear yon roar and rowte, 
len o* sense will doubt your claims 
Aiik amang the nowte. 

'hen ye're number'd wl' the dead, 
)W a grassy hillock, 
stloe thoT may mark yonr head— 
re lies a famous bullock !' 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 

ice ! Oh chief of many throned pow'rs, 
cd the emtMittied Serapliim to war. 

—JJUlon. 



whatever titic suit thee, 
>mle, Satan, Mick, or Clootie, 
yon cavern grim an' sooi ic, 
Closed under liatchcs. 
s about the brunstane cootie. 
To so^ud poor wretclius ! 



me, anld Tiangie, for a wee, 
poor damneil bodies be : 
3 sma' pleasure it can gie, 

E^en to a deil, 
) an' scand poor dogs like me, 

An' hear us sqnecl ! 

is thy pow'r, an' great thy fame ; 
I'd and noted is thy name ; 
' yon lowin' heugh's thy hurae, 

Thou travels far ; 
h ! thou's neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blate nor scaur. 

es, ranging like a roarln' lion, 
y. a' holes and corners tryln'; 
on the stroiig-wlng'd tempest fljin', 

Tirlin' the kirks; 
, in the human bosom pryin*. 

Unseen thou lurks. 

ird my reverend grannie say, 
ly glens you like to stray : 
re auld ruin'd castles gray, 

Hod to the moon. 
It the nightly wand'rer's way, 

Wi^ eldritch croon. 

I twilight did my grsnnic summon, 
her prayers, douce, honest woniun ! 
.t the dyke she's heard you bummin', 

wl' eerie drone; 
tlln*, thro' the boortries comln', 

Wi' heavy groan. 

earj-, windy, winter night, 

rs shot down wi' sklentin' light, 

I, mysel', I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough ; 
\ a rash-bush stood in sight, 

Wi' waving songh. 

udgel in my nieve did shake, 
ristrd hair stood like a stake, 
Ari* an eldritch stonr, quaick— qoaick- 

Amang the springs, 
) squatter'd like a arukc. 

On whistling wings. 

rarlocks grim, an' wlthcr'd hags. 
w wi' you, on ragweed nags, 



They skim the mnlrs. and dizzy crags, 

Wi' wicked speed; 
And in kirk-yards renew tnelr leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 

Tlience countra wives, wl' toil an' pain, 
May plunge and plunge the kirn in vain : 
For, oh ! the yellow treasure's ta'en 

By witching skill: 
AxC dawtit, twal-plnt Hawkie's gaen 
As yeld's the bilL 

Thence mystic knots mak great abuse. 
On young guidman, fond, keen, an* crouse; 
When the best wark-lume 1' the house, 

By cantrip wit. 
Is instant made no wurtli a louse. 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An' float the Jlnglin' Icy-boord. 
Then wator-kelptes haunt the foord. 



An' nightcd 



By your direction, 
travellers are allured 
To their destruction. 



An' aft your moss-traversing Spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late and drunk Is ; 
The bleezin', curst, mischievous monkeys 

Delude his eyes, 
Till in some miry slough be sunk is. 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

When masons' mystic word an' grip. 
In stunu an' tempests raise you up. 
Home cock or cat your rage maun stop. 

Or, strange to tell ; 
The youngest brother ye wad whip 
All straught to hell ! 

Lang syne, in Eden's bonnie yard. 
When youthfu' lovers first were pair'd, 
An' all the soul of love they shared, 

The raptured nour, 
Sweet on the fragrant flowery swalrd 
In shady bower : 

Then yon, ye auld, snec-drawing dog ! 
Ye cam to Paradise incog, 
An' played on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa" !) 
An' gicd the infant world a shog, 
'Malst ruined a*. 

D'ye mind that day, when in a blzz, 
Wr reekit duds, and reestit gizz. 
Ye did present your smootie phlx 

'Maug better folk. 
An' sklented on the man of Uz 

Your spitefu' Joke ? 

An' how ye gat him I' your thrall. 
An' brak him out o' house an* hall. 
While scabs and blotches did him gall, 

Wi' bitter claw, 
An' lowsed his ill tongued wicked scuwl. 

Was warstava'/ 

But a' your doings to rehearse. 
Your wily snares an' lech tin' fierce. 
Sin' that day Michael^ did you pierce^ 

Down to this time. 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 
In prose or rhyme. 

An' now, auld Cloots, I ken ye're thioldn', 
A certain Bardie's rantiu', drinkin'. 
Some luckless hour will send him llnkln'. 

To your black pit ; 
But faith ; he'll turn a comer, Jinkin', 

And cheat you yet. 

But, fare ye weel, auld Nickie-bcn! 
O wad ye tak a thought and men' ! 
Ye oiblius might— 1 dhma ken— 
Stljlhae a stake— 
I'm wae to think upon yon den. 
luvan for your sake i 
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BUBNS' FOETICAli WOBRS. 



THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF POOR 
HA1LIE, THE AOTHOR'8 ONLY PET 
YOWE. 

AN uyco mocrxfC talk. 

As Maille. an' her lambs thcgitlter, 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether, 
Vpon her cluot she ccKwt a hitch. 
An' owre she warsled In the ditrh : 
There, groanins. d jlug, she did lie, 
When Haghoc^ ho came dojtln by. 

Wr glowrin* een, and lifted han's. 
Poor Hnghoc like a statac Stan's : 
Ho saw her days were near-hand ended. 
Bat wae's my heart ! he could no mend it ! 
He gaped wide, but naething ftpak! 
At length poor Mailie sileaco brak. 

* O thou, whose lamcntablo £aco 
Appears to mourn my wacfu' case ! 
My dying words attentive hear, 
An* bear them to my Master dear. 

* Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O, bid him never tie tnera malr 
wr wicked strings o' hemp or hair! 
But ca' them out to park or hill. 
An' let them wander at their will : 
80 may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs o woo' ! 

' Tell him, he was a master kin', 
An' aye giiid to me an' mine : 
An' now my dying charge I gie him. 
My helpless lambs I trust them wi' him. 

'O bid him save their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives I 
But gle them guld cow milk their fill, 
Till they be fit to fend thcmscl' ; 
An' tent them duly, e'en an' mom, 
wr teats o' hay an' rips 0' com. 

* An' may they never learn the gates. 
Of Ither vUc, wanrestfu' pets I 

To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal. 

At stacks o' pease, or stocks o' kail. 

So may they, like their great forbears, 

For mouy a year come tiiro' the shears : 

80 wives will gle them bits o' broad, 

An' bairns greet for them when they're dead. 

' My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 

bid him breed him up wl' care! 
An' if he live to bo a beast. 

To pit some liavlns In his breast ! 
An' warn him, what I winna name, 
To stay content with yowcs at hamc ; 
An' no to nn an' wear his cloots. 
Like Itiicr menseloss, graceless, brutes. 

'An' nelst my vowle, silly thing, 
Giiid keep thee from a tether string ! 
O, may thou ne'er forgatlior up 
wi' only blastlt. moorland toop: 
But aye keep mind to moop an* mcll 
wr sheep 0' credit like thyser ! 

' An' now. my balms, wi' my last breath, 

1 lea'e my blessing wi' yon ballh ; 
An' when you think npo' your mltber, 
Mind to be kin' to ane anlther. 

' Now, honest Ilugh'^c, dinna fail 
To tell my master a* my talo ; 
An' bid him bum this cursed tether. 
An', for thy pains, thou'se get my blether ' 

Tills said, poor Maille tum'dher hcodt 
And closed her cen amaog ttie dead. 



POOR MAIUE'H ELEGY. 

Lambkt in rhyme, unnent in prose, 
wr saut tears trickling down your noee s 
Our bardie's fate is at a close. 
Past a* romead ; 
The last sad cape-stane o* his woes : 
Poor MalUe's dead ! 

It's no' the loss o* warl's gear 
Tliat cuuld sao bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak our bardie, dowle, wear 

The mourning weed : 
He's lost a friend and neieboar dear, 
In Maille dead. 

Thro' a' the town she trotted by him ! 
A lung half-mile she could descry hhn ; 
wr kindly bleat, when she did npy him, 

She ran wi' speed ; 
A friend malr faithfn' ne'er cam nigh him. 
Than Mailie dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o' sense. 
An' could behave herser wi' raenso : 
I'll say't she never brak a fence. 

Thro' thievish greed. 
Our bardie, laiiely. keeps the apence 
Sin' MaUlc's dead. 

Or, if he wanders up the howe. 
Her living Image In her yowe. 
Comes bleating to klm, owre the knowe, 

For bits o' bread ; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 

i\>r Maille dead. 

She was nae get o' moorlafl tips, 
Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips: 
For her fort)ears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the Tweed ! 
A bonnier flesh ne er cross'd the clips 

Than Maille dead. 

Wac worth the man who first did shape 
Tliat vile, wanclmncie thing— a rape ! 
Itmaks guld fellows grin an* gi^M, 

WM'chokin* dread; 
An' Kobin's bonnet wave wl' crape. 

For MaOle dead. 

O. a' ye bards on bonnle Doon ! 
An' wlui on Ayr your channtors tunc! 
Come, join tiie nielanchoUoas croon 

O' Robin's reed ! 
His heart will never get aboon 

lUs Maille dead. 



TO JAMES SMITH. 

' Friendship ! mysterious cement of the sooll 
Sweet'ner of life, and solder Of society! 
1 owe thee much!' Blatr. 



Dear Smith, the sleest, pankle thief, 
That e'er attempted stealth or rlef, 
Ye surely has some warlock4>reef 

Owre human hearts; 
For never a bosom yet was prief 

Against your arts. 

For mo, I swear by sun an' moon. 
And every star that blinks aboon, 
Yc'vo cost mc twenty pair o' shoosi. 

Just gann to see you: 
And every Ither pair that's done, 

Malr ta'en Pm wr yon. . 

Tliat anld capricloas carlln. Nature, 
To mak amends for scrtmplt stature. 
She's tum'd yon aff, a human creature 

On her first plan. 
And in her freaks, on every feature. 

She's wrote, the Mai^ 



90 JAM£s siirm. 
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^itst ttow tvt la«H flw dt 0* ihjtoBt 
ky iMurmie noddle's working prime, 
My fancy yerklt up sabUme 

Wi' haaty summon ; 
Hao yc a lelsare moment's time 

To hear wbat's comln* ? 

Some rhyme a neeboar*8 name to lash ; 
Some rhyme (vain thonght I) for needf n' cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the coontra clasht 

An' raise a din ; 

For me, an aim I never iashi 

I rhyme for fan. 

The star that rules mv lackess lot. 
Has fated roe the russet coat. 
An' damned my fortune to the groat: 

But in rtqult, 
Has bless'd mu wl' a random shot 
O countra wit. 

This while my notion's ta'en a sklent, 
To try my fate in ffuld black prent ; 
But still the mair I'm that war bent. 

Something cries ^HooUe ! 
I red yon, honest man, taktent; . 

Ye'H Shaw ydur folly. 

* There's Ither poets, mvoh your betters, 
Far seen in Qreek, deep men e' letters, 
Hae thought they had ensured their debtors 

A' future ages ; 
Kow moths deform in shapeless tatters. 

Their unknown pages.' 

Then fareweel hopes o' lanrel-boughs. 
To garland my poetic brows! 
Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs 

Are whistling thrang. 
An' teach the lanely heights an' howes 

My rustic sang. 

I'll wander on. withtentle^s-^eod 
How never-halting moments speed. 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread; 

Then, all unknown, 
I'll lay me with th* inglorious dead. 

Forgot and gone ! 

But why o' death begin a tale ? 
Just now we're living, sound an' halo, 
Then top and maintop crowd the sail. 

Heave care o'er side I 
And large, before enjoyment's gale. 

Let's tak' the tide. 

This life, sae far's I understand, 
Ih a' enchanted fairy land. 
Where pleasure is the magio wand. 

That, wielded right. 
Moke hours like minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu' light. 

The magle-wand then let us wield ; 
For, ance that flve-an'-forty's speel'd. 
See crazy, weary, j<wle86 eild, 

Wl* wrinkled face. 
Comes hostln% hlrplin'. owro the field, 

wr creepin' pace. 

When ance life's day draws near the gloamin'. 
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin' ; 
An' fareweel cheerf u* tankards foamin', 

An' social noise; 
An' fareweel dear, deluding woman! 
The Joy of Joys ! 

O Life ! how pleasant in thy morning, 
Toung Fancy's rays the hills adorning! 
Cold pausing Caution's lesson scorning. 

We frisk away, 
Like school-boys, at the e^qiected warning: 

To Joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here. 
We eye the rose upon the brier, 



Unmindful that the thorn is near, 

Amang the leaves : 
And though the puny wound appear, 

Shart while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flowery spot. 
For which they never toiled nor swat. 
They drink the sweet and eat the fat. 

But care or pain ; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 
With high disdain. 

With steady aim, some Fortune chase ; 
Keen Hope docs evei*y sinew brace : 
Tiiro' fair, thro' foul, they urge the race. 

And seize the prey: 
Then cannle, in some cozie place. 
They close the day. 

An' others, like your humble servan'. 
Poor wights ! nae rules, or roads obscrviu' ; 
To right or left, eternal swervin', 

They zig-zag on ; 
Till curst wi' age, obscure an' starvln', ' 
They aften groan. 

Alas! what bitter toll an' strainin— 
But truce with peevish poor complaining ! 
Is Fortune's fickle Luna waning ? 

E'en let her gang! 
Beneath what light she has remaining, 
Let^s sing our sang. 

My pen I here fiing to the door, 
And kneel, ' Yo Powts!' and warm implore, 
The' I should wander Terra o'er. 

In all her climes, 
Grant me but this, I ask no more. 

Aye rowth o' rhymes. 

* Gie dreeping roasts to countra lairds. 
Till icicles hing frae their beards: 

Gio fine braw does to fine life-gnords. 
An' maids of honour ! 

An' ylU an' whisky gie to cairds. 
Until they sconner. 

'A title, Demp8ter42 merits It; 
A garter gie to Willie Pitt; 
Gie wealth to some be-lcdger'd cit. 

In cent, per cent. 
Bat give mc real, and sterling wit. 

An' I'm content. 

* While ye are pleased to keep mo hale, 
I'll sit down o'er my scanty meal, • 
Be't water-brose, or mnslln-kail, 

Wi' cheerfu' foce. 
As lang's the Muses dinna fail 
To say the grace.' 

An' anxious e'c I never throws 
Behint my lug, or by my nose ; 
I Jonk beneath misfortune's blows. 

As well's I may: 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, an' prose. 

In rhyme away. 

* O ye douse folk, that live by rule. 
Grave, tidciess-blooded, calm and cool, 
Compar'dwi' you— O foci! fool! fool! 

How much onlike 1 
Yonr hearts are just a standing pool. 
Your lives, a dyke I 

Nae hair-braln'd sentimental traces 
in yonr unletter'd nameless faces ! 
In drioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray, 
But gravissimo^ solemn liasses 

Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye're wise, 
Nae ferly tho ye do despise 
Tlie liairum-scairum, ram-stam boys, 

The rattlln' squad : 
I SCO you upward cast your eyes— 

Ye ken the road.— 



u 

Whilst t— bnt I shall hand me there— 
VVr j-oii I scarce gaiij? 6ny whei-e— * 
Then, Juiuiu, I shall say nae iuair« 

Bnt qiiat my sang, 
Content wi' you to mak a pair^ 

Whare'or I gang. 
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A DKEAM. 

'Thonghts, words, and deeds, thB statnte blames 

with reason ; 
Bnt snrcly dreams were ne'er Indicted treason.' 

[On reading, in the public papers, the Laureate** 
ikle with the other i>arade or Jnne 4, 1786, the 
author was no sooner dropt asleep, than he 
imagined himself transported to the birth-dny 
levco; and in his dreaming fancy, made the 
following Address.] 

I. 
GuiD-MORNiy' to yonr Majesty ! 

Hay heaven augment your blisses, 
On every new birth-day ye see, 

A humble poet wishes ! 
My barkship here, at your levee. 

On sic a day as this is, 
Is sure an uncouth sight to sec, 

Amany the birth-day dresses 
8ae fine this day. 

II. 
I see ye're complimented thrang. 

By mony a lord an' lady, 
*• God save the King!" 's a cnckoo sang 
That's unco easy said aye ; 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel tum'd an* rend}'. 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wraug. 
But aye, unerring steady, 
On sic a day. 

ni. 
For me ! before a monarch's face, 

Ev'n there I winna flatter ; 
For neither pension, post, nor place. 

Am I your humble debtor: 
So, nae reflection on your grace, 

Your kingship to bespatter: 
There's monie waur been o' the race. 

An* aiblins ane been better 

Than you this day. 

« IV. 

Tia very true, my Rov'reign king 

My skill may well be doubted : 
But facts are chiels that winna ding 

An' downa be disputed : 
Yonr royal nest,^ beneath vour wing. 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted. 
An' now the third part o" the string. 

An less, will gang alK)nt it 
Than did ne day. 



Far be't frae me that I aspire 

To blame your legislation. 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or flre. 

To rule this mighty notion ! 
Ihit faith ! I muckie doubt, mv Sire, 

Ye've trusted ministration ' 
To chaps, wha. In a barn or l)vre. 

Wad better flll'd their station 

Tlian courts yon day. 

VI. 

An* now ye've glen auld Britain peace ; 

Her broken shins to plaister ; 
Yoursair taxation docs her fleece, 

Till she has scarce a tester; 
For me, thank God, my life's a lease 

Nae bargain wearing faster. 
Or, faith! I (ear, that wV the geese, 
J shortly boost to pasture 

r the cralt some day. 



I'm no mlstrtistlng Willie Pitt, 

When taxes ho enlarges. 
An' Will's a true guid ftUlow's got, 

A name not envy spairgcs). 
That he intends to pay your debt, 

An' lessen a' your charges ; 
But God sake ! let nae saving flt 

Abridge your bonnle b(argeB44 
An* boats this day 

VIII. 

Adieu, mv Liege ! may freedom geek 

Beneath yonr high protection ; 
An' may ye rax Corruption's neck. 

An' gie ner for dissection ! 
Bnt since I'm hore, I'll no neglect. 

In loyal, true affection. 
To pay your Queen, with dne respect, 

My fealty an' subjection 

This great birth-day. 

IX. 

Hall, Majesty Most Excellent ! 

While nobles strive to please ye. 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gies ye ? 
Tliae bonnle balrntime, Heav'n has lent, 

Still higher may they heexe ye, 
In bliss, till fate someday is sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 



For yon, young potentate o' Wales, 

1 tell yonr Highness fairly, 
Down pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sails, 

I'mtauld ye're driving rarely; 
But some day ye may gnaw yonr nails. 

An' curse yonr folly sairly, 
That e'er ye brak Diana's pales. 

Or rattl'd dice wi' Charlie, 
By night or day. 

XI. 

Yet aft a ragged cowte's been known 

To mak a noble aiver: 
So, je may douccly All a throne. 

For a' their clish-ma-clavcr : 
There, hliu-** at Aginconrt wha shone, 

Few better were or braver ; 
And yet wi' funny queer Sir Jobn,4« 

He was an unco shaver 

J'or monie a day. 

XII. 

For you, right rev'rend Osnaburg.*' 

Nane seta the lawn-slee%*o sweeter, 
Alt ho' a ribbon at your lug 

Wad been a dress completer: 
As ye disown yon panghty dog 

That bears the keys of Peter, 
Then, swith! an' get a wife to nng, 

Or, troth ! ye'll stain the mitre 

Some luckless day. ' 

XIII. 

Young royal Tarry Breeks,<« I learn, 

Ye've lately come athwart her; 
A glorious galley^ stem an' stem, 

Weel rigg'd for Venus* barter; 
But flrst hang out, that she'll discern 

Your hymeneal charter. 
Then heave aboard yonr grapple aim, 

An' large npo' her qnartcr. 

Come fall that day. 

XIV. 

Ye, lastly, bonnle blossoms a* 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n make yoa gnld as weel as braw, 
A.\V g,\ft:jQi\x\«A&v^lAaty: 
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ttnt meer mt IMtish boyi awft-. 
For kings are uiico soant aye ; 

An' German gontles are bat una\ 
They're better Just than want aye 
On ony day. 

XV 

God bless yon a' ! c<mslder now, 

Ye're unco mncUe dantet : 
Bnt, ere the coarse o* life be throngh 

It may be bitter saatet ; 
An* I hae seen their coggie fou. 

That yet Ium tarrow't at it ; 
Bat or tlie day was done, I trow. 

The laggon they hae claatet 
Fa' clean that day. 



THE VISION. 

DUAN FIB8T.M 

Ths snn had closed the winter day. 
The carlers qaat their roaring play, 
Au' hanger'd manUn ta*en her way 

To kail-yards green. 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has been. 

The thresher's wearv flingln*-tree 
The lee-Iang day had tired rae: 
And whan the day had closed his o'e, 

Far r the west, 
Ben i* the spence, right i>ensiT0lie, 

1 gaed to rest. 

There, lanely. by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat aud ey'd the spewing reek. 
That flil'd wi' hoast-proToking smeek, 

Tlie anld clay biggin*; 
An' heard the restless rations sqaeak 

About the riggin*. 

All in this mottle, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time. 
How 1 had spent my youthfa' prime. 

An* done nae -thing. 
Bat stringin* blethers up in rhyme. 

For fools to sing. 

Had I to gold advice bat hark it, 
I might, by this, hae led a market. 
Or strutted in a bank and clarklt 

My cash account : 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit. 

Is a' th' amount. 

I started, matt'ring, blockhead! coof! 
And heuT'd on high my waakit loof. 
To swear by a* yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aitli, 
That I, henceforth, woald be rhyme-proof 

Till nty last breath— 

When cUck ! the string the succk did draw ; 
An' iee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An* by my inf^e-lowe 1 saw. 

MOW Ueesin* bright, 
A tight outlandish hixzie, braw, 

Come full in sight. % 

Ye necdna doobt, I held my whisht : 
The infant aith, half-form*d, was crosh't ; 
I glowr'd as eerie's Td been dusht 

In some wild glen : 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blasht, 

And steppit ben. 

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs, . 
Were twisted graoefu' round her brows; 
1 took her for some Scottish Muse 

By that same token; 
An' come to stop those reckless vows, 

Woald soon been broken. 

A *hair-brain*d, sentimental trace* 
Was ■trcmrUr marked In her face ; 



A wildly-witty, mstic ffrace . 

Shoiie full upon her ; 
Her eye, ev*n tum*d on empty space, 

Beam'd keen with honour. 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen, 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg! my bonnie Jean 

Could only peer it: 
Sae straaght. sae taper, tight, and clean, 

Kane else came near it. 

Her mantle large of greenish hae. 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew; 
Deep lights and shades, both mingling, threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd to my astonlsh'd view, 

A well-known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost: 
There, mountains to the skies were tost ; 
Here, tumDling billows mark'd the coast. 

With surging foam : 
There, distant shone Art^s lofty boast. 

The lordly d(Hne. 

Here, Doon poar*d down his far-fetch'd floods: 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thuds: 
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro* his woods, 

On to the shore , 
And many a lesser torrent scuds. 
With seeming roar. 

Low, ill a sandy valley spread. 
An ancient Imrough reor'd her head; 
Still, as in Scuttisli story read. 

She boasts a race. 
To every nobler virtue bred. 

And polish'd grace. 

By stately tow*r or palace fair. 
Or ruins pendent In the air. 
Bold stems of heroes, hero and there, 

I could discern ; 
Some seem*d to muse, some seem'd to dare, 
With feature stern. 

My heart did glowing transport feel. 
To see a race** heroic wheel, 
And bandish round the decp-dy'd steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
\Vhlle back-recoUiug seem'd to reel 

Their southron foes. 

His CouNTRT*8 Saviour,** mark hira well I 
Bold KIchardton's*3 heroic swell : 
The chief on Sark*^ who glorious fell. 

In high command ; 
And he whom ruthless fates expel 

His native land. 

There, where a sceptred PIctlsh shade** 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, portray'd 

In colours strong; 
Bold, soldler-featur'd, imdismay'd 
They strode along. 

Thro* many a wild, romantic grove,** 
Near many a hennlt-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love 

In musing mood,) 
An aged Judge, I sawhim rove, 
Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck reverential awe, 
The lenmea sire and son I saw,*' 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave tholr lore, 
This, all its source and end to draw. 

That, to adOTe. 

Brydone's brave ward** I well could spy. 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye ; 
Who call*d on Fame, low standing by. 

To hand him on. 
Where many a patrlot-uamA <y^^V^t^!L^ 
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DUAN filCOND. 

With mnsinir-deep, astonlah'd stare, 
I view'd the heay'nly seominglair ; 
A whlsp'rlng throb old witness boar, 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an cider sister's air 

She did me greet. 

* All hall ! my own inspired bard ! 
In me thy native muse regard 1 
>Ior longer mourn thy fate is hard. 

Thus poorly low ! 
I come to give thee sacn reward 
As wo bestow. 

' Know, the great genioa of this land 
Has many a light, aerial band. 
Who, all beneath his high command, 

Harmonioasly, 
As arts or arms they understand, 

Their labours ply. 

*■ They Scotia's race among them share ; 
Somo nrc the soldier on to dare; 
Some rouse the patriots up to bare 

Corruption's neart ; 
Some teadi the bard a darling care. 

The tuneful art 

' Mong swelling iSoods of reeking gore, 
They, ardent, kindling spirits pour; 
Or, mill the venal senate's roar. 

They, sightless, stand. 
To mend the honest patrlot-Iorc, 

And grace the hand. 

* And when tho bard or hoary sage, 
Charm or instruct the future age. 
They bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy. 
Or point the Inconclusive pago 

Full on the eye. 

' Hence Fullarton. the brave and young; 
Hence Dempster's zeal-inspired tongue ; 
Hence sweet harmonious Bcattio sung 

His "Minstrel" lays; 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung. 

The sceptic's bays. 

'To lower order's are assign'd 
The humbler ranks of human-kind. 
The rustic bard, the lab'riug lilud, 

Tho artisan;- 
All choose, as various they're inclin'd 
The various man. 

' When yellow waves the heavy grain. 
The threat'ning storm some strongly rein ; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

WithtUlage-sklll; 
And some instruct the sheperd-train, 
BUthe o'er tho hill. 

' Some hint the lover's harmless wllo ; 
Some grace the maiden's artless smile ; 
Some soothe the lab'rer's weary toU 

For hiuable gains. 
And make his cottago scenes beguile 

His cares and pains. 

' Some, bounded to a distrlct-spacc. 
Explore at large man's infant race. 
The mark the embryotic trace 

Of rustic bard ; 
And careful note each op'ning grace, 
A guide and guard. 

' Of these am I— Coila my name ; 
And this district as mine I claim. 
Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fame, 

Held ruHng poWr, 
I mark'd thy embryo tuneful flame. 

Thy natal hour. 

* With future hope, I oft would gaze. 
Fond ou thjr little early ways, 
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Thy rudely caroll'd chiming ptiTftrtf 

In uncouth rhvines, 
Fired at the simple artless lays 

Of other times. 

* I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar ; 
Or when the north his fleecy store 

Drove thro' the sky, 
I saw grim Nature's visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye. 

' Or when tho deep-green mantled euth 
Warm cherish'd ev'ry flow'ret's Urtli, 
And Joy and music pouring forth 

In ev'ry grove, 
I saw thee eye the general mirth 

With boundless love. 

' When rlpcn'd fields, and azure skies. 
Called forth the reaper's rustling noise, 
I saw thcc leave their evening Joys, 

And lonely stalk. 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise. 

In pensive walk. 

* When youthful love, warm-bluBMng, stronft 
Kcen-shiverlng shot thy nerves along. 
Those accents, graceful to thy tongue, 

Tlr adorned name, 
I taught theo how to pour in song. 
To soothe thy flame. 

* I saw thy pulse's maddening play. 
Wild send tocc pleasure's devious way. 
Misled by fancy s meteor ray, 

liy passion driven ; 
But yet the light that led astray 

Was light from heaven. 

* I taught thy manners-painting strains. 
The loves, the ways of simple swains, 
Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame (extends ; 
And some, in pride of Coila's plains, 
Become thy friends. 

'■ Thou canst not learn, nor can I show. 
To paint with Thomson's landscape glow ; 
Or wake tho bosom-smelting throe, 
With Shenstone*8 art ; 
Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 
Warm on the heart. 

' Yet all beneath th' nnrlvall'd rose, 
The lowly daisy sweetly blows: 
The' large the forest's monarch throws 

His army shade. 
Yet green the Juicy hawthorn grows, 
Adown the glade. 

' Tlien never murmur nor repine ; 
Strive in thy humble sphere to ■hloe ; 
And trust me, not Potosi'a mine. 

Nor kings' regard. 
Can give a bliss o'ermatchlng thine, 

A rustic Bard. 

' To give my counsels all in one, 
Tliy tuneful flame still carefal fan; 
Preserve the dignity of man, 
With soul erect; 
And trust, the Universal Plan 
Will all protect 

* And wear thou thi^'— she aolemn aald, 
And bound tho holly round my head; 
The polish'd leaves, and berrtes zed. 

Did rustling play ; 
And, like a passing thous^t, Bhe fled . 

In light away. 



TAM SAMSON'S ELEGY. 



vr 



)8 TO THE UNCO OUID OR THE 
RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 

, tlkew nuuOmt make a rale, 
imp tlieai eye thegUber; 
d jitafiUotu iB a fo(d, 
i(fHi iKiMenltlier; 

nest com that e'er w«t dlgbt 
ee some pyles o* cafl in ; 
r a fellow-creatnre alight 
ndom fits o* datBn. — * 
JMomon.—EfXlw. ch. yIL Tcr. 16. 



X. 

a are sae gold yonner 
008 and sae holy, 
>nffht to do bat mark and tell! 
leebonr's fants and foHv 
» is like a weel-gatm mul, 
ed -nV store o* water, 
pit happier's ebbing still, 
ill the clap plays clatter. 

II. 



9, ye Tencrable core, 
msel for poor mortals, 

anent pass doace Wisdom's door 
iket Folly's portals ; 
cir thoughtless, careless siifkes, 
i here propose defences, 
»nsle tricks, their black mistakes, 
failings and mischances. 

in. 

■our state -nV theirs compared, 
(ladder at the nlffer, 
t a moment's fair regard, 
makes the mighty differ? 
it what scant occasion gave 
inrity ye pride in, 
lat's ahmalr than a* the lave) 
better art o* hldin*. 

IV. 

vhen yonr castigated pnlso 
ow and then a wallop, 
igings must his veins convulse, 
itill eternal gallop; 
d and tide fair i' yonr tail, 
on ye scud yoar »ea*way ; 
he teeth u' baith to sail, 
lu an onoo Ice-wa^'. 

V. 

ial life and glee sit down, 

yons and unthinking, 

te transmogrified, they're grown 

ichery and drinking: 

1 they stay to calcolate 

ernal conseaaonces : 

* more dreaded hell to state. 

.ation of expenses! 

VI. 

I, exalted, virtnoos dames, 
jp in godly laces, 
ye gic pour frailty names, 
•se a change o' cases: 
lov'd lad, con^'enience snng, 
icheroua inclination— 
me whisper l" your lug, 
aibllns nae tempiatloff. 

VII. 

mtly scan yonr brother man, 

«ntler sister woman ; 

3y may gang a kennin wrang, 

|) aside is hnman; 

nt must stlU be greatly dark 

loving trhv they do It ; 

it as lamenr can ye mark 

liar perfaapi tbey me It. 



VIII. 



Who made the heart, 'tis He alone 

Decidedly ean try iul 
He knows each cord— us varloaa tone, 

ELach spring— its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be mate. 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done we partly may eompate, 

But know not what's resisted. 



TAM 8AMS0N'S» ELEGY. 

" An honest inan*s the noblest work of (}od.* 

Pope. 

Has auld Kilmarnock seen the dell ? 
Or greut M'Kiuiayso thrawn his heel ? 
Or Kobertson^i again grown wcel 

To preach an* read if 
' No, waur than a' !' cries ilka chieL 

*Tam Samson's dead! 

Kilmarnock lang may grant an' grane. 
An' sigh, nn' sab, an* greet her lane, 
Ah' ciceU her bairns, man, wife, and wean, 

In mourning weed ; 
To death, she's dearly paid tlie kane, 
Tam Samson^ dead! 

The brethren of the mystic level. 
May hing their head in woefn* bevt;]. 
While by their noso the tears will revel. 

Like ony bead ! 
Death's glen the lodge an unco devcl, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

When winter muffles up his doalK, 
And binds the mire up like a ruck ; 
When to the lochs the curlers flock, 

Wi' gIee8<Rne speed; 
Wha will they station at the cock? 
Tftm Samson's dead! 

He was the king o' a' the core. 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
Or up the rink, like Jehu roar. 

In time o' need ; 
But now he lags on death's hog-score, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail, 
And tronts bedropp'd wi* crimson haO, - 
And eels well kenn'd for souple tail. 

And geds for greed. 
Since dark In death's flsh-creel we wall, 
Tam Samson's dead ! 

Kejoloe, ye birring paitricks a' ; 
Ye cootie moorcocks, croasely craw ; 
Ye nkauklns, cock your f nd fa' braw, 

Withouten dread ; 
Your mortal fae is now awa', 

Tam Samson's dead! 

That waefu' morn be ever monm'd. 
Saw him in shootin* graith adoni'd 
While pointers ronnd impatient bum'd 

Frae couples freed ! 
But, och! he gaed and ne'er retnrn'd! 
lam Samson's dead ! 

In vain anid age his body batters ; 
In vain the gonf his ancles fetters ; 
In vain the bums came down like waters 

An acre braid I 
Now ev'ry anid wife greetln', clatters, 

Tam Samson's dead! 

Owre monr a weary hag he Itmpit, 
An' ave the titlicr shut he thnmpet. 
Till coward death behind him jumpit, 

Wi' deadly feide: 
Now he proclaims wl* tont o* tnunpeti 
Tam Samso&'a dead! 
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When at his heart he felt the dagger, 
He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger, 
lint yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wr weel-aim'd heed : 
* L— d, fire !* he crT'd, an* owre did stagger; 

Tain Samson's dead t 

Ilk hoary hunter moam'd a brither; 
Ilk sportsman yoath bemoaned a farther ; 
Yon auld grey stane, amang the heather. 

Marks oat his head, 
Whare Bums has wrote, in rhyming blether. 

Tarn tiamson's dead ! 

There low he lies. In lasting rest; 
Perhaps upon his mouldering breast 
Some spitefu* mnlrfowl bigs her nest, 

To hctch an* breed ; 
Alas! nae mair he'll them molest! 

Tarn 8am8on*s dead. 

When August winds the heather wave, 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave, 
Three volleys let his mem*ry crave 

O* pouther an* lead. 
Till Echo answer frae her cave. 
Tarn Samson*s dead ! 

Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be I 
Is th' wish o* mony mae than me : 
Ue had twa fauts, or may be three. 
Yet what remcad ? 
Ae social, honest man want wc : 
Tarn 8amson*s dead ! 

THE EPITAPH. 

Tam Samson's weel-wom clay here lies. 

Ye canting zealots, spare him I 
If honest worth in heaven rise, 

Ye*ll mend or ye win near him. 

PBR COITTBA. 

Qo, Fame, and canter like a Ally 
Thro* a' the streets an* nenks o* Killie,62 
Telle very social, honest billlc. 

To cease his grievin*. 
For yet, nnskaith*d by death*8 glcg*gullie, 

Tam Samson's liviu*. 
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HALLOWEEN .« 

CThs following poem will, by many readers, be 
well enough understood : but for the sake of 
those who are unacquainted with the manners 
and traditions of the country where the scene 
is cast, notes are added, to give some account 
of the principal charms and spells of that 
night, so big with prophecy to the peasantry 
in the West of Scotland. The passion of pnr- 
Ing into futurity makes a striking part of the 
history of human nature in its rude state, in 
all ages and nations; and it may be some en- 
tertainment to a philosophic mind, if any such 
should honour the author with a perusal, to 
see the remains of it among the more nucn- 
lightened in our own.] 

* Yes ! let the rich deride, the poor disdain, 
The simple pleasures of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 
One native charm, than all the gloss of art.* 

— Goldsmith, 

I. 
Upon that night, whod fairies light. 

On Cassilis i>ownanMM dnnce. 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze. 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 
Or for rolzean the route is ta*en. 

Beneath the moon's pale beams! 
There, up the covc,<ft to stray an rove 

Amang the rocks and streams, 
Toaport that uight. 



Amang the bonnte winding banks 

Where I>oon rins, wlmplm*, dear, 
Where Brucbm ance rul*a the martial ranks, 

And shook his Caraiok spear. 
Some merry, friendly, ooontra folks, 

Together did convene, 
Tk> bum their nits, an* poo their stocks, 

An* baud their Halloween, 

Fn' bUthe that night. 

III. 
The lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when tneir fine : 
Their faces blithe, fu' sweetly kythe 

Hearts leaL an* warm, an' kiu^i 
The lads sae trig, wi* wooer-babs, 

Weel knotted on their garten. 
Some unco blate, an* some wi' gabs. 

Gar lasses* hearts gang startui' 
^Whyles fast at nltfht. 

IV. 

Then first and foremost through the kail 

Their stocks^' maun a* be sought ance 
They stick their een, an* graip, an' wale, 

For muckle anes and stranght anes. 
Poor hav'rel WUl feU afl the drift. 

An* wander*d thro* the bow-kaii. 
An* pou't, for want o* better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 

V. 

Then, stranght or crooked, yird or nane, 

Tliey roar an' cry a' throuHher ; 
The vera wee things, todlin*, rin 

Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther; 
An* gif the custoc's sweet or sour, 

wr Joctelegs tliey taste them ; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' cannie care, they've plac'd them 
To lie that night. 

VL 

The lasses staw frae *mang them a* 

To pu* their stalks o' com ;« 
But Rab slips out, and Jinks abont, 

Behind the mnclde thorn; 
He grippet Nelly hard an* fast ; 

Loud skirl'd a* the lasses; 
But her tap-pickle maist was lost. 

When kittUn' in the fause-house^ 
Wl'iUm that night. 

vn. 

The auld guldwlfe*s weel-hoordet nits'* 

Are round an* round divided, 
And monie lads, an* lasses* fates. 

Are there that night decided: 
Some kindle, couthle, side by side, 

An* bum thegither trimly ; 
Some start awa' wi* saucy pride. 

An* Jump out-owre the cnimlio 
Fu' high that night. 

vm.' 

Jean slips in twa wi' tentle e'e ; 

Wha 'twas, she wadna tell ; 
But this is Jock, an' this is me. 

She says in to nersel' : 
He blcez'd owre her, and she owre hbn. 

As they wad never mair part ; 
Till, fuff I he started up the inm. 

An* Jean had e'en a sair heart 
To see't that night. 

IX. 

Poor Willie, wi* his bow-kail runt. 

Was brunt wi' prlmsle MalUe; 
An' Mallie, nae doubt, took tba dnmt, 

To be compar'd to VnHUe : 
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llaU's nit Up oat wl* pridefu' flJng. 

And Mr «1B (It it bntnt it ; 
While WfUle lap, and swoor by Itng, 

Twas Jost tlie war he wanted 
To be that night 



Nell had tlie faose-house \n her min't 

She pits liener an Bob in ; 
In loving breeze tliey sweetlr join. 
Till white in aae they're aobbin* ; 
Neirs heart was dancui* at the view. 

She whisper'd Bob to look for't : 
Bob, stowUns, prie'd her bonnle mon* 
Fu* ooatie in the nenk for't. 

Unseen that night. 

zi. 

Bat Merran sat behlnt their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 
She lea'es them gashin* at their cracks, 

And slips out by hersel* : 
She thro'^Uie yard the nearest taks, 

An* to the luln she goes then, 
An' darkllns graipit for the banks. 

And in the bine clae'i throws then. 
Bight fear't that night. 

xn. 
An* aye she wln't, an' ay she swat, 

1 wat she made nae laakin* : 
Till something held within the pat. 

Gold L— d ! bat she was qnakln* ! 
Bat whether 'twas the Dell hirasel*. 

Or whether it was a bank-en', 
Or whether it was Andrew BelL 

She did na' wait on talUn' 

To spier that night. 

xin. 

Wee Jennie to her Grannie says, 

'' Will yo go wi* me, grannie ? 
I'll eat the applets at the glass. 

I gat frae ande Johnle r' 
She f atrt her pipe wi' sic a lant. 

In wrath slie was sae vap'rin*. 
She notic't na, ac aizlo brant 

Her braw new worset apron 

Out thro' that night. 

XIV. 

** Ye little skelpie-Ummer's face! 

How daar ye try sio sportin', 
As seek the foul thief onle place, 

For him to spae year fortune V 
Nae doabt bat ye may get a sight ! 

Great cause ye hao to fear it ; 
For monle a ane lias gotten a frls^t. 

An* lived an' died deloret 
On sic a night. 

XV. 

** Ae hiUrst afore the Sherra-mnir, 

I mind *t as weel's vestreen, 
I was a gllpey then, I'm sure 

1 was na past fyfteen: 
The simmer had been canld an' wat. 

An' stuff was unco green: 
An* aye a rantin' kirn wo gat, 

An' lost on Hallowe'en 

It feU that night. 

XVI. 

** Oar stibble-riff was Bab M*Graen, 

A elever, sturdy fitllow ; 
His sin gat Eppie Sim wi* wean, 

Tliat Iiv'd in Achmaealla : 
He gat hemp-sced,7S I mind It wecl. 

An' he made nnco light o't ; 
But mony a day was by hlmsel*, 

He was sae salrly frighted 

Tliat vera nlgbf* 



XVII. 

Than up gat fechtln' Jamie Fleck, 

An' be swore by his conscience. 
That ho conld saw hemp-seed a peck ; 

For it was a' but nonsense ! 
The auld guid-man ranght down the pock, 

An* out a handf u* gle lilm ; 
Syne bade him slip frae 'mang the folk, 

Sometime when nae ane see'd him. 
An' tiy't that night. 

xvin. 

He marches thro' amang the stacks, 
Tho' he was something sturtlu', 

The grape he fur a harruw taks, 
An^ haurls at his curpin: 

An' ev'ry now an' then he says, 
*'■ Ilemp-secd, I saw thee. 

An' hor that Is to be my lass. 

Come after me, and draw thee. 
As fast this night." 

XTX. 

He whlstl'd np Lord Lennox' march,* 

To keep his courage checrie ; 
Altho' his hair began to arch. 

He was sae flcy'd an' eerie ; 
Till presently he hears a sqncak, 

An' then a granu an' grnntle ; 
He by his shout hor gae a keek, 

Au tuiubl'd wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night. 

XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder shout. 

In dreadfn' desperation ; 
An' young an' auld cam rinnin' out. 

To hear the sad narration : 
He swoor 'twas hilchin' Jean M'Craw, 

Or Cronchie Merran Humpbic, 
IMll stop ! slie trotted thro' them a* ; 

An' wha was it but Grumphio 
Astecr that night ! 

XXI. 

Meg fain wad to the barn hae gane. 

To win three wechts, o' naethlug;'^ 
But for to meet the dell her lane, 

She pat but little faith in; 
She gies the herd a pickle nits. 

An' twa red-chcckit ai)ples. 
To watch, while for the barn she sets, 

In hopes to see Tam Klpples 
That vera night. 

* XXII. 

She turns the kev wl' cannle thraw, 

An' owre the throshoid ventures ; 
But first on Sawnie gies a ca' 

Syne bauldly in she enters; 
A ratton rattled up the wa' 

An' she cry'd " L— d preserve her 1" 
An' ran thro* middle-hole an' a' 

An' pray'd w4' zeal fervour, 
Fn' last that night. 

XXIII. 

They hoy't oat Will, wl' salr advice: 

They hocht him suine fine braw ane : 
It chanc d the stack he faddom'd thnco,75 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin' , 
He taks a swlrUe auld moss-oak. 

For some black, grousome carlln'; 
An' loot a wince, an* drew a stroke, 

Till skin in blvpes cam haurlin' 

An s iileves that night. 

XXIV. 

A wanton widow Lcezio was, 

As canty as a klttlin* ; 
But OchI that night, amang the shaws, 

She got a f^arff settUn* ! 
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She thro' the whins, an' by the cairn, 
An' owre the hills gaed scrievin*, 

Wharc thrao lairds lands' met at a bum.w 
To dip her left sark-sleeve In, 
Was bent that night. 

XXV. 

Whyles owre a Ifnn the b«mlc plays, 

As thro' the glen It wlmpl't : 
Wliyles roand a rocky scaur It strays : 

Whyles in a wiel it diinpl't ; 
Whvles glltter'd to the nightlv rays. 

Wi' bickering dancing dazzle : 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseen that night. 

XXVI. 

Amang the brackens, on tho brae, 

Between her an' the moon, 
The dcil, or else an outler qucy, 

(rat up an' gae a croon ; 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool ; 

Ne'er lav'rock height she Jumpit, 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lugs she pluraplt, 

Wi' a plunge that night. 

XKvn. 
In order, on the clean hcarth-stane. 

The luggies three?' are ranged, 
And ev'ry time gi*eat care is ta'en, 

To see them duly changed ; 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

81n' Mars year did I desire. 
Because he gat the toom-dish thrice, 

He heav'd them on the fire. 

In wrath that mght. 

xxvin. 
WI' merry sangs, an' friendly crack«, 

I wat they did na weanr ; 
An' unco tales, and fnnnie Jokes, 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery; 
Till butter'd so'ns,'* wi' fragrant luut, 

Set a' their gabs a-steerin^ ; 
Syne, wi' a social glass o' strnnt, 

They parted afl careerln' 

Fu' blithe that night. 



THE AULD FARMER'S NEW-YEAB MORN- 
ING SALUTATION TO HIS AULJ) MAltE 
MAUGIE, 

ON GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED KTPP^F CORN 
TO HANSEL IN THE NEW YEAR. 

A GuiD New-year I wish thee, Maggie! 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld bagile : 
Tho' thou's howe-backit, now, an' knaggie, 

I've seen the day. 
Thou could hae gaen like onie staggie 

Out-owre the lay. 

Tho' now thou's dowie, stiff, and crazy 
An' thy auld hide's as white's a daisy, 
I've seen thee dappl't sleek, an' glazlc, 

A bonnie gray: 
He should been tight that danr't to raise thee, 

Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i' the foremost rank, 
A fllly bnirdly, steeve, an' swank 
An' set weel down a shapely shank 

As e'er tread yird; 
An' could hae flown owt-owre a stank, 

Like onle bird. 

It's now some nlne-an'-twenty year, 
Sin' thou way my gnld father's mere ; 
He gied me tnee, o*^ tocher clear. 

An' fifty marik:. 
Tho' it was sma', 'twas weel-won gear, 

An' thoa was stark. 



When first I gaed to woo my JeniHr, 
Ye then was trottin' wi' your minnle: 
Tho' ye was trickle, slee, an* fonnle, 

Yo ne'ex was donsle. 
But hamely, tawie, quiet, an' cannic, 

An' uneo sonsie. 

That dav, ye pranc'd wi' mnckle pride, 
When yo buro hamo my bonnie bride : 
An' sweet on* gracefn' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden ah- 1 
Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide 

For sic a pair. 

Tho' now ye dow bnt hoyte an' hobUe, 
All' wintle like a saumont^.ooble, 
That day ye was a j inker noble, 
For heels an' win' ! 
An' ran them till they a' did wauble, 
Far, far behin' 

When thou an' I were young and skeigh, 
An' stable-meals at fairs were dreigh, 
How thou wad prance, an' snore, an' skreifta, 

An' taktheroadl 
Town's bodies ran, an' stood iU>eigh, 

An' ca't thee inad. 

When thou was com't, an' I was mellow, 
We took tho road aye like a swallow: 
At brooses thou had ne'er a fellow, 

For pith an' speed ; 
But ev'ry tallthon pay't them hollow, 

Whare er thou gaed. 

The sma'fdroop-nmiprt, hunter, dattle, 
Might aiblins wanr't thee for a brattl^; 
But sex Scotch miles then try't their mettle, 

An' gar't them whaizlo ; 
Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 

0' saugh or hazel. 

Tliou was a noble flttie-lan% 
As e'er in tuff or tow was drawn; 
Aft thee an' i, in aught hours gann. 
In guid March weather, 
Hae tnm'd sax rood beside our han* 
For days thegither. 

Thou never bralndg't an' fetch't, an' flisUt, 
But they auld tail thou wad hae whiskit. 
An' spread abreed thy weel-flll'd brisket, 

Wi' pith an' pow'r. 
Till spritty knows wad rair't atf risket, 
An' slypet owre. 

Wlien frosts lay lang, an' snaws were deeji 
An' threatcn'd labour oack to keep, 
I gied my cog a wee bit heap 

Aboon the timmer: 
I ken'd my Maggie wadna sleep 

For that, or simmer. 

In cart or car thou never reestit ; 
The steyest brae thou wad hae fac't it; 
Thou never lap, and sten't, and breastit, 

Then stood to blaw ; 
But just thy step a wee thing hastlt, 

Thou snoov't awa'. 

My pleugh is now thy bairn-time a' : 
Four gallant brutes as o'er did draw; 
Forbye sax mae I've scll't awa', 

That thou hast nnrst : 
They drew me thretteen pund an' twa. 

The vera warst. 

Monle a sair daurk we twa hae wrooght. 
An' wi' the weary wart' fought! 
An' monic an anxious day ithoaght 

We wad be beat! 
Yet here to crazy age we're bronght 

Wi' something yet. 

And think na, my auld, tmsty servan*, 
^lat now perhaps thon's less deservin* 



r aald cUys may end in sUirvin', 

For my last foo, 
it 8tiDUMu^*lI reserve ano* 

Laid by for yon. 

e worn to crazy years thegitbcr; 
Dy tc aboat wi* ane anither ; 
.tie care I'll fl*t thy tether, 

Tb some ham'd riir, 
ye may nobly rax yonr leather, 

Wi' sma' fatli;ue. 



wi^^TEB Nionx. 

When PhCBbiu si'es a short-liT'dglow'r ^ 
Far south the lift, ^ 

Dim-darVninff through the flaky show'r 
Or whirUng drift: 

Ao night the storm the steeples rooked. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
While burns wi' snawy wreaths np^hoked* 

Wild-eddying swirl, 
Or through the mining outlet bocked, 
Down headlong hurL 



TO A H0U8I&, 

tNING HBR UP IN HSR KEST WRH THE 
PLOUGH, NOVXXBEB, 1787. 

eckit, cow'rin*, tim'rous benstle, 
at a panic's in thy breastie! 
sed na start awa sae hasty, 

Wl* bickering brattle ! 
\e laith to rin'an' chase thee, 

Wi' mnrd'ring pattle ! 

niy sorry roan's dominion 
>ken Nature's social union, 
tifles that ill opinion. 

Which makes thee startle 
thy poor earth-born companion. 

An* fellow<^ortal ! 

)t na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; 
hen ? poor beastie, thou maun UtcI 
en icker in a thrave 

'S a sma' request* 
a blessin' wl* the lave. 

And never miss*t ! 

fee bit housle, too, in ruin ! 
wa's the win's are strewin' I 
ithing, now to big a new ane, 

O' foggage green 1 
gik December's winds ensuin', 

Baith smell and keen ! 

law the fields laid bare an* waste, 
&ry winter comin' fast, 
le nere, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell, 
(hi the cruel coulter past 

Out thro' thy cell. 

wee bit heap o' leaves an* stibblc, 
t thee mony a weary nibble! 
ou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

But house or hald, 
3 the winter's sleety dribble, 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

tfonsie, thou art no thy Ianc,1 
ing foresight may be vain : 
t laid schemes o'^mlce an* men, 

Gang aft a-gley, 
'0 ns nought but grief and pain. 

For prcmiis^ joy. 

hou art bleet, compar'd wi' me ! 
sent only toucheth thee : 
1 ! I backward cast my e'a 

On prospects drear ; 
nrard, though I canna see, 

I fiTuess an' (ear. 



A WINTER NIGHT. 

aked wretches, whereso'er you are, 

de the pelting of this pitiless stonn f 

all your houseless heads and unfed sides 

Kipxl and window'd raggeUness, defend 

>u 

sasons such as these T—Shakapere, 

)iting Boreas, fell and douro, 
lUrera through the leafless bow'r; 



Llst'ning, the doors an* wlnnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourle cattle. 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O' winter war. 
And through the drift, dcep-lalrlng sprattle 
Beneath a scaur. 

Ilk happing bird, wee helpless thing. 
That ill the merry months o* spring. 
Delighted me to near thee sing. 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing 

An' close thy e'e? 

Ev'n yon, on murd'ring errands toll'd. 
Lone from your savage homes exil'd. 
The blood-stain'd roost, and sheep-cote spoil'd, 

My heart forgets. 
While pitiless the tempest wild 

Sore on yon beats. 

Now Phoebe, in her midnight reign. 
Dark muffled, view'd the dreary plain: 
8till crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Kose in my seal. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn stole— 

' Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust I 
And freeze, ye bitter-biting frost ; 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ; 
Not all your rage, as now, united, shows 
More nard unkindness, unrelenting. 
Vengeful malice unrepenting. 
Than heaven -iUumiu'd man on brother man be- 
stows ! 
See stern Oppression's iron grip. 
Or mad Ambition's gory hand. 
Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip. 

Woe, want, and Murder o'er a land! 
Even in the peaceful rural vale. 
Truth weeping, tells the moumfnl tale, 
IIow pampered Luxury, Flatt'ry by her side. 
The parasite empoisoning her ear. 
With all the servile wretches in the rear. 
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 
And eyes the simple rustic hind. 

Whose toil upholds the gUtt'rlng show, 
A creature of another iiind. 
Some coarser substance, unrefined. 
Placed for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, 
below. 
Where, where is Love*s fond, tender throe. 
With lordly Honour's lofty brow. 

The powers ye proudly own ? 
Is there, beneath Love's noble name. 
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim. 

To bless himself alone ? 
Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

To love-pretending snares, 
This boasting Honour turns away, 
Shunning soft Pity's rising sway. 
Regardless of the tears, ana unavailing pray *rs! 
Perhaps, this hour, InMis'ry's squalid nest, 
She strains your infant to lier Joyless breast, 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rock- 
ing blast! 
Oh ye] who, sunk In beds of down 1 
Feel uot a want but what yourselves create, . 
Think, for a moment, on hu wretclMd late. 
Whom friends and f ortuiw <v\!LtA 4ii«ir^\ 
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Ill satislV'd keen Nutnro's clam'roos coll, 
8tretcn*d on his straw he lays himself to 
sleep. 
While thro* the mgged roof and chinky wall, 
Chill o'er his slnmbers piles the drif ty heap ! 
Think on the dnngeon*8 grim confine . 
Where guilt and poor misfortanc itine ! 
Guilt, erring man, relenting view ! 
But shall thy legal rage pursue 
The wretch, already crushed low 
By cruel Fortune's nndeserrfed blow ? 
Afmction's sons are brothers in distress, 
A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss !*' 

1 heard nae maer, for Chanticleer, 

8hook off the pouthery snaw, 
And hall'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth imnresscd my mind— 

Tliro' all his works abroad. 
The heart, benevolent and kind, 

The most resembles God. 



EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 
A BROTH£B POST. 79 

January. 
1. 
While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw, 
And bar tlic doors wi' driving snuw, 

And hing us owro the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time. 
And spin a verse or twa o' rhyme. 

In hamely westlin' jingle. 
While frosty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I grudge a wee the great folk's gift, 
That live sae bein and snug : 
I tent less, and want less 

Their roomy fireside ; 
But hanker and canker, 
To see their cursed pride. 

II. 

Its hardly in a body's pow'r 
To keep at times frae bein sour. 
To see how things are siiar'd; 
How best o' cliicls are whiles in want, 
Willie coofs on cftantless thousands rant, 

An' ken na how to wair't : 
But, Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear. 
We're fit to win our daily bread, 
As lang's we're hale and fler : 
* Mair speir na, nor fear na'so 
Anld age ne'er mind a feg. 
The last o't, the warst o't. 
Is only for to beg. 

III. 
To lie in kilns and barns at e'en. 
When banes are craz'd and i>luid is thin, 

Is, doubtless, great distress! 
Yet then, content could make us blest; 
Ev'n then sometimes we'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that's free frae a* 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However fortune kick the ba'. 
Has aye some cause to smiie; 
And mind still, you'll find still, 

A comfort this nae sma': 
m&e mair then, we'll care then, 
Kao farther can we fa' 

IV. 

What though like commoners of air. 
We wander out we know not where, 

But either house or Iiall? 
Yet nature's charms, the hills and woods, 
The sweeping vales, and forming floods^ 

Are free tuxe to »U. 






In days when daisies deck the ground. 

And blackbirds whistle clear. 
With honest joy our hearts will bound, 
To see the coming year. 
On braes when we please, then. 

We'll sit and sowth a tunc ; 
Syne rhyme tiii't, we'll time till't. 
And ging't when we hae done. 

V. 

It's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It's no in wealth like Lon'oa bank. 

To purchase peace and rest ; 
It's no in making muckle mair: 
It's no in books ; it'snoinlear 

To mak us truly blest I 
If happiness hae not her scat 

And centre in the breast. 
We may be wise, or rich, or great. 
But never can be blest : 
Nae treasures, nor pleasures. 
Could make us happy lang; 
Tlie heart aye's the part aye. 
That makes us right or wrung. 

VI. 

Think ye that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drive through wet an' dry, 

Wi' never ceasing toil ; 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way. 

As hardly worth their while? 
Alas! how oft In haughty mood, 
God's creatures they oppress ! 
Or else neglecting a* that's guid. 
They riot in excess ! 
Baith careless, and fearless 
Of either hoav'n or hell ! 
Esteeming ond deeming, 
It's a' an idle tale! 

VII. 

Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce ; 
Nor make our scanty pleasures less, 

By pining at our state ; 
And, even should misfortune come, 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thnnkfu for them yet. 
They gle the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursel' ; 
Tliey make us see the naked truth. 
The real guid and ilL 
Tho' losses, and crosses. 

Be lessons right severe, 
Tliere's wit thero, ye'll get there, 
Ye'll find nae other where. 

VIII. 

But tent me. Davie, ace o' hearts ! 

(To say aught else wad wrung the cartes, 

And fiatt'ry I detest) 
This life has Joys for you and I ! 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy; 

And joys the very best. 
There's a' the pleasures o' the heart, 

The lover an* the frien' : 
Ye have your Meg, your dearest part. 
And I my darling Jean ! 
It warms me, it charms me. 
To mentien but her name : 
It heats me, it beats mc. 
And sets me a' on a flame. 

IX. 

Oh, all ye powers who rule above ! 
Oh. Thou, whose very self art Lovo ! 

Thou know'st my words sincere ! 
The life-blood streaming thro* ray heart, 
Or my dear immortal part. 

Is not more fondly dear 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest, 
Her dear idea brings relief • 

And selaoe to my breast, 



THE LAMENT. 



Thoa Being, all-seeing, 
Oh hear my fervent pray'r ! 

8tiU take her, and make her, 
Thy most peculiar care ! 

All hail, ye tender feelings dear; 
The smiles of love, the friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow! 
Long since, this worid's thorny ways 
Had numbered out my weary days. 

Had it not been for you! 
Fate still has blest me with a friend, 

In every care and ill; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender still. 
It lightois. it brightens 
The tenebriflc scene. 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean ! 

XI. 

Oh, how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skclpin', rank and flle, 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready measure rius as fine. 
As Phoebus and the famous Kiiie 

Were glowrin' owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

Tlli ance he's fairly het ; 
And then he'll hitch, and stilt, and Jimp, 
An' rin an' unco fit ; 
But lest then, the beasts then, 

Should rue his hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dight now 
His sweaty, wizen^i hide. 



THE LAMENT. 

OCCAfflOMED BT THE UNFOBTUNATE ISSUE OF ▲ 
FRIEND'S AMOUR. 

"Alas ! how oft does Goodness wound itself, 
Aud sweet affection prove the spring of woe !" 

—Home, 



X. 

Oh thou pale orb, that silent shines. 

While care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 
Thou seest a wretch that inly pines. 

And wanders hero to wail and weep ! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep. 

Beneath thy wan, nnwarning beam ; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 

How life aud love are all a dream. 

n. 

I Joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintly marked distont hill : 
1 Joyless view thy trembling horn 

Koflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondly fluttering heart be still ! 

Thou busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease ! 
Ah ! must the agonizing trill 

For ever bar returning peace ! 

in. 
No Idly-feign'd poetic pains, 

My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim ; 
No sheperd's pipe^Arcadian strains ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tame : 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 

Tlie oft-attested Pow'rs above ; 
The promised Father's tender name ; 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

IV. 

Enclr<ded in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptnr'd moments flown ; 
Bow have I wish'd for fortune's charms, 

for UtrilMr mlie, and hem alope ( 



And must I think it— Is she gone, 
Mv secret heart's exulting boast? 

And dues she lieedlcss hear my groan ? 
And is she ever, ever lost t 

V. 

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honour, lost to truth. 
As from the fondest lover part. 

The plighted hnsband of her youth? 
41as ! life's path may be nnsmooth ! 
■ Her way may lie thro' rough distress ! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe. 

Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 

VI. 

Ye winged hours that o'er us past. 

Enraptured more, the more enjoy'd. 
Your dear remembrance in ray breast. 

My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employ'd. 
Tliat breast how dreary now, and void. 

For her too scanty once of room ! 
Ev'u ev'ry ray of hope destroyed, 

Aud not a wish to gild the gloom ! 

vii. 
The mom that warns th' approaching day. 

Awakes me up to toil and woe: 
I see the hours in long array. 

That I must suflFcr, lingering, slow. 
Full many a panp, and many a throe, 

Keen recollectiun's direful train, 
Must wring my soul, ere Phoebus, low. 

Shall kiss the distant, western main. 

viii. 
And when my nightly conch I try. 

Sore-hftrass'd out with care and grief. 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye. 

Keep watchings with tlie nigiitly thief: 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief, 

Rcijnis haprgiird-wfld, In sore affright: 
Ev'n day, all bitter, brings relief. 

From|nch a horror-breathing night. 

IX. 

Oh thou bright queen ! wlio o'er th' expanse • 

Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 

Observ'd us, fondly-wandering, stray ! 
Tlic time, unheeded, sped away, 

While love's Inxnrious pulse beat high, 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 

To mark the mutual kindling eye. 

X. 

Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set I 

Scenes never, never to return! 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget. 

Again I feel, again I burn ! 
From ev'ry Joy and pleasure torn. 

Life's weary vale I'll wander thro': 
And hopeless, comfortless. I'll mourn 

A faithless woman's broken vow. 



1>ESP0NDENCY. 

AN ODE. 

I. 

OppRESS'Dwith grief, opprcss'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sot down and sigh : 
Oh life ! thou art a golling load. 
Along a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches such as I ! 
Dim-backward as I cost mv view, 

What sick'ning scenes appear! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro* 
Too Justly I may fear! 
Still caring, despairing. 

Must be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall close ne'er 
But with the doshig tomb ( 



BURNS* POETICAL WORKS. 



II. 



Happy, je sons of busy life, 
Who, eqaal to the bustling strife, 

No other view regard ! 
£v*n when the wished end's denied, 
Yet while the busy means arc piled, 

They bring their own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 

Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet er'ry sad returning night 
And Joyless mom the same ; 
You, Dostllng, andjnstling. 
Forget each grief and pain: 
I Ustlcsa, yet resUtloss, 
Find ev ry prospect vain. 

III. 
How blest the solitary's lot. 
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 

Wlthlu his humble cell. 
The cavern wild with tangling roots. 
Bits o'er his newly gather d fmits. 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Or haply to his evening thought, 

By unfrequented stream. 
The wuys of men arc distant brought, 
A faint coUeoted dream ; 
While praising, and raising 
Ills thoughts to heav'n on high, 
As wand'ring, meand'rlng, 
Uc views the solemn sky. 

IV. 

Than I, no lonely hermit placed 
Where never human footstep traced. 

Less fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve. 
And just to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art : 
But. ah ! those pleasures, loves, and Joys, 

Which I too keenly taste, 
The solitary can despise. 
Can want, and yet be blest! 
He needs not, he heeds not. 

Or human love or hate, * 

Whilst I here, must cry here, 
At perfidy Ingrate ! 

V. 

Oh ! enviable, early days. 

When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze, 

To care, to guilt unknown ! 
How ill exchanged for riper times, 
To feel the follies, or the crimes, 

Of others, or my own : 
Ye tiny elves that gniltless sport, 

Like linnets in the bush. 
Ye little know the ills ye court. 
When manhood is your wish! 
The losses, the crosses, 

That active men engage ! 
The fears all. the tears all, 
Of dim dcclluhig age ! 



WINTER. 

A DISGE. 

I. 

The wintry west extends its blast, 

And hall and rain does blaw ; 
Or the stormy north Sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw: 
While tumbling brown, the bum comes down, 

And roars f rae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest, 

And pass the heartless day. 

IL 

"The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,"8l 

The Joyless winter-day. 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of Alay : 



The tempest's howl, it soothes my sonl. 

My grief it seems to Join, 
The leafless trees my fancy pleAse, 

Their fate resembles mine I 

III. 
Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty schcmo 

These woes of mine folflL 
Here, firm, I rest, they mast be best. 

Because they are thy will ! 
Then all I want (Oh, do thoa grant 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny. 

Assist me to resign. 



THE COTTERS SATUSD4T KIGHT. 

IXSCBIBED TO K. AIKEN, B8Q. 

' Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 
Tlieir homely joys and destiny obscure ; 

Kor Krandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, 
Thc;shurt but simple aanals of the poor.'— ti^. 



My loved, my honoured, mnch respected 
friend, 
No mercenary bard his homage pars: 
With honest pride I scorn each semsli end: 
My dearest meed, a friend^s esteem and 
praise : 
To vou I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

Tlie lowly train in life's seqaesterM scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways; 
What aiken in a cottage woold bave been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, 
1 ween. 

II. 
November chill blaws loud wV angry sough ; 
Tlie short'ning winter-day Is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleogh : 
The black'ning trains o' craws to their re- 
pose: 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes. 
This night his weekly moll is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his noes, 
Hoping the mom hi ease and rest to spend, 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does hame- 
waru bend. 

III. 
At length his lonely cot appears in view. 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ! 
Th' expectant wee things, toddlln* stacher 
thro' 
To meet their dad, wi* fllchterin* noise an' 
glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin' bonnily. 
His clean hcarth-stane, his thriftie wife's 
smile, 
The lisping Infant prattling on his knee, 
Does a' his weanr carking cares begnlle. 
And makes him quite forget his labour and his 
toU. 

IV. 

Belyve the elder bairns ccHue drapiilug in. 
At service out amang the farmers ruun'. 
Some ca' the plough, some herd, some tentie 
rin 
A cannie errand tp a neebor town; 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown. 
In youthfu' bloom, love spariclin* In her e'e. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to show a bra* new 
gown, 
Or deposit her sair-won peimy fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

V. 

Wi' joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 
An' each for other's weolfare kindly spiers: 

Tlie social hours, swlft-wing'4 unnoticed fleet; 
Each tella the ancoe tbat aa sew or lifMi; 
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The iMre&ts, partial, ere their hopeful years ; 

Anticlpatfon forward points of view, 
The mother, 1' her needle an' her shears. 
Gars aold daes look amalst as weers the 
new* 
The father mixes a' wl* admonition dae. 

VI. 

Their master's an' their mistress's command,* 

The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 
'And mind their labours wi' cydent hand, 

And ne'er tho' oat o' sight, to Jauk or play; 
An* Oh ! be snre to fear the JUord alway ! 

An' mind your daty, daly, mom an' night ! 
Lest in temptaUon's path ye fning astray. 

Implore his eonnael and asaistlng might : 
They never songlit in vain that soaght the Lord 
aright!' 

VII. 

Bat, hark ! a rap comes gently to the door, 

Jenny, wlia kbns the meanin' go the same. 
Tell how a neobor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convey her bamc. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'c, and flush her check; 
Wi heart-stmck anxious care, inquires his 
name. 
While Jenny Haffllns Is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas'd the mother hears it's nae wiid, 
worthless rake. • 

VIII. 

Wi' kindly w«lcome, Jenny brings him ben ; 
A strappln* youth; ho taks the mother's 
e*a * 
Blithe ^'onny sees tho visit's no Ul ta'en ; 
Tlie father cracks of horses, plenghs, and 
kve« 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' 
Joy, 
But blate and lalthfu', scarce can weel be- 
have; -; 
The mother wi' a woman's wiles can spy 
>Vhat makes the youth sae bashtu^an* sac 
grave: 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairn's respected like 
the lave. 

IX. 

Oh happy love ! where love like this is found ! 
Oh heart-felt raptures! bliss beyond com- 
pare! 
I've pac^d this weary mortal round, 
And sage experience bids me this declare— 
if Heav'n a draught of heaveiUy pleasure 

spare. 
One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
'TIS when a youthful, loving modest pair, 
In other's arms breathe out tho tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
ev'ning gale.' 

X. 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart— 
A wretch I a villain I lost to love and truth I 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaiing art, 

Betray fweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ? 
Curso on his pe^ur'd arts! dissembling 
smooth! 
Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd? 
Is there no pitv, no relenting ruth. 
Points to the parenU fondling o'er their 
child! 
Then paints the min'd tnald, and their distrac- 
tion wlldr 

XI. 

But now the supper crowns their simple 
board. 
The halesome parrltch, chief o' Scotia's 
food: 
The soupc their only hawklo does afford, 
That Voat the halian snugly chows her 
cood; 



The dame brings forth, in compllmental mood. 
To grace the lad, her weel-haln'd kebbuck 
fell. 
An' aft he's prest, an' aft he ca's It gnid; 
The frugal wife, garrulous, will teU, 
How 'twas a towmond auid, sin' 'lint was 1' the 
belL 

XTI. 

Tlic cbcerfu' supper done, wi' serious face, 
They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire tnms o'er, wi' patriarchncl grace, 
Tlic big ha'-Blble, anco his father's pride : 
His bonnet rcv'rcntly is laid aside. 

His lyart haffets wearing thlu an' bare : 
Those strains that oneu did sweet In ZIou 
glide, 
Ho wales a portion with judicious care : 
And *l^t us worship God!' he says witli so- 
lemn air. 

XIII. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 

Tlioy tune their hearts, by far the noblest 

aim: 

rerhfi/t)s ' Dundee's ' wild warbling measures 

rise. 

Or plaintive 'Martyrs,' worthy of tho 

HATDG * 

Or noble 'Elgin' beets the heav'n-ward flame, 
The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 

Compared with these, Italian trills are tamo ; 
The tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Kac unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

XIV. 

The priest-like father rends the sacred page, 

How Abrara was the friend of God on migh ; 
Or. Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's ungracious progeny. 
Or how the royal hard did groaning He 

Beneath the stroke of Ileav'n's avenging 
Ire * 
Or, Job's pathetic plaint, and walling cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic Arc ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

XV. 

Perhaps the Christian volume Is tho theme,— 
How guiltless blood for guilty man was 
shed; 
How He, was bore In Heaven the second 
nnme, 
Had not on earth whereon to lay his head: 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 
Tho precepts sage they wrote to many a 
land: 
How he, who lone In Patmos banished. 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great Babylon's doom pronounced by 
Heaven's command. 

xvt. 

Then kneeling down to HKA^^i:N's eternal 
King, 
The saint, the father, and the husband 
prays : 
Hope 'springs exulting on triumphant 
wings,« 
That thus they all shall moet in future days : 
Tliere ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sigh or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator's praise, 
In such society, yet still more dear; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal 
sphere. 

xvii. 

Compar'd with this, how poor Religion'! 
pride, 

Tn ail the pomp of method, and of art, 
When men display the congregations wide. 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the hvarti 
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Hie pow*r, Inoensed, the pageant will desert, 

llie pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But, haply, hi some cottanfe far apart, 
May hear, well-pleas'd, the language of the 
soal: 
And In his Book of Life the Inmates poor enrol. 

xvin. 
Then homeward all take off their sev'ral way; 

The yonngUng cottagers retire to rest: 
The parent-pair their secret homage pay. 
And proffer np to Heaven the warm re- 
quest. 
That He who stills the raven's clam'rons nest, 

And decks the lily fair In flow'ry pride, 
Would, In the way his wisdom sees the l>est, 
For them and for their little ones provide; 
But, chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine 
iae. 



presk 



XIX. 

these 



old Scotia's grandeur 



From scenes like 
springs, 

That makes her loved at home, revered 
abroad: 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 
^*Au honest man's the noblest work of 
God!" 
And certes, in fair virtue's heav'nly road, 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What Is a lording's pomp V— a cumbrous load, 
Disguising oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied In arts of hell, in wickedness refined ! 

XX. 

Oh Scotia I my dear, my native soil ! 
For whom my warmest wish to Heaven Is 
sent ! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil. 
Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
content I 
And, Oh ! may Hcav'n their simple lives pre- 
vent 
From luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'cr crowns and coronets be rent, 
A virtuous populace may rise the while, 
And stand a wall of fire around their much- 
lov'd Isle. 

xxr. 

Oh Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide. 
That stream'd thro' Wallace's undannted 
heart: 
Who dared to nobly stem tyrannic pride, 
Or nobly die. the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God, pecnliarl v tliou art. 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
Oh never, never, Scotia's realm desert ; 
But still the patriot and the patriot bard, 
In bright succession raise, her ornament and 
guard ! 



lit. 



MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN: 

A DIRGE. 
I. 

Whex chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bai-c, 
One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spy'd a man whose aged step 

Seera'd weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years. 

And hoary was his hair. 

n. 
' Young stranger, whither wand'rest then ?' 

Began the rev'rend sage ; 
'Does thirst of wealth tny step constrain. 

Or youthful pleasure's rage ? 
Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

TtM miseries of man ! 



The sun that overhangs jon mooTf, 

Out-spreading far and wide. 
Where nniidreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride ; 
I've seen yon weary winter-san 

Twice forty times return ; 
And ev'ry time has added proofs 

That man was mode to mourn. 

IV. 

Oh, man while In thy eariy years. 

How prodigal of time! 
MIspendIng all thy preckms honrs : 

Thy glorious youthful prime! 
Alternate follies take the sway : 

Licentious passions bum; 
Which tenfold force gives nature^s law. 

That man was made to mourn. 

V. 

Look not alone on yonthfnl prime, 

Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kind. 

Supported In his right : 
But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn, 
I'hcn age and want. Oh ! Ill match'd pair! 

Show man was made to mourn. 

A few seem favourites of fate, 

In pleasure's lap carest; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, Oh ! what crowds In every land, 

Are wretched and forlorn ; 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn,— 

That man was made to mourn. 

vn. 

Many and sharp the nnm'rons His, 

Inwoven with our frame, 
l^Iore pointed still we make ourselves, 

Regret, remorse, and shame! 
And man, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn. 
Man's inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

vin. 

See yonder poor, o'erlabourM wigfat, 

So abject, mean, and vile. 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toll ; 
And see his lordly fellow-worm 

The poor petition spurn, 
Umnindful tho' a weeping wife 

And helpless offspring mourn. 

IX. 

If I'm deslgn'd yon lordling's slave— 

By Nature's law deslgn'd— 
Why was an Independent wish 

E'er planted In my mind ? 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn 'f 
Or why has man the will and pow'r 

To make his fellow mourn ? 

X. 

Yet let not this too much, my son. 

Disturb thy youthful breast : 
This partial view of human-kind 

Is surely not the last ! 
The poor, oppressed, honest man. 

Had never, sure, been bom. 
Had there not been some recompense 

To comfort those that mourn ! 

XI. 

Oh Death ! the poor man's dearest friend. 

The kindest and the best t 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest 
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The great, the wealthy, rear thy blow. 
From pomp and pleavnre toru ; 

But Oh ! a blest relief to those 
That weary-laden moam !*' 



A PRAYER 

nr THB PKOSPBCT OF DEATH. 
I. 

O Thou unknown Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour. 

Perhaps 1 must appear t 

II. 
If I have wandered in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun- 
As something loudly, in my breast. 

Remonstrates 1 have done— 

III. 
Thon know'st that Thou hast formed me 

With passions wild and strong ; 
And lisf ning to tlieir witctiing voice 

Has often led me wrong. 

IV. 

Where human weakness has oomo short, 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do thou, All-good 1 for such thou art. 

In shades of darkness hide. 

V. 

Where with intention I have err'd. 

Mo other plea I have. 
But Thou art good; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Wht am I loath to leave this earthly scene? 
Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ? 
Some drops of Joy with draughts of ill be- 
tween : 
Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewed 
storms : 
Is it departing pann my soul alarms? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 
1 tremble to approach an angry God, 
And Justly smart oeneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I say, * Forgive my foul offence !* 
Fain promise never more to disobey ; 

But, shoold mv author health again dispense, 
Again I mignt desert fair virtue's way ; 

Again in folly's path might go astray ; 

• Again exalt the brute and sink the man ; 

Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray. 
Who act so counter heavenfy mercy's plan ? 
Who sin so oft have moum'd, yet to temptation 
ran? 

Oh Thon great Governor of all below ! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow. 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea : 
With that controlling pow'r assist cv'n roe, 

Those headlong furious passions to confine ; 
For all nnflt I feel my pow'rs to be, 

Tb rule their torrent in the hallowed line ; 
Oh, aid me witb Thy help, Omnipotence Divine ! 



ltino at a brvebbmd nuend's hou8r one 
niqht, thk author left thb followimq 

VERSES. 

IK thb rook whehb he slept. 

I. 
O THOU dread Pow'r, who.reign'st above, 

I know thou wilt me hoar. 
When for this scene of peace and lovei, 

1 make my prayer sincere. 



II. 



The hoary sire— the mortal stroke 
Long, long he pleased to spare, 

To bless his little filial flock. 
And show what good men are. 



ui. 



She, who her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and feurs. 

Oh bless her with a mother's Joys, 
But spare a mother's tears ! 



IV. 



Their hope, their stay, their darling youth, 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 
BlcKs him, thou God of love and truth, 
Up to a parent's wish! 



V. 



The beauteous, seraph sister-band. 

With earnest tears I pray, 
Thon know'st the snares on ev'ry hand, 

Guide thou their steps alway ! 



VI. 



Wlien soon or late they reach that coast, 
O'er life's rough ocean driv'n. 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost 
A family in Heav'n! 



THE FIRST PSALM. 

The man, in life wherever plac'd, 

Hath happiness in store. 
Who walks not In the wicked's way. 

Nor learns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the seat of scornful prido 
Casts forth his eyes abroad. 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his Goo. 

That roan shall flourish like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

The fmitfui top is spread on high. 
And firm the root below. 

But he whose blossom buds In guilt. 
Shall to the ground be cast, 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and rest. 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er bo truly blest. 



A PRA'TER, 
I7KDER THE PRESSURE OF VIOLENT AVOUISH. 

Oh THOU Great Being! what thou art 

Surpasses me to know : 
Yet sure am I, that known to Thee 

Are ail thy works below. 

Thy creature here before Thee stands; 

Ail wretched and distrest ; 
Yet sure those Ills that wring my soul 

Obey thy high behest. 

Sure thon. Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
Oh, free my weary eyes from tears. 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But If I must afflicted be. 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolves. 

To bear and not repine. 



THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE 
NINETIETH PSALM. 

Oh Thou, the first, the greatest Friend 

Of ail the human race I 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

TheU* stay and dwelling-place! 



BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



Before the tnoanUins heAT*d their heads, 

Beneath Thj forming hand. 
Before thispond'roas globe Itself 

Arose at Thj command ; 

That Pow'r which rais'd, and still upholds 

Tills universal frame. 
From countless, nnt>eginnlng time, 

Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years, 

Which seem to us so vast, 
Appear no more before Thy sight, 

Tlian yesterday that's past. 

Thon gav'st the word : Thy creature, man. 

Is to existence brought : 
Again Thou say'st ' Ye sons of men, 

Ketum ye Into uonght !* 

Thon layest them wfth all their cares, 

in everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood Thou tak'st them off, 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flow'r, 

In beauty's pride array 'd ; 
But long ere night, cat down, it lies 

All wlther*d and decay'd. 



TO A MODNTAIN DAISY. 

OH TinUJINO ONE DOWH WITH THE PLOtJQH, IN 
APUL, 1780. 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped How'r, 
Thon's met mc in an evU nonr. 
For I maun crush amanig the stoore 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r, 

Thou bonnic gem. 

Alas ! It's no thy neibor sweet. 
The l>onny lark, companion meet! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi' spreckl'd breast. 
When npward-spnnging, blithe, to greet 

The purpling cast. 

Cauld blew the bltter-bltlng north 
Upon thy early, humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce rear*d above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 



By human pride or cannlnflr driVflt 

To misery's brink. 
Till wrench 'd of every stay bat HeaTeiu 

He, ruUTd, shik ! 

Ev'n tliou who mom'st the Daisy's fatCi 
That fiitc is thine— no distant date : 
Stern Uuin's ploagh-«hare drives, elate 

Full on tliy bloom. 
Till crush'd beneath the furrow's weigbjt. 

Shall be thy doom \ ^^ 
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The flannting flow'rs our gardens yield. 
High sheifrlng woods and was maun shi 
But thon beneath the random Weld 

O' clod or stane. 
Adorn the histle stlbble-liela. 

Unseen, alane. 

There, in thy scanty mantle dad. 
Thy snawle bosom snn-ward spread, 
Thon lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share aptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artless maid. 
Sweet floweret of the rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betray'd. 

And guileless trust. 
Till she, Uke thee, all soU'd Is laid 

Low r the dust. 

Such is th e fate of simple bard, , ^ , 
On life's rough ocean lucUess starr dl 
Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o'er ! 

Such fate to suffering worth is giv*n, 
Who long with wants and woes has strlv n. 



TO RUIN. 

I. 
All Imll ! inexorable lord ! 
At whoso destruction-breathing word, 

Tlie mightiest empires fall! 
Thi' crnfl, woc-dellghtcd train. 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all! 
With stcm-resolv'd. despairing eye, 

I see each aimed uart ; 
For one has cut my dearer tie, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'ring nnd pouring. 

The storm no more I dread , 
Tliough thlckningandblack'ning^ 
Round my devoted head. 

II. 
And thou grim pow'r, by life abhorr'd, 
While life a pleasure can afford. 

Oh hoar a wretch's prayer! 
No more I shrink appall'd, afraid ; 
1 court, I beg thy friendly aid. 

To close this scene of care ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peace, 

Resign life's joyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbiugs oeaae, 
Cold mouldering in the clay ? 
No fear more, no tear more;. 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Withhi thy cold embrace I 



TO MISS LOGAN, 

WITH BEATTIE'S POEM. AS A inEW-TEAS*9 QD" 
JAN. 1, 178T. 

AOAiK the silent wheels of time 
Tlieir annual round have drtT'n, 

And you, tho' scarce in maiden prime. 
Are so much nearer Heav'n. 

Nogifts have T from Indian coasts 

The Infant year to hall ; 
I send Ton RM>re than India boasta 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Our sex with gnile and faithless lOPv<i 
Is charg'd, perhaps, too tnie; 

But may, dear maid, each lover prove 
An Edwin 8tm to you! 



EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

MAT , 1788. 

I. 
I LAXO hae thought, my youthfti' Friend« 

A something to have sent yon, 
Tho' it should serve nae other end 

Than Just a kind memento; 
But how the subjec, theme mar gang. 

Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps it may turn out a song, 

Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

IL 

Y'e'Il try the warld f u' soon, my lad, 
And, Andrew dear, believe me, 

Y'e'Il And mankhid an nnce squad. 
And muckle they may grieve ye : 



ON A SCOTCH BABD. 
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e and trouble se( yoortliouglit, 
v«rhen voar encTs attained ; 
oar views may come to nooght, 
e ev'ry nerve is sti^ained. 

III. 

ay men are villains a* ; 

eaL, Iiarden'd wicked, 

.e nae ctieck but human law 

) a few restriclEed : 

tl mankind are nnco weak, 

ttle to be trusted : 

be waverina; balance sboko, 

rely right aajasted^ 

IV. 

J wha fa* in fortone's strife, 
fate we shoald na ccnj^nrc, 
. th' important end of life 
squally may answer ; 
nay hae an honest heart, 
oortith hourly stare him ; 
ny tak a neibor's part, 
te nae caah to spare him. 

V. 

3, aif han', your story tell, 

wl' a bosom crony ; 

keep something to yoarsel' 
Tcely tell to ony. 

yoursel' as weel's ye can 
sriticai dissection ; 
ik thro' ev'ry other man, 
Arpen'd sly Inspection. 

VI. 

red lowe o' weel plac'd love, 
iantly indulge it ; 
er tempt th' illicit rove, 
aething should divulge it : 
the quantum o' the sin, 
azard of concealing ; 
i! it hardens a' witliin, 
strifles the feeling ! 

VII. 

. dame Fortune's golden smiley 
tous wait upon her : 
her gear by ev'ry wile 
Justified by honour; 
:o hide it in a hedge, 
: a train-attendant ; 
:he glorious privilege 
ig independent. 

VIII. 

' o* hell's a hangman's whip, 
Id the wretch in order ; 
ire ye feel your honour grip. 
It aye be your t)order ; 
test touches, instant pause— 
a' side pretences ; 
>lutely keeps Its laws, 
ng consequences. 

IX. 

It Creator to revere. 

ure become the creature : 

the preaching cant forbear, 

n the rigid feature: 

r with wits profane to range, 

iplaisance extended : 

Jlst's laugh's a poor exchange 

iity offended. 



inting round in pleasure's ring, 
mmay be blinded; 
3 gie a random sting, 

be little minded: 
n on life were tempest drlv'n, 
cience but a canker — 
pondenco flx'd wi' Heav'n, 

anobtoAncbort 
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Adieu, dear, amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne*er be wanting t 
Mo}' prudence, fortitude, and tratn. 

Erect your mrow nndaunting ! 
In ploughman phrase, * God send yon speed. 

Still daily to grow wiser: 
And may you better reck the rede. 

Than ever did th' adviser! 



ON A SCOTCH BABD, 
OONE TO TUE WEST INDIES. 

A' TS wha Uve by sowps o* drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha live and never think. 

Come mourn wi' me ! 
Our billie's glen us a* a Jink,l 

An* owre the sea. 

Lament him a'^ye rantin* core, 
Wha dearly like a random spiore, 
Nae mair he'll Join tte meri7 roar. 

In social key ; 
For now he's ta'en anither shore. 

An* owre the sea. 

The bonnie lasses weel may miss him. 
And in their dear petitions place him, 
Tlie widows, wives, an* a' may bless him, 

Wrtearfn'e'e; 
For weel T wat they'll salrly miss him 
That's owre the sea. 

O fortune, they ha*e room to grumble ! 
Ilad'st thou ta'en aff some drowsy bummie, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an* fumble, 

'Twad been nae plea *. 
But he was |ieg as ony wumble, 
That's owre the sea. 

Auld cantie Kyle may weepers wear. 
An' stain them wi' the saut, saut tear, 
'Twill mak her poor auld heart, 1 fear. 

In flinders flee ; 
He was her laureate monle a year. 

That's owre the sea. 

He saw misfortune's caiUd nor-wcst ; 
Lang mustering up a bitter blast; 
A jiflct brak' his heart at last, 

111 may she be ! 
So, took a berth afore the mast. 

An' owre tlie sea. 

To tremble under fortune's cummock, 
On scare a bellyfu' o' drummock, 
Wi' his proud independent stomach 

Could ill agree ; 
So row't his hurdles in a hammock, 
KxC owre the sea. 

He ne'er was gi'en to great misguiding. 
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ; 
Wi' him it ne'er was under hidhig; 

He dealt it free : 
The muse was ail that be look pride in, 

That's owre the sea. 

Jamaica bodies, use him weel. 
An' hap him in a cozie biel: 
Yc'll find him aye a dainty chiel. 

And fou' o* glee : 
He wadna wning'd the vera I)ell, 

That's owre tlie sea. 

Fa re wee I, my rhyme-composing biilie 
Your native soil was right iU-whillies ; 
But may ye flourish lid a lily. 

Now bonnilie 1 
III toabt yo In my bhulmost gillie, 
Tho owre the seat 
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TO A HAOGIS. 

Faib fa* Tour honest, sonsio face, 
<:reat chieftain «' the pnddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' yo tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or tbalrm: 
Wecl are ye worthy of a grace 

As lang's my arm. 

Tlio prronning trencher there yo fill, 
Your liurdies lilie a distant hill. 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o* need. 
While thro* yonr pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 

His knife see rustic labour dight. 
An* cut you up wi* ready silglit. 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 

Like onic ditch ; 
And then, oh what a glorious sight, 
Warra-rcckin, rich! 

Then horn for horn, then stretch an* strive, 
J^eil tak the hindmost, on they drive. 
Till a' their weel-swali'd kytes belyvo 

Are bent like Irnms; 
Tliun auld gnidman, maist like to rive, 

' Bethanklt * hums. 

Ts there tliat o'er his French ragout. 
Or Olio tliat wad staw a sow. 
Or fricassee wad her spew, 

Wi' perfect scunner. 
Looks down wi' sneering, scornf u* view, 

On sic a dinner ? 

Poor devil! see him owre his trash. 
As f reckless as a wlther'd rash, 
liis splndle-shank a gnld whip-lash, 

Ills nieve a nit : 
Thro' bloody flood or flcld to das>h, 
Ohowmiflt! 

But mark the rustic, haggis^fed, 
Tlic trembUng earth resounds his tread, 
Clap in his walie neivc a blade. 

He'll make it whissle; 
An' legs, an' arms, an' heads will sued. 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

Ye now'rs wha raak mankind your care. 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auid Scotland wants no skinking ware 

That Jaups in Inggles; 
But, if ye wish her gratefu' pruy'r, 
Glc her a Haggis! 



A DEDICATION. 
TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Expect na. Sir, in this narration, 

A flcechlng, fieth'rin, dedication, 

Vo roose you up, an. ca' you guid. 

An* sprung o* great an' noble bluid. 

Because ye're surnamed like his grace,83 

Perhaps related to the race : 

Then when I'm tired— and sae are ye, 

Wi' raony a fulsome, slnfu' lie. 

Set up a face, how I stop short. 

For fear your modesty be hurt. 

This may do— maun do. Sir. wi' them wha 
Mann please the great folk for a wamefon' * 
For me, sae laigh I needna bow. 
For. Lord be thnnkit, I can plough* 
And when I dlnna yoke a naig, 
Tlien. lord be thankit, i can beg: 
Kae I shall say, and that's nao flatt'riu,' 
It's Just sic poet an' sic patron. 

The Poet, som^ guid angel help him. 
Or else, J fear some ill ane skelp him; 
He may do weel for a' he done yet, 
Bat only he's no Just begun ye(. ' 



The Patron. (Sir, he maan forgire me, 
I winna lie, come what will o* mo) 
On ev'ry hand It win allowed be. ' 
He's Just— nae better than he ahoold be. 

I readily and freely grant. 
He downa see a poor man want; 
What's no his ain he winna tak it. 
What ance ho says ho winna breu it; 
Ought he can lend he'll narefoBe it; 
Till aft his goodness is abused; 
And rascals whiles that do hira wrmng, 
Kv'n that, he does na mind it lane; 
As master, landlord, husband, father. 
He does nae fail his part in either. 

But then, na thanks to hhn for a* that; 
Nae godly symptom ye can ca* that ; 
It's naethlng but a milder feature. 
Of oar \yooT. slnfu* corrupt nature; 
Ye'li get tlie best o* moral works. 
Mang black (}entoos and pagan Tnita, 
Or hunter's wild on Ponotau, 
Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's the poor man's friend in need, 
Tlie gentleman in word and deed. 
It's no thro' terror of damnation; 
It's Just a carnal inclination. 

^lorality, thou deadly bane, 
Tliy tens o' thousands thou hatt slain ! 
Vain is his hope, whose stay and trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and Justice 1 

No— stretch a point to catch a plock; 
Abuse a brother to bis back; 
Steal thro' a winnockfrae a wh-ro. 
But point the rake that taks the door; 
Be to the poor like onie whnnstane. 
And hand their noses to the gruustano 
Ply ev'ry art o' legal thieving: 
No matter,— stick to sound believing! 

Learn tliree-mile pray'rs, an' half-mile graoeV 
Wi wecl-spread looves, an' iang wry faces; 
Oruiit up a solemn, lengthen'd groan, 
Aiul damn a" parties but your own : 
I'll warront then, ye're nae deceiver, 
A steady, sturdy, staunch believer. 

O ye wha leave the springs of Calvin, 
For gumlic dubs of your ain delvini 
Ye sons of heresy and error. 
Ye'li some day sqneel in quaking terrorl 
Wljcn Vengeance draws tlie sword in wrath. 
And in the fire throws the sheath; 
When Kuin, with his sweeping besom. 
Just frets, till Heav'n commission gies liim; 
While o'er the harp pale Misery moans. 
And strikes the ever-deep'nlng tones. 
Till louder shrieks, and heavier groans! 

Your pardon. Sir, for this disgrcssion, 
I maist forgat my dedication ; 
Hut when divinity comes cross rae. 
My readers still are snro to lose me. 

So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft vapour. 
But I maturely thought It proper, 
When a' my work I did review, 
To dedicate them. Sir, to you: 
Because (ye need na tak ft 111) 
I thought them something like yoorser. 

Then patronise them wl* your favour. 
And your petitioner shall ever— 
I had amaist said, ever pray. 
Hut that's A word I need na say: 
For praiyin' I hao little skill o't ; 
I'm i)aith dcad-sweer. an' wretched illo*t; 
Hut I'se re))eat eacli poor man's pray'r. 
That kens or iiears about you, 8iJ>— 

'* May ne'er misfortune's gowling bark. 
Howl thro' the dwelling o' tne Clerk! 
May ne'er his gen'roas, honest heart, 
I'or that sapio gen'rous sptrli mmW I 
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Kennedy's for-honoiir*d name 
beet his hymeneal flame, 
uniUon's at least a dlzen, 
f their canty fireside risen; 
tonnie lasses ronnd their table, 
even braw fellows, stont an* able 
ve their king and conntry wcei, 
>rd. or pen, or pointed steel ! 
ealth and peace; with mntoal rays, 
on the evening o* his days : 
i wee cnrlie John's ier-oe. 
ebbing life nae mair shall flow, 
Bt, sad, moomfol rites bestow !" 

1 not mind a lang conclosion, 
mnlimentary eff asion, 
hilst your wishes ana endeavours 
est with Fortune's smiles and favours, 
lear Sir, with zeal most fervent, 
QQch indebted, hmnble servant. 

(which pow'rs above prevent!) 

•on hearted carl. Want, 

led in his grim advances, 

1 mistakes, and black mischances. 

hopes, and Joys, and pleasures fly him, 

^ou as poor a dog as I am, 

umble'servant then no more; 

lo would humbly serve the poor? 

' a poor man's hopes in Heaven I 

recollection's power Is given, 

he vale of humble life, 

stim sad of fortune's strife, 

' the tender gushing tear, 

: recognise my master dear, 

idless, low we meet together. 

Sir, your hand— my friend and brother ! 



TO A LOUSE. 

SING ONK ON A LADT'S BONNET AT CHUaCH. 

hare ye gaun, ye crowllii' ferllc ? 
npndcnce protects you sairly • 
\ aay but ye strunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace ; 
alth ! I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 

r. creepin', blastit wonner, 

ed, shnnn'd by sannt an* shmcr, 

are yon set your fit upon her, 

Sae fliic a lady! 
me where else and seek your dinner, 

On some poor body. 

in some beggar's haffet sqnattlc : 

fc may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle, 

er kindred, Jumping cattle, 

In shoals and nations : 
horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 

lud you there, ye'rc out o' siglit, 
the fatt'riis, snug an' tight ; 
th ye yet ! ye'Il no be right 

Till ye've got on It, 
ra tapmost tow'ring height 

O' Miss's bonnet. 

th ; riffht banld ye set yonr nose out, 
np and grey as onie grozet ; 
some rank, mercurial rozet. 

Or fell, red smcdu m, 
yon sic a hearty dose o't. 

Wad dress your droddnm I 

la been surprised to spy 
an auld wife's flnnnen toy; 
ins some bit dnddie boy, 

On's wyliecoat; 
ss's fine Lunardl,84 fle I 

How dare ye do't? 

y, dinna toss your head, 
yonr beauties a* abroad ! 



Ye little ken what cursed speed 
^ The blastie's raakin' ! 

Thae winks and finger ends, I dreaJ, 

Are notice takin* ! 
O wad some power the glftle gie us 
To see oursels as others see us ! 
It wad frae monle a blunder free us, 
^^ And foolisli notion : 

What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us, 

And ev'n devotion! 



ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

I. 
Edina ! Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and towers. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet, 

Sat Legislation's sovereign powers! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flowers, 

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd. 
And singing, lone, the fing'ring hours, 

1 shelter in thy hoiiour'd shade. 
II. 
Here wealth still swells the golden tide. 

As busy Trade his labour plies ; 
There Architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and splendour rise ; 
Here Justice, from her native skies. 

High wields her balance and her rod; 
There learning, with his eagle eyes, 

Seeks Science in her coy abode. 

ni. 
Thy sons, Edina! social, kind. 

With open arms, the stranger hail ; 
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral mind. 

Above the narrow, rural vale; 
Attentive still to sorrow's wail. 

Or modest merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fail ! 

And never envy blot their name ! 

IV. 

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn 

(Jay as the gilded summer sky. 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn. 

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 
Fair BumctM strikes th' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on ray fancy shine : 
I see the Sire of Love on high. 

And own his work indeed divine ! « 

v. 
There, watching high the least alarms. 

Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar; 
Like some bold vet'ran, grey in arms. 

And mark'd with many a seamy scar: 
The pond'rons walls and massy bor, 

Grlm-rislng o'er the rugged rock. 
Have oft withstood assailing war. 

And oft repell'd th' invader's shock. 

VI. 

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 

I view that noble, stately dome. 
Where Scotia's kings of other years, 

Fam'd heroes ! had their royal home : 
Alas ! how changed the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dust ! 
Their hapless race wlld-wand'rlng roam, 

Tho' rigid law cries out, 'twas Just! 

VII. 

Wild beats ray heart to trace your steps, 

Whose ancestors, in days of yore. 
Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
E'en I who sing in rustic lore. 

Haply, my sires have left their shed, 
And faced grim danger's loudest roar. 

Bold-following where your fathers led I 

vin. 
Edina ! Scotia's darling seat! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's soy'rcign pow'rs ; 
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From marking wildlj scatter'd flowers, 
As on tho banks of Ayr I straj'd. 

And singing, lone, the flng'ring noars, 
I Bhelter'd In thy bonoar'd inade. 



EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK. 
AS OLD SCOTTISH BABD, APBXL IST, 1785. 

While l)riers an* woodbines budding green, 
An' paltricks scraicbln* lond at e'en. 
An* morning poassie whiddin* seen. 

Inspire my mas, 
This freedom in an unknown trlen* 

I pray excnao. 

On Faston-e'en wo had a rockin' 
To ca* the crack and weave onr atockln' ; 
And there was mnckle fan and Jokin\ 

Ye need na, doabt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokln' 

At sang about. 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 
A boon them a' It pleas'd me best, 
That some kind husband had addrcst 

To tome sweet wife: 
It thlrl'd the heart-strings thro' the breast, 

A* to Uie life. 

I've scarce heard onght described sae weel 
What ffcn'rous manly bosoms feel : 
Thought I, 'Can this be Fone, or Steele, 

Or Seattle's wark?' 
They-taold me '(was an old kind chlel 
About Muirklrk, 

It pat me fldsln'-fain to hear't, 
And sae about ntm there I spier t. 
Then a' that ken't him. round deciar'd 

He had iuginc. 
That nane excell'd it, few cam ncar't. 

It was sae fine ; 

That, set him to a pint of ale, 
An' either douce or merry tale. 
Or rhymes an' sanans he'a made himscl', 

Or witty catches, 
•Tween Inverness and Teviotdale, 

Ue had few matches. 

Then up I gat, an* swoor an attb, 
Tho' I should pawn my pjeugh an' gralth, 
Or die a cadger pownie's deatti. 

At some dyke back, 
A pint an' gill I*d gie them baith 

TO hear your crack. 

But, first an* foremost, I could tell, 
Amaist as soon as I could spell, 
I to tho crambo-Jingle fell; 

Tho* rude an' rough, 
Yet crooning to a body's sel*. 

Does weel enough. 

I am nae poet, in a sense. 
But lust a rhymer, like by chance, 
An* hae to learning nae pretence. 

Yet, what the matter? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 
I jingle at her. 

Your critic folk may cock their nose, 
And say, * How can yon e'er propose. 
You, wna ken hardly verses frae prose. 

To raak a sang?* 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye 're maybe wrong. 

What*8 a' your jargon o* your schools, 
Yonr Latin names for horns an' stools; 
Jt honest nature nmtieyoQ fools, 

■ET^f,. .. TV/wt salrs your grammars? 

re aifotter taen up spade and shools. 

Or kuappUi'iunuwxn, 



A set o' doll, conceited taastaei. 
Confuse their orahn in etritegv ciMiQiT 
They gang in stlrka, and eome out oases, 

Plain troth to speak ; 
Au* syne they think to climb Pamasans 

By dint o* Greek! 



Gie mo ae 
That's 
Then 



rko'nataro*sflre! 



mo ae spark O" natnro's 11 
a a' tho learning I desire i 
tho* I dmge thro' dnb an^ 



mire 
At pleagh or cart. 
My muse, tho' hamely In attire. 

May toiKdi the lieart. 

Oh for a spunk o' Allan's glee. 
Or Ferguson's the banld and stee. 
Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to be. 

Uleanliitltl 
That would be lear enough fOr xne 1 
If I coold get it.. 

Now, Sir, If ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends I b*lieTe are few. 
Yet, if your catalogue be fou* 

i'so no insist. 
But gif ye want ae friend that*8 tnie« 

I*m on your UsL 

I winna blaw about myseT ; 
As ill I like my faulu to tell ; 
But friends and folk that wish me well, 

They sometiinea roose me 
Tho* I maun own, as monle still 

As far abate me. 

There's ae wee fant they wbylea lay to me, 
I like tbo lasses— (}ude forgle met 
For monle a plack they wheedle frae me. 

Ataanceorfair: 
Maybe some Ither thing they gie mo 

They weel can spare. 

But Manchline race, or MaacUlne fair, 
I should be proud to meet you there ; 
We'se gie ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forgather. 
An' hae a swap o* rliymin*-ware 

Wr ane anither. 

The four-gill chap, we'se gar him Utter, 
An* kirson nim wi reeUn' water; 
Syne we'll sit down an tak oar whittor, 

To cheer oar heart ; 
An* fallh, we*so be acquainted better 

Before we part. 

Awa' ye selfish warty race, 
Wha think that bavins, sense, an* grace, 
Ev'n love and friendship shonld give place 

To catch the plack I 
I dlnna llko to see yonr lace, 

JTor hear yonr endc 

Hilt ye whom social pleasure charms. 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms, 
>yho hold your being on tho terms, 

*£ach aid the otlNTs,* 
Come to my bowl, come to my anna, 

My triads, my bioChenl 

But, to conclude nay lans epistle. 
As mv auld pen's worn to the grtewe : 
Twa lines frae yon wad gar me flssle. 

Who am most fenrent, 
While I can either sing; or whlaslai, 

Your friend and terraat 
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TO THE SAME. 

ATBIL 21, 1785. 

While now-ca'd kye rowte at the ttakt, 
An' pownies reek in plough or braik, 
Tills hour on e'enin's edge I take. 

To own I'm debtor 
To Ivouesl-UcaxU^ a,v\^'VA:(yra!OK^ 

T«\&VaodX\RNiMt 



TO William simpsok. 
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FoHesket sair, with weary leflrs, 
Rattlm' the com ont-owrc the riffi, 
Or dealing thro' amuiB the naigs 

Their ten hoars' bite, 
My awkward mnsa sair pleads and begs, 
I would na write. 

The tapetless ramfeesled hisEle, 
She's salt at best, and aomethbig lazj, 
Quo' she, ^ Ye ken we've been sae bnsy 

Thia month an' mair, 
That, tronth I my head is grown right dizzle. 
An' 8(Hnething sair.' 



yetbowlessjadi 



Her dowff ezauejpat me mad : 
'Conscience,* says I, *;. 
I'll write, au that a hearty bland, 

ThlSTeranJght; 
So dinna y« affront your tniae. 

But rhyme it right. 

* ShaU banld Lapraik, the king o* hearts, 
Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes. 
Boose you sae weel for yonr deserts. 

In terms kae friendly, 
Tet ye'Il neglect to shaw yonr parts. 

An' thank him kindly V 

Sae I gat paper In a blink. 
An* down gaod stumble In the ink : 
Quoth I, 'Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow I'll dose it ; 
An if ye winna mak* it clink, 

By Jove, I'll proso It." 

Sae I've begnn to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or vrose, or balth thegither. 
Or some hotcn-pottii that's rightly neither. 

Let time mak proof ; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

JoDBt clean aff-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne*er grudge an* carp, 
Tho^ fortune use yon liard and sharp ! 
Come, kittle up yoor mooiiand harp 

Wi* gleesome touch ! 
Ke'er mind how fortune waft and warp ; 

She's but a b-tch. 

She's glen me monie a Jirt and fleg. 
Sin' I conld striddle owre a' rtar! 
But, by the Lordjt^bo' I should beg, 

wi' lyart pow 
I'll laugh, an' sing, an' shake my leg, 

As lung's I dow! 

Now comes the sax and twentieth simmer, 
I've seen the bud upo* the timmer. 
Still persecuted by the limmer, 

Frae year to year : 
But yet, despite the Uttle l^immer, 

I, Rob, am liere. 

Do ye envy the cl^ gent, 
Behlnt a kist to lie andlklent. 
Or purse-proud, big wl' cent, per cent. 

And mnokle wame. 
In some bit bmgh tm repreeent 

A Bailie name? 

Or Is't the paoghty, feudal Thane, 
Wi' ruffled sark and ghmcin' cane, 
Wha thinks himself nae sheep-shank bane. 

But lordly stalks 
While caps an* bonnets nff are taen. 

As by be walks? 

' O Then wlw gies ns each gnid gift! 
Ole me o* wit and sense a lift, 
Then torn mo if thon please adrift 
Thro* Scotland wide; 
Wi* cits nor lairds 1 would na* shlfi; 
In a* their pride r 

Wen this the charter ot our state. 
* On peia'o'heU be rich aad great. 



Damnation tlien would be our fate, 

Beyond remead ; 
Bat, thanks to Beav'n I that's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 

For thus the royal mandate ran. 
When first the human race began. 
The social, friendly, honest man, 

Whate'er he be, 
' Tis he f alfils great Nature's plan. 
An' none but her 

O mandate glorious and divine ! 
The followers o' the ragged Nine. 
Poor glorions devils ! yet may shine 

In glorious light. 
While sordid sons of Mammoth's light. 
Are dark as night. 

The' here they scrape, an' squeeze, an' growL 
Their worthless nlovefu' of a soul 
May in some future carcase howl 

The forest's fright ; 
Or in some day-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 

Then may Lapraik and Bums arise. 
To reach their native, kindred skies. 
And sing their pleasures, hopes, and Joys, 

In some mild sphere. 
Still closer knit In friendsliip's ties. 

Each passing year! 



TO WILLIAM SIMPSON. 
OCHILTRXS. 

May, 1785. 
I GAT your letter, winsome Willie ; 
Wl' pratefn' heart I thank yon brawlia ; 
Tho' I maun say't, I wad be silly. 

An' nnco vain. 
Should I believe, my coaxin* bilUe. 

Your flatterin* strain. 

Bnt I'se believe ye kindly meant it, 
I snd be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented 

On my poor mnsie ; 
Tho' in sic phraisin* terras ye've penn*d it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 

My senses wad be in a creel. 
Should 1 but dare n hope to speel. 
Wi' Allan or wi' Gilbertfleld, 

The braes of fame ; 
Or Fergnsson, the writer-chlel, 

A deathless name. 

(Oh Fergnsson ! thy glorions parts 
III suited law's dry musty arts ! 
My curse upon your whnnstane hearts, 

Ye E'nbmgh gentry ! 
The tithe o' what ye waste at caries, 

wad stow'd his pantry !) 

Yet whan a tale comes i' my head. 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed, 
As whiles they re like to be my dead, 

(Oh, sad disease !) 
I kittle up my mstic reed; 

It gies me ease. 

Anld Coila, now, may fldge fu' fain, 
She's gotten poets o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their chanters wiima hain, 

But tune their lays. 
Till echoes all resound again 

Iler weel-snng praise. 

Nae noet thought her worth his while, 
To set her name in rocasur'd style; 
She lay like some unkenn*-d of isle 

Beside New-Holland, 
Or wharc wild-meeting oceans boll 

1 Ham^Ly an* Iwcdo^aaY^tvoAAna 
» Qled FoTtti atC lay ^VklX. «Qwstv\ 
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Yarrow an* Tweed to monie a tane, 
Owre Scotland ring. 

While Irwlu, Lngar, Ayr, an' Doon, 
Nae body sings. 

Th* lUIxsus. nber, Thames, an* Seine, 
Glide sweet hi monie a tnnefu' line; 
But, Willie, set yonr flt to mine. 

An* cock yonr crest. 
We'll gar oar streams and bamles shine 

Up wi' the best ! 

We'll sing ould Coila's plains an* fells. 
Her moors red-k>rown wi heather bells, 
Jier banks an' braes, her dens an' dells, 

Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gree, as stonr tells, 

Frae sonthron billies. 

At Wallace' name what Scottish blood 
Bnt boils np in a spring tide flood! 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By Wallace' side. 
Still pressing onward, red-wat-shod. 

Or glorious died ! 

Oh sweet are Coila's haughs an* woods, 
When lintwhites chant among the buds, 
An' Jinking hares, in amorous whids, 

Their loves enjoy, 
While thro' the brae the cnshat croods 

With wailfn' cry! 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave thro* the naked tree, 
Or frost on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or blinding dHfts, wild-furious flee, 

Dark'ning the day ! 

Oh, nature! a' thy shows an' forms 
To feeling, pensive nearts hae charms! 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wl' life an*^ light, 
Or winter howls^n gusty storms. 

The laug, dark night; 

The mnse, nae poet ever fand her, 
Till by hlmsei* he learn*d to wander, 
Adown some trotting bum's meander 

An' no think lang. 
Oh sweet, to stray, an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 

The war'ly race may drudge and drive. 
Hog-shout licr, Jundie, stretch, an' strive ; 
Let me fair nature's face descrive. 

And I, wi' pleasure. 
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive. 

Bum o'er their treasure. 

Fnreweel, ' my rhyme-composing brltlier !' 
We've been owre lang nnkenn'd to ither, 
Kow let us lay our heads thegither. 

In love fraternal ! 
May envy wallop in a tether. 

Black fiend, infernal. 

While highlandmen hate tolls and taxes ; 
While moorlan' herds like guld fat braxies; 
While terra firma on her axis 

Diurnal turns. 
Count on a friend, in faith and practice, 

In Robert Burns. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Mr memory's no worth a preen ; 
I had amaist forgotten clean. 
Ye bade me write yon what they mean 

By this New-Llght,8' 
'Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Malst like to fight. 

In days when mankind were bnt callans 
At grammar, logic, an* sic talents, 
They took nae pains their speech to balance. 

Or rules to gi'c. 
But spak their thoughts in plain braid Lallans, 
Like you or me. 



In thae auid times, they thoai^t t1i6 lilAQIi* 
Just like a sark, or pair o* thoon. 
Wore by degrees, till her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing. 
An' shortly after she was done. 

They gat a new ane. 

This past for certain, nndispnted; 
It ne'er cam i' their heads to donbt it. 
Till chiels gat np an' wad oonfate it. 

An* ca*d It wrang ; 
An' mnckle din there was about it, 

Baith loud and lang. 

Some herds, weel leam'd npo' the beuk. 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk ; 
For 'twas tne auld moon tam*a a nenk. 

An' out o' sight. 
An* backlins-comin', to the leak. 

She grew mair bright. 

This was denv'd— it was afllrm'd : 
The herds and herseis were alarm*d ; 
Tlie rev'rend grey-beards rav'd an* storm'd, 

liiat beardless laddies 
Should think they better were inform'd 

Than their auld daddies. 

Frae less to mair It gaed to sticks ; 
Frae words an' aiths to clears an' nicks ; 
An' monie a fallow gat his licka, 

Wl' hearty cmnt; 
An* some, to learn them for their tricks. 
Were hang'd an' bmnt. 

This game was play'd in monie lands. 
An' Anld-Light caddies bure sic hands, 
That, faith, the youngsters took the sands 

Wi nimble shanks. 
Till lairds forbade, by strict commands. 
Sic bluidy pranks. 

But New Light herds gat sic a cowe. 
Folk thought them ruln'd stick-an'-stowe, 
Till now amaist on ev'ry knowe, 

Yc'Il find ane plac'd; 
An' some, their New Light fair avow, 

Just quite barefac'd. 

Nae doubt the Auld Light flocks are bleatin'; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd an' sweatin* ; 
Mysel', I've even seen them greetin* 

Wi' gimln' spite. 
To hear the moon sac sadly He'd on 

By word an' write. 

But shortly they will cowe the loons! 
Some Auld Light nerds In neibor towns 
Are mind't in things they ca' ballooas, 

To tak a flight. 
An' stay a month amang the moons 

An' see them right. 

Gnid observation they will gle them ; 
An' when the auld moon's gaun to lea'e them 
The hindmost shalrd, they'll fetch It wi* them 
An' when the New-Light billies see them, 
I think they*ll crouch 1 

Sae. ye observe that a* this clatter 
Is naething but a * moonshine matter:* 
But tho' dull prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tulzie, 
I hope, we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sic bmlzlo. 



EPISTLE TO J. RANKINE,M 

KSCLOSIVQ sous FORMS. 

Oh rough, rude, ready-witted Rankine. 
The wale o' cocks for fun and drinkin* I 
There's mony godly folks are thinkln'. 

Your dreamsw an* tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkln'. 

Straight to auld Nlck'a. 



JOHN BARLETCORN. 



M sae monle cracks an* cants, 
▼oar wicked, drunken rants, 
Ir a devil o' the sannts. 

An' fill them fon, 
en their failings, flaws, an' wants, 
Are a' seen thro*. 

Kjrisy, In mercy spare it: 
3lv robe. dinna tear it ! 
; for their sakes wha aften wear It, 

The lads in black ! 
ar corst wit, when it comes near it, 

Blves't aff their back. 

c, wicked sinner, wha ye're skaithing, 
t the blne-gown badge an* claitbing 
its ; tak that, yc lea'e them naetUiug 

To ken them by, 
3y unregenerate heathen 

Like you or I. 

lent you here some rhyming ware, 
I bargaln'd for an* mair ; 
len ye hae an hour to spare, 

I will expect 
ag,» ye'll sen't wi^ cannic care, 

And no neglect. 

!aith, sma' heart hae I to sing ! 
se dow scarcely spread her wing I 
ly'd mysel a bonnie sprintr, 

An'danc'dmy fill! 
er gaen and salr'd the king 

At Banker's Hill. 

I ae night lately in ray fun 

i roving wi' the gun, 

nght a paitrick to the gran, 

A bonnie hen, 
I the twilight was begun. 

Thought nane wad ken. 

oor wee thing was little hurt; 

it it a wee for sport, 

Ihikin' they wad fash me for't ; 

But, dcil-ma care ! 
»dy tells the poacher-court 

The hale affair. 

auld us'd hands had ta'en a note, 
: a hen had got a shot ; 
aspected for the plot ; 

I scom'd to lie ; 
Jie whlssle o' my groat. 

An' pay't the fee. 

)y my gun, o' guns the wale, 
my pout her an' my hall, 
my hen, an' by her tall, 

I vow an' swear ! 
ae shall pay o'er moor an' dale. 

For this, neist year. 

^n's the clockin'-time Is by, 
wee pouts begun to cry, 
so hae sportiir by an' by 
^ , For my gowd guinea : 
honld herd the ouckskin kje 
Fort, in Virginia: 

:h, they had racikle for to blame I 
either broken wing nor limb, 
i-three draps abont the wame. 

Scarce thro* the feathers; 
th a yellow George to claim. 

An' thoTe their blethers! 

» me aye as mad's a hare ; 
I rhyme nor write nae mair, 
myworths again is fair. 

When time's expedient: 
hilo I am, res|)ected Sir, 

Yonr most obedient. 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN.^ 

▲ BALLAD. 

I. 

These were three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high, 

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

IL 

They took a plough and plongh'd him down, 

Put clods upon nis head. 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

ui. 
But the cheerful spring came Idndly on. 

And show'rs began to fall : 
John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore snrprls'd them all. 

IV. 

The sultry suns of summer came, 

And he grew thick and strong, 
His head weel arm'd wi* pointed spears. 

That no one should him wrong. 

V. 

The sober antumn enter'd mild. 

When he grew wan and pale ; 
His bending Joints and drooping head 

Show'd he began to fail. 

VI. 

His colour sicken'd more and more, 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To show their deadly rage. 

VII. 

They've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp, 

And cut him by the knee : 
Then tied him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgeric. 

VIII. 

They laid him down upon his back. 

And cndgeil'd him full sore ; 
They hung him up before tlie storm. 

And tnrn'd him o'er and o'er. 

IX. 

They filled up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim. 
They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let him sink or swim. 

X. 

They laid him out upon the floor. 

To work him farther woe, 
And still as signs of life appear'd 

They toss'd hhn to and fro. 

XI. 

They wasted o'er a scorching flame. 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But a miller used hhn worst of all. 

For he crosh'd him between two stones 

xn. 
And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood 

And drank it ronnd and round : 
And still the more and more they drank. 

Their Joy did more abound. 

XIII. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise. 
For if you do but taste his blood, 

'Twill make your courage rise, 

XIV. 

'Twill make a man forget his woe : 

Twill heighten all his Joy; 
'Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 
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Then let ns toast John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass tn hand ; 

And maj his great posterity 
No'er faU in old Scotland! 



A FRAGMENT. 

Tune—'' KUiioraukic." 

When Guildford good onr pilot stood. 

And did our helm thraw. man, 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 

Within America, man : 
Then np they gat the miiskln-pnt. 

And in the sea did jaw, mnn; 
An* did nae less, tn full congress, 

Than quite refuse onr law, man. 

u. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he was no slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrie's bum he took a tm-n. 

And Carlcton did ca\ man : 
But yet. what-reck, he, at Quch«c, 

Montgomery-like, did fa\ mnn : 
Wi' sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his enemies a', man. 

III. 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage. 

Was kept at Boston Ha\ man ; 
Till Willie How.e took o'er the knowc 

For Philadelphia, man : 
Wl' sword an* gnn he thought a sin, 

Guid Christian blood to draw, man ; 
But at New-York, wl' knife and fork. 

Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 

IV. 

Bnrgoyne gaed np, like spnr an' whip, 

Till Fraser brave did fa', roan ; 
Then lost his way, ao misty day. 

In Saratago shaw, man. 
Comwallis fought as lang's he dought. 

An' did the buckskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton's glaive frae rust to save 

He hung it to the wa', mnn. 

v. 

Then Montague, nn' Guildford too. 

Began to fear a' fa', man ; 
And SackviUe dourc, wha stood the stoarc. 

The German Chief to thraw, mnn ; 
For Paddy Bnrke, like onio Turk, 

Mae mercy had at a', man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

An' lows'd his tinkler jaw, man. 

VI. 

Then Rockingham took np the game ; 

Till death did on him ca*. man ; 
Wlien Shclburne meek held Qp his chee 

Conform to gospel law« man. 
Saint Stephen s boys, wl' iarriug noise. 

They did his measures thraw, man. 
For North and Fox luiitea stocks. 

And bore him to the wa', man, 

vn. 
The clnbs an' hearts were Charlies cartes, 

He swept the stakes awa', man. 
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race. 

Led him a stilr faux pcUy man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads. 

On Chatham's bov did ca', man : 
An' Scotland drew^ ner pipe, an' blew, 

" Up, Willie, waur them a', man ! 

vm. 

Behind the throne then Grcnville's gone. 

A pccret word or twa, man; 
mi//e slee Duudas aroan'd the class 
xfe-nart/t the Jtonum wa, man; 



An' Chatham's wraith, in heaveabr flralUi, 

(inspired bardtos saw, bim) 
WV kindling eyes, cry'd* »»WI«i«. rise I 

Would I lute fear'd them a*, man? 

IX. 

But word an' blow. North, Fox and Co., 

GowfTd WiUle like a ba', man. 
Tin Southrons raise, and cooaC tneir claiM 

Bfdilnd him in a raw, man ; 
An' Caledon threw by the drone. 

An' did her wlttle draw, man : 
An' swoor fa' rado, thro' dirt and blood 

To make it guld in law, man. 



SONG. 

Tune—'' Corn Rigs aro Bonnie.** 

I. 
It was upon a Lammas night. 
When corn rigs are bounie. 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I heldawe to Annte: 
Tlie time Uew by wi' tentleas heed, 

'Till tween the late and early, 
WI' sma' porsnasion she agreed. 
To see me thro' the barley. 

II. 
Tlie sky was bine, the wind was still. 

The moon was shining clearly; 
I set her down, wi' right good will 

Aiuang the rigs o' barley. 
I ken't her heart was a* ray ain; 

I lov'd her most slncerefy ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again, 

Amaug tlio rigs o' barley. 

III. 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace ;' 

Her heart was bcnting rarely; 
My blessing on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs o' barley! 
But by the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hour so clearly. 
She aye shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigaro' barley] 

IV. 

I hae been blithe wi' comrades dear; 

I hae been merry drinkin'; 
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin g«ir; 

I hae been nappy thinkiir :: 
But a' the pleasures e'er 1 si^w, 

Tho' throe times doubled fftfrly. 
That happy night was worth them a' 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

CHOBITS. 

Com rigs an' barley rigs. 
An' com rigs are bonnie ; 

I'll ne'er forget that happy night, 
-^Jnang the rigs wl' Annie. 
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COMPOSEO IN AUGUST. 

Tune—'-'l had a horse, I had nao main" 
I. 

Now westlln' winds, and slanght-rlng guns, 

Bring autumn's pleasant weather; 
The moorcock springs, on whining wings, 

Amangthe blooming heather : 
Now waving grain, wide o>r tho plain, 

Delights the weary farmer; 
And the moon shines bright, -when I rove at 
i\lKbt, 

To muae u^oxv m^ Ocaxxoat . 



SOK<} 



. The piurtridge lorM the fraitfal fell ; 

The plover loves the moimtaliis: 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells; 

The soaring hem the foontalns: 
Thro' loft V groves the cashat roves, 
The patn of man to shon It ; 
' The hazel bash o'erhanos the thmsh. 
The spreading thorn the linnet. 

xn. 
Thns ev*ry kind their pteasare find, 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitarv wander : 
Avatint, away I the crnel sway. 

Tyrannic man*s dominion : 
The sportsman's Joy, the mnrd'rlng cry, 

Tlie flatt'ring, gory pinion! 

ir. 
But Pegar dear, the ev'nlng's clear. 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky Is blae, the fields In view. 

All fading-green and yellow: 
Come let us stray our gladsome way. 

And view the charms of nature; 
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn. 

And ev'ry happy creature. 

V. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 

Swear how I love thee dearly: 
Not vernal show'rs to budding flow'rs, 

Not autumn to the farmer, 
So dear can be as thou to me. 

My fair, my lovely chaiinerl 



8 ON a. 
Tune—'* My Nannie, O I" 

I. 

Behind yon hill, where Stinchar flows, 

Mang moors an' mosses many, O I 
The wintry sun the day has clos'd, 

And I'll awa' to Nannie, O I 

Ji. 
The westlin' wind blaws loud an* shrill ; 

The night's baith mirk and rainy, 1 
But I'U get my plaid and out I'U steal. 

An' owre the hills to Nannie, ! 

ni. 

My Nannle*8 charming, sweet, an' young ; 

Kae artf u' wiles to win ye, O I 
May ill befa' the flattering tongno 

That wad beguile my Nannie O ! 

rv. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true. 
As spotless as sh^'s bonnie, O ! 

The opening gowan, wet wl' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie, O ! 

V 
A country lad is my degree, 

An' few there be that ken mo, 0! 
But what care I how few they bo, 

I'm welcome aye to Nannie O ! 

VI. 

My riches a's my penny-fee. 
An' I maun guide It cannle, ! 

Bnt warl's gear ne'er troubles me. 
My thoughts are a' my Nannie, 01 

▼n. 
Our auld Gnidman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonnie, 01 



BuVrmM''biithethat'han^ 



An' has nae care but Nannie, 



Vttt. 

Come weel, come woe, I care na by, 
III take what Heaven will sen' me, O! 

Nae ither care In life have I, 
But live, an.' love my Nannie, O ! 



GBE£N GROW THE BASHES. 

▲ PRAOXfiVT. 
CHORUS. 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend. 

Are spent amang the lasses, O ! 

I. 

There's nought but care on every han'. 
In every hour that passes, O! 

What signifies the life o' man, 
An' 'twere na for the lasses, O! 
Green grow, &c. 

n. 

The warly race may riches chase, 
An' riches still may^fly them, O! 

An' though at last they catch them fast, 
Tlieir. hearts can no'er enjoy them, 01 
Green grow, &c. 

III. 

Bnt gie me a canny hour at e'en, 
My arms about my dearie, O! 

An warly cares, an' warly men, 
May a*^ gae tapsalteerie. O ! 

Green grow, &c. 



IV. 



For 



Dr you so douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye ro nought but senseless asses, O! 
The wisest man the warld e'er saw. 
He dearly loved the lasses, O ! 
Green grow, &c. 

r. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears, 
Her noblest work she classes, ! 

Her 'prentice han' she tried on man, 
And then she made the lasses, O! 
Green grow, &e. 



SONG. 
Tttn«— " Jockies Grey Breeks." 

L 

Again rejoicing Nature sees 
Her robe assume Its vernal hues, 

Her leafy locks wave In the breeze. 
All freshly steep'd In morning dews. 

CHORUB.M 

And maun I still on Menle** doat. 
And bear the scorn that's in her'e'e ? 

For it's Jet, Jet black and It's like a hawk. 
And It wlnna let a body be ! 

IL 

In vain to me the cowslips blaw. 
In vain to mo the violets spring; 

In vain to me, in glen or shaw. 
The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 
And maun I still, «!tc. 

III. 
The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 

wr Joy the tentie seedsman stalks, 
Bnt life to me's a weary dreaoL, 

A dream, ol an^WMLXtA-^vc^n^skA. 



UtTfeKs* l>OEticAL tVOftlt^. 



IV. 



The wanton coot tho wnter nkinis, 
Amang the reeds tlio tliicklhigD cry, 

Hie stately awun inaJestiu swims, 
And everything is blest bnt I. 

And laaaa I sUU, &c. 

V. 

The shepherd steeks his faulding slap. 
And owre the moorlands whistle shrill, 

Wr wild, unequal, wandering step, 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And mann I still, &c 

VI. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blltlte wankens by the daisy's side. 

And mounts and sings on fluttering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

And maun 1 still, &c 

VII 

Come. Winter, with thine angry howl. 
And raging bend the naked tree; 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul. 
When nature all Is sad like me. 

CHORUS. 

And mann I stUl on Menle doat. 
And bear the scorn that's in her c'e ? 

For it's Jet black, and It's like a hawk. 
An' it wiuoa let a body be.^ 



8 O N (J . 

Tune—'' Roslln Castle." 

I. 
Thb gloomy night Is gath'rlng fast. 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast, 
Yon murky cloud 1m foul wi' rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain : 
The hunter now has left the moor, 
The scatter'd coveys meet secure. 
While here I wander prest wl' care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

II. 
The Autumn mourns her ripening com. 
By early Winter's ravage torn ; 
Across her placid, azure sky. 
She sees the scowling tempest fly ; 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave,— 
J think upon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger i must dare. 
Far from the bounic banks of Ayr. 

III. 
Tisnot the surging billow's ronr, 
*Tls not that fatal deadly shore : 
Tho' death In every shape appear, 
Tlie wretched have no more to ftar ! 
Bnt round my heart the ties are bound, 
Tliat heart transpierced with many a wound; 
These bleed afresh, those tics 1 tour. 
To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

IV. 

Farewell, old Cotla's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 
The scenes were wretched fancy roves. 
Pursuing past unhappy loves I 
Farewell, my friends! farewell, my foes! 
My peace with these, my love with those— 
The bursting tears my heart declare. 
Farewell the bonnie banks of Ayr! 



lint boundless oceans roaring widet 

Between my love and me, 
Tliey never, never can dlvldo 

Aiy heart and soul from thee. 

II. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that 1 adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear, 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by. 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part. 

And thine that latest sigh ! 



BONO. 

r«n«-"Onderoy." 

1. 
Fnoy thee. Eliza, 1 must go, 
And from my native shore: 
T/jo cruel £ateH between us throw 
A OoanUloss oeean's roar; 



THE FAREWELL, 

TO THE BRETHREN OK ST. JAMKS't) LODGE, TA 
BOLTON. 

Tune—'' Good night and Joy be wi' you a' J 

I. 
Adtku ! a heart-warm, fond adlcn ! 

Dear brothers of the mystic tie! 
Ye favour'd, ye enllghten'd few. 

Companions of my social Joy! 
Tlio* I to foreign lands must hie. 

Pursuing Fortune's slipp'ry ba'. 
With melting heart, and brimful eye, 

I'll mind you still, tho* far awu'. 

II 
Oft have I met your social band. 

And spent the cheerful festive night; 
Oft, honour'd with supremo command. 

Presided o'er the 8ons of Light ; 
And by that Hieroglyphic Bright, 

Which none but Craftsmen ever saw; 
Strong Mem'ry on my heart shall write 

Those happy scenes when far awa'I 

ni. 
May Freedom, Harmony, and Love, 

Unite you in the grand design. 
Beneath the Omniscient Rye above, 

Tlie glorious Architect Divine! 
That you may keep th' unerring line, 

Still rising Dv the plummet's law. 
Till Order brignt completely shine. 

Shall be my pray'r when far awa*. 

rv. 

And you. farewell ! whom merits clatan, 
tlustlv, that highest badge to wear ! 

Ho.iv'ii bless your honour d, noble name, 
To Masonry and Scotia dear! 

A last request, permit me here. 
When yearly ye assemble a'. 

One roumWI ask It with a tear- 
To hlra, the Bard that's for awa*! 



RONG. 

Tune—" Prepare, my dear brethren, to th* 
tavern let's fly." 

I 

So churchman am I for to rail and to write. 
No stutesmaa nor soldier to nlotor to flght. 
No sly man of husiness contriving a snare,~ 
For a big-bellied bottle's the whole of my ca 

II. 
The peer I don't envy, I give him his bow: 
I scorn n«>t tho peasant, tho' ever so low ; 
But a club of g«K>d fellows, like those that 

here, 
And a bottle like this, are my glory and can 

IIL 

Here passes the squire on his brother— his ho 
There centum per centum, thecit with hisiiu 
Bnt see yon The Crown, how It waves In 

air! 
'n\eT«, tt.'\A%<^\\\ftQL\\Qiltte still eases my car 



ftLKoY o)r ciAi^Am Uk'ftBfsw nfcNDidtsoir. 



ir- 



fhe wito of my bOMHO. alas! she did die! 
For sweet ooiuolacioD to diarcb I did fly ; 
I found that old ttolomon proved it fair, 
niat a big-belUed bottle's a cure tot all care. 

V. 

lonce was persuaded a Tentnre to make ; 
A letter Inform'd me tbat all was to wreck : 
Bat the pursy old landlord Just waddl'd up- 
stairs. 
With a glorions bottle that ended my cares. 

VI. 

' Life's cares they are comfoirts*M— a maxim laid 

down 
By the bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the 

biackgown; 
And faith I acree with th* old prig to a hair ; 
For a blg-belued bottle's a heaven o€ care, 

[A Stanza added in a Mason Lodge.] 

Then fill up a bumper and make it o'erflow. 
And honours masonic prepare for to throw : 
May every true brother of the compass and 

square 
Have a big-bellied bottle when harass'd with 

care! 



WRITTEN IN FBIAK8-CARSE HERMITAGE, 

ON NITHSIDB. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead. 
Be thou clad in russet weed. 
Be tbon deck'd in silken stole. 
Grave these counsels on thy soul:— 

' Life Is but a day at most. 
Sprung from night, in darkness lost 
Hope not sunshine every hour, 
Fear not clouds will always lower. 

As youth and love with sprightly dance, 
Beneatl>tliy morning star advance, 
Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair; 
Let prudence bless enjoyment's cup. 
Then rsptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high. 
Life's meridian flaming nigh. 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud summits wonldst thou scale ? 
Check thy climbing step, elate, 
Evils lurk in felon wait: 
Dangers, eagle-pinion'd bold, 
Soar around each cliffy hold. 
) While cheerful peace, with linnet. 
Chants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of ev'nlng dose, 

Beck'ning thee to repose ; 

As life itself becomes disease. 

Seek the chimney-nenk of ease. 

There ruminate with sober thought, 

On all thou'st seen, and heard, and wrought; 
' And teach the sportive younkers round, 
, Saws of experience, sage and sound. 
/ Say, man's true, genuine estimate, 
/ The grand criterion of his fate. 

Is not. Art thou high or low ? 

Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 

Did many talents gild thy span ? 

Or frugal nature grudge thee one? 

Tell them, and press it on their mind, 

As thou thyself must shortly find, 
. The smile or frown of awful Heav'n, 
> To virtue or to vlee is giv'n. 

Say. to be Just, and kind, and wise, 

There solid self-enloyment lies; 

That foolish, selfish, faithless ways. 

Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 



Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awmkfli 
Night where dawn sHalt never break, 
nil future life, future no more. 
To light and Joy the good restore. 
To light and joy unknown before. 
Stranger, go, Heav n be thy guide ! 
Quod the beadsman of Nlth-side. 



ODE. 

SACRED TO THE XKMORT OT UBS. OSWALD. 

DWELLKK in you dungeon dark, 
Hangman of creation ! mark 
Who in widow-weeds appears. 
Laden with unhonoured years. 
Noosing with care a bursting purse. 
Baited with many a deadly curse I 

8TBOFHB. 

View the wither'd beldam's face— 

Can thy keen Inspection trace 

Aught of hnmanity's sweet, melting grace ? 

Not that eye, 'tis rhuem o'erflows. 

Pity's flood there never rose. 

See those hands, ne'er stretch'd to save. 

Hands that took— but never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon's iron chest, 

Lo, there she goes, unpitied, ana unblest ; 

She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest ! 

AMT18TH0PH1C. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 

(A while forbear, ye torturing fiends !) 

Seest thou whose step anwUUng hither bends ? 

No fallen angoU hurl'd from upper skies ; 

*Tis thy trusty quondam mate, 

Doora'd to share thy fleiy fate. 

She, tardy, hell-ward piles. 

EPODB. 

And are they of no more avail. 

Ten thonsand glitt'ring pounds a-year? 

In other worlds can Mammon fail. 

Omnipotent as he is here? 

O, bitter mock'ry of the pompous bier. 

While down the wretched vital part is driven I 

The cave-lodK"d l>egpnir, with a conscience clear. 

Expires in rugs, unknown, and goes to Heaven. 



ELEGY ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW HEN- 
DERSON, 

A RENTLRMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS 
UONOUKS IMMEDIATELY FROM ALXIGUTT GOD! 

* But now his radiant course is run. 
For Matthew's course was bright : 

His soul was like the glorions sun, 
A matchless Heav*nly light !' 

O Death! thou tyrant fell and bloody ; 

The meikle devil wi' a woodie 

Hanrl thee hame to this black smiddle. 

O'er hurcheon hides, 
And like stockfish come o'er his stnddle 

Wi' thy auld sides! 

He's gane ! he's gane ! he's frae us torn. 
The ae best fellow e'er was bom ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel* shall mourn 

By wood and wild. 
Where, haply. Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man oxll'd ! 

Te hills, near neibonrs o' the starns. 
That proudly cock your cresting calms ! 
Ye cliffs, the hannts of sailing yearns. 

Where Echo slumbers ! 
Come Join, ye Nature's sturdiest Iwlras, 

My wailing numbers! 

Mourn, ilka grove the <sas\v«lkA\A\ 
Te haz'u; ihftWft «i\iA.VaV«rs ^ta\ 
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Ye bni^ifts Wimplin* down yonr glens, 

Wl'^toddUn din, 
Or foaming Strang, wi' hasty stenB, 

Frao lin to lin. 

Monm, little harebells o'er the lea; 
Ye stately fox-gloves fair to see ; 
Ye woodbines, hanging bonnilie 
In scented bow'rs: 
Ye roses on your thorny tree. 
The first o^ flow'rs. 

At dawn, when ov'ry grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at Its head. 
At evX when beans their fragrance shed, 

I' th* rustling gale,' 
Yc maokins, whlddin* thro* the glade, 

Come j(rin my wail! 

Mourn ye wee songsters o' the wood ; 

Ye grouse, that crap the heather bud ; 

Ye curlews, calling thro* a dud ; 
Ye whistling plover ; 

And monm, ye whirring paitrick brood- 
He's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ; 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Y'^e duck and drake, wl* airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Kair for his sake ! 

Mourn, clamoring craiks at close o* day, 
*^Iaug fields o' flow'ring clover gay ; 
And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell the far warlds, wha lies In clay, 

Wham wo deplore. 

Ye howlets, frae your ivy bow'r, 
In some auld tree, or eldritch tow r 
What time the moon, wi' silent glow'r, 

nets up her horn. 
Wail thro* the dreary midnight hoar 

Tlil waukrife mom ! 

O rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard ray canty strains: 
But now, what else for me remains 

But tales of woe ? 
An' frae my e'en the drapplng rains 

Maun ever flow. 

Moum, Spring, thou darling of the year! 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear: 
Thou, Simmer, while each corny spear 

Snoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear, 

For him that's dead! 

Thou. Autumn, wl' thy yellow hair. 
In grier thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thou, Winter, burling thro' the air 

The roaring blast. 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we've lostl 

Moui'n him, thon Sun, great source of light! 
Moum, Empress of the silent night ! 
And yon, ye twinkling starnies bright, 

My Matthew moum ! 
For through your orbs he's ta'enhis flight, 
Ne'er to return. 

O, Henderson! the man! the brother 1 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever? 
And hast thon cross'd that unknown river, 

Life's dreary bound ? 
Like thee, where shall 1 tind another, 

The world around ? 

Go to your sculptnr'd tombs, yo great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o* state ! 
Jini bjr tby honest tnrf I'll wait, 
^ ^ Tboa man of worth ! 

And weep the ae beat feUow*B fate 
JE'er lay is ctarth. 



fitMg* ^t:'hCAL WOMll. 






Stop, passenger!— my story's bri«f{ 
And trath 1 shall relate, man ; 

I tell nae common tale o' grief— 
For Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast, 
Yet spum'd at fortune's door, man ; 

A look of pity hither cast— 
For Matthew was a poor man 

If thou a noble sodger art, 
Tliat passest by this grave, man ; 

There raoulderfthere a gallant heart—' 
For Iklatthew was a brave man. 

If thon on men, their works and ways, 
Canst throw uncommon light, man; 

Here lies wha wheel had won thy praise-* 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at friendship's sacred ca'. 

Wad life Itself resign, man : 
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa'— 

For Matthew was a kind man. 

If thou art stunnch without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, man ; 

Tills was a kinsman o' thy ain— 
For Matthew was a tme man. 

If thou hast wit, and fun, and Are, 
And ne'er guld wine did fear, man; 

Til is was thy billle, dam, and sire— 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whlggish, whingin sot. 
To Dlame poor Matthew dare, man ; 

May dool and sorrow be hie lot— 
For Matthew was a rare man. 



LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OP SCOW, 
ON THE APPROACH OF SPKOSO, 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree. 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er the arrassy lea: 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary Wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the merry mora. 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring; 
The mavis wild wl' many a note. 

Sings drowsy day to rest: 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wl' care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily bv the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen. 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland, 

May rove their sweets amans ; 
But I, the Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie In prison Strang. 

I was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been; 
Fn' lightly rase I hi the noom. 

As blithe lay down at e'en: 
And I'm the sovereign of BcotUmd, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thon false woman ! 

My sister and my fae, 
QT\tn vetvg^axvcft^ yet^ shall wli^ a 



LAMENT FOU JAM££i, JSAItL OF QLEKCAIRN. 
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ping blood in woman'a breast 
ever knoyirn to tbee ; 
Mdm that draps on woonds of woe 
'Oman's pitying e*e. 

mjson! may kinder stars 
:hy fortune sbine ! 
r those pleasnres gild thy reign, 
.e'er wad blink on mine I 
p thee f rae thy mother's faes, 
n their hearts to thee ; 
3re thon mcet'st thy mother's friend, 
nberhimforme! 

to me. maysummer-sans 
air light up the morn ! 
T. to me, the aotumn winds 
o^er the yellow cum ! 
he narrow honso o' death 
Inter round me rave ; 
next flow'rs th&t deck the spring, 
I on my peaceful grace ! 



TO ROB£KT GRAHAM, Esq. 

OF FINTRT. 

ippled of an arm, and now a log, 

Seg a pass for leave to beg ; 
tless, teas'd, dejected, and deprcst, 
is adverse to a cripple's rest ;) 

lerous Graham list to his poet's wail ?' 
168 poor misery, hearkening to her tale,) 
r him curse the light he first snrvcy'd, 
ibly curse the luckless rhymning trade ? 

Nature! partial Nature ! I arraign; 
uiprice maternal 1 complain. 

1 and the buU thy care nave found, 
akes the forest, and one spurns the 
"onnd: 

v'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell, 
enom'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell. 
nions, kings, defend, control, devour 
le oomipotence of rule and power.— 
tnd statesmen, subtile wiles ensure ; 
and polecat stink, and are secure ; 
rith tneir poison, doctors with their drug, 
est and hedge-bog in their robes are sung. 
Uy woman has her warlike arts, 
ngne and eyes, her dreaded spear and 
arts. 

Oh! thou bitter step-mother and hard, 
poor, fenceless, naked child— the Bard ! 
r untcachabic in world's skill. 
If an idiot too, more helpless still. 
Is to bear him from the opening dun ; 
vs to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
ns, but those by luckless llymcn worn, 
ose, alas ! not Amalthea's horn : 
ves olfactory. Mammon's trusty cur, 
. rich duiness' comfortable furl- 
ed feeling, and in aching pride, 
rs th' unbroken blast from every side : 
re booksellers drain htm to the neart, 
orpion critics cureless venom dart. 

»!— appall'd, I venture on ^he name, 
:ut-throat bandits in the paths of fame ; 
dissectors, worse than ten Monroes \^* 
ks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

leart by causeless, wanton malice wmng, 
:kheaas* daring into madness stung ; 
11 -won bays, than life Itself more dear, 
screantstom, whene'er one sprig must 
r6£ir * 
bleeding, tortur'd, in the unequal strife, 

fless poet flounders on through life ; 
each hope that' once his bosom fired, 
id each muse that glorious once inspired, 
mk in squalid, unprotected age. 
iven resentment, for his injured page, 
:ds or feels no more the rathleM critic's 
age J 



So, by some hedge, the generons steed de , 
ceased 
For half-starv'd snarling curs a dainty feast! 
By toil and famine wore to skin an<t bone. 
Lies senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 

duiness 1 portion of the truly blest ! 
Calm shelter'd haven of eternal rest I 

Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantUng high she fills the golden cup, 
With sober selfish ease they sip it up ; 
Conscious the bounteous meed they well de- 

86I*VC 

They only wonder, ' some folks' do not starve. 
The grave, sage hem thus easy picks his frog, 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 
Aud thro' disastrous night they darkling grope. 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear. 
And just conclude *that fools are fortune's 

So, lieavyi passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle muses' mad-cap train. 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck 

brain ; 
In equanimity they never dwell. 
By turns in soaring heaven, or vaulted hell. 

1 dread thee. Fate, relentless and severe. 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear'. 
Already one stronghold of hope is lost, 
Glencalin, the truly nobic, lies in dust ; 
(Fled, like the sun eclipsd as noon appears. 
And left ns darkling in a world of tears :) 
01 hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r ! 
Fintry, my other stay, long bless and spare 1 
Thro' a long life his hopes and wishes crown. 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path ; 
Give energy to life; aud soothe his latest 

breath. 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of 
death ! 



LAMENT FOR 



JAMES, EARL OF GLEN- 
CAIRN. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills. 

By fits the sun's departing beam, 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding stream : 
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard. 

Laden with years and meilde pain 
In loud lament bewail'd his lord. 

Whom death had all nntlmely ta*en. 

He lean'd him to an ancient aik. 

Whoso trunk was nionld'ring down with years; 
His locks were bleachM white wi' time, 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears I 
And as he tonch'd his trembling harp. 

And as he tun'd his doleful sung, 
The winds, lamenting thi'o' their caves. 

To echo bore the notes alang. 

" Ye scatter'd birds that faintly sing. 

The relics of the vernal quire! 
Ye woods that shed on a* the winds 

The honours of the aged year! 
A few short months, and glad and gay. 

Again ye'11 charm the ear and e'e , 
But nocht In all revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 

** I am a bending aged tree. 

That long has stood the wind and rain ; 
But now has come a cruel blast. 

And my last haid of earth Is gane: 
Nne leaf o' mine shall greet the sprhig, 

Nae simmer sun exatt my bloom; 
But I maun lie before thft «toirai.) 

And U\\cTa \v\m\1 X\i%m Vcimi twsb^ 
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'Tre seen lae mony duingefn* yean, 

On earth I am a stranger grown; 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike unknowing and onknown: 
Unheard, unpitieo, nnrelieT'd, 

I bearalane my lade o' care, 
For silent, low on beds of dust. 

Lie a' that would my sorrows share. 

** And last, (the sum of a' my griefs I) 

My noble master lies in clay : 
The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

His conntry*s pride, his country's stay 
In weary being now I pine, 

For a' the Ufe of life is dead. 
And hope has left m/ aged ken. 

On forward wing for ever fled. 

'* Awake thv last sad voice, mv harp. 

The sound of woe and wild despair; 
Awake, resound thy latest lay, 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thou, my last, best, only friend. 

That fillcst an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from the bard 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkcst gloom. 

*' In poverty's low barren vale ; 

Thick mists, obscure, involv'd mo round • 
Tho- oft I tum'd the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found : 
Thou found'st me like the morning sun 

That melts the fogs in limpid air, 
The friendless bard and rnstic song. 

Became alike thy fostering care. 

" O ! why has worth so short a date ? 

While villains ripen grey with time 
Must thou, the noble, geuTous, great. 

Fall In bold manhood's hurdy prime ? 
Why did I live to see that duy ? 

A day to me so full of woe ! 
O ! had I met the mortal shaft 

Which laid my benefactor low ! 

•'The bridegroom mav forget the bride 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 
The monarch may forget tho crown 

Tliat on his head an hour has been ; 
The mother may forget the child 

That smiles so sweetly on her knee ; 
But I'll remember thee, Glencaini, 

And a' that thou hast done for me I" 



L m E 8, 

8EHT TO Sra JOHN WHITEFORD, OF WHITEFOM), 
BART., WITH THE FOLLOWING POEM. 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st. 
Who, save thy mind's reproach, nought earthly 

fear'st. 
To thee this votive offering I impart, 
" The tearful tribute of a broken heart." 
The friend thou valued'st, I the patron loved ; 
His worth, his honour, all the world approv'd. 
We'll mourn till we, too, go as he Is gone, 
And tread the dreary path to that dark world 

unknown. 



TAM O' SHANTER: 

A TALE. 

Of Brownyis and of Bogllis full is this Bnke. 

—C/amn Douglas, 

When chapman billies leave the street. 
And drouthy neibours, neibonrs meet. 
As market-days are wearing late. 
An* folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While we set bousing at the nappy, 
An' gettin' fou and unco happy. 
We think na on the lang Scots jniles. 
The mosses, waters, slaps, and styles. 



That lie between us and onr hame, 
Whare sits onr sulky, sullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Nurshig her wrath to keep it warm 

I'his truth fand honest Tam o' Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae niglit did canter, 
(Anid Ayr, wham never a town surpasses, 
For honest men and bonny lasses.) 

O Tam ! had'st thou but been sae wise. 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice ! 
She tauld tlice wecl thou was a skellnm, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken bleUam; 
Tiiat frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was na sober ; 
That ilka melder, wi* the miller. 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 
That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on. 
The smith and thee gat roaring fou on; 
That at the Lord's house, ev'n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi' Klrkton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesy'd, that late or soon. 
Thou would be found deep drown d hi Doon ; 
Or catchcd wl' warlocks in the mirk, 
By Alloway's anld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet. 
To think how raorty counsels sweet. 
How mony lengtlien'd sage advices, 
Tho husband frae the wife despises ! 

But to onr tale :— .Ae market night 
Tam had got planted, nnco right; 
Fast by an ingle, blceziug finely. 
Wl' reaming swats, that drank divinely 
And at his elbow. Souter Johnny, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 
Tam lo'cd him like a vera brither: 
They had been fou for weeks thegither! 
The night drive on wi' sangs an clatter ; 
And ave the ale was growing better: 
The landlady and Tarn grew gracious, 
Wl' favours, secret, sweet, and precious ; 
Tljc Souter tauld his queerest stories; 
Tlie landlord* 8 langh was ready chorus: 
The storm without might rair and rustle— 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to .see a man sae happy. 
E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy! 
.\s bees flee hame wl' loads o' treasure. 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure: 
Kings mav be blest, but Tam was glorious, 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious ! 

But pleasures are like poppies spread. 
Yon seize the flower, its bloom is shcdl 
Or like the snow-falls in the river, 
A moment wlUte— then melts for ever ; 
Or like the borealis race, 
That flits ere you can point their place ; 
Or like the rambaw's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm.— 
Nae man can tether time or tide : 
The hour approaches Tam maun rido : 
That hour, o^ night's black arch the key-stane. 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast In ; 
And sic a night he taks the road in. 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn Its last; 
The raltlln' showers rose on the blast: 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder beliow'd ; 
That night a child nnght understand, 
<<rhe dell had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg— 
A better never lifted leg— 
Tam Skelpit on thro' dub and mire. 
Despising wind, and rain and fire ; 
Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet : 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scot's sonnet; 
Whiles glow'ring round wj' prudent cares, 
Lest bogles catch him unawares ; 



0^ SfiEIKC^ A W6Uin>£D UAR^ LIMP BT ME!. 
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lloway was drawing nich. 
BfhaisU and hoolets nightly cry~ 

l8 time he was cross the ford, 
m the snaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
St the birks and meilde stane, 
dmcken Charlie brak 's neck-bane ; 
*o' the whins, and by the cairn, 
hunters tand the murder'd bairn ; 
GU* the thorn, aboon the well. 
Mango's mither hang'd hersol.— 
him Doon pours all his floods ; 
ibling storm roars thro* the woods ; 
itnings flash from pole to polo ; 
id more near the thunders roll ; 
llmmering thro* the groaning trees, 
lloway seemM in a Meeze ; 
i& bore the beams were glancing, 
id resounded mirth and dancing— 

ing bold John Barleycorn ! 
angers thou canst make us scorn! 
)enny, we fear nae evil; 
uebae we'll face the devil!— 
Its sae rcam'd in Tammie's noddle, 
ty, he cared na deils a boddle. 
ffgle stood right satr astonish'd, 
the heel and hand admonished, 
itured forward on the light ; 
ow ! Tam saw an unco sight! 
ks and witches in a dance ; 
iUon brent now frac France, 
<npipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 

and mettle in their neels. 
ock-bnnkcr in the east, 
at auld Nick in shape o* beast ; 
ie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
hem music was his charge : 
w*d his pipes and gart them skirl, 
f and rafters a' dla dirL— 
stood round like open presses, 
law'd the dead in their last dresses; 

some devilish cantrip slight, 

its cauld hand held a light,— 
ch heroic Tam was able 

upon the haly table, 
lerer's banes In gibbet aims: 
an-lang, wee unchristen'd bairns : 

new-cutted frac a rape, 

last gasp his gab did gape : 

mahawks, wl' binde red-rusted ; 

imitars. wl' murder crusted ; 

ir which a babe had strangled: 

, a fathcr*s throat had mangled, 

his ain son o' life bereft. 

y hairs yet stnck to the lieft ; 

r o' horrible and awf n* 

cv'n to name wad be unlawfu'. 

immie glowr'd, amaz'd and cnrions, 

rth and fun grew fast nnd furious: 

er loud and loader blew ; 

icers quick and quicker flew ; 

sel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleckit, 

. carlin swat and reekit, 

)st her dnddles to the wark, 

kit at it in her sark I 

Ham, O Tam! had they been qneans 
ip an* strapping, in their teens ; 
irks, instead o'^creeshie flanncn, 
law-wbite seventeen>hundcr linnen : 
eeks o* mine, my only pair, 
ice were plush o* gnld Dine hair, 
tae gi'en them aff my hurdles ! 
t>link o' the bonnie bnrdies! 
:her'd beldams auld and droll, 
•die hags wad spean a foal, 
g and flinging on a crnmraock 
3r didna turn thy stomach. 

"am kenn'd what was what fu' brawlie ; 
v^as ae winsome wench and wulle, 

Sht eidlsted in the core, 
ter kenn'd on Carrick shore ; 



For mony a beast to dead she shot, 
And pcrtsh'd mony a bonnie boat, 
And shook baith meikle corn and bear. 
And kept the country side in fear,) 
Her cutty sark o' Paisley ham, 
That while a lassie she had worn. 
In longitude though sorely scanty. 
It was her best, and she was vauutle,— 
Ah ! little kenn'd thy reverend grannie, 
That sark she coft for her wee Kannie, 
Wi' twa pund Scots, (twas a' her riches,) 
Wad ever grac d a dance of witches ! 

But here my muse her wing maon cour. 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r: 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple Jade she was and Strang) 
And how Tara stood, like ane bewltch'd, 
And thought his veir een enrlch'd : 
Even Satan glow'red and fidg'd fu fain. 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main. 
Till flrst ae caper, syne anithcr, 
Tam tint his reason a* thegither. 
And roars out, "Weel done. Cutty sark!" 
And in an instant all was dark ; 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied. 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees bizz out wl' angrv fyke. 
When plnndering herds assail their bykc ; 
As open pussie's mortal foes. 
When, pop ! she starts before their nose ; 
As eager runs the market crowd. 
When " Catch the thief !" resounds aloud ; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' monie an eldritch screech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam ! Ah, Tam ! thou'll get thy fairin ! 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrln! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman 1 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key stano^ of the brig ; 
There at them thou thy tall may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross I 
But ere the key-stane she could make. 
The flent a tall she had to shake ! 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest. 
And flew at Tam wl' furious ettle ; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle— 
Ae spring brought aff her master hale. 
But left behind her ain grey tail : 
The carllne daught her by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stamp. 

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read, 
rik man and mother's son take heed ; 
Whene'er to drink you are IncUn'd, 
Or cntty-sarks run in your mind. 
Think ye may buy the joys o'er dear— > 
Kemember Tam o' Siianter's mare. 



ON SEEING A WOUNDED IIABE LIMP BT 

ME, 

WHICH A VELT.OW HAD JUST SHOT AT. 

INHUMAK man ! cnrse on thy barb'rous art. 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye : 
May nevei pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel hearta 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes and verdant 
plains. 

To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted 
rest. 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed i 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er tliy h^ad, 

The cold earth with thy UlcHHiy Mwm prest. 



BUKKS' POETICAL WORKS. 



Oft as br winding Kith, t mnflin? wait 
Tha sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I'll miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn. 

And carse the ruffian's aim, and moorn thy hap- 
less fate. 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 
OS CROWivnro his bust at kdnax, box- 

BUBQ9UIR£, WITQ BATS. 

Whtlb virgin Spring, by Eden's flood. 

Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes AiioUan strains between : 

While Summer, with a matron grace, 
Hetreuts to Dry burgh's cooling shade, 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

TVliile Antumn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head. 
And sees, with self-approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed: 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 
ThchiUs whence classic Yarrow Hows, 

KousinffT the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows; 

So long, sweet Poet of the year. 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won ; 
While Scotia, with excluding tear. 

Proclaims that Tiiousox was her sun. 



EPITAPHS. 

ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. 

Here sonter Hood in death docs sleep- 
To hell, if he's ganc thither, 

Satan, gle him thy gear to keep, 
He'll hand it wee! theglthcr 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Below these stanes lie Jamie's banes: 

O Death, it's my opinion. 
Thou ne'er took such n bleth'rin bitch 

Into thy dark dominion ! 



ON WEE JOHNNY 
Hicjacet wee Johnnie. 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know. 
That death has mnrder'd Johnny, 

An' here his body lies fn' low— 
For saol, he ne'er had ony 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

O TE whose cheek the tear of pity stains. 

Draw near with pious reverence and attend ! 
Here lie the loving husband's dear remains, 

Hie tender father and the gen'rous friend. 

The pltving h«art that felt for human woe ; 

Hie dauntless heart that fear'd no human 
pride ; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

*'For CT'n his failings leaned to virtoe's side." 



FOR R. AIKEN, £s<|. 

Kkow thon. O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much hononr'd name 1 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A wanner heart death ne'er made cold. 



FOR GAVIN HAMILTON, EsQ. 

Thk poor man weeps— here Gavin sleepSi 
Whom canting wretches blam'd: 

But with snch as he— where'er he he, 
May 1 be saved or damn*d ! 



A BARD*S EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim-insnirfed fool, • 

Owro fant for thought, owre hot for mle, 

Owro blatc to seetC owre proud to snool, 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre thia grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic aong. 
Who, noteless, steals the crowd among. 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, nass not by I 
But, with a frater-feeiinff strong. 

Here neave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose Judgment dfsar. 
Can others teach the course to ateer, 
Yet runs, himself, life's mad career. 

Wild aa the wave: 
Hero pause— and, through the starting tear. 
Survey this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below. 
Was quick to learn and wise to know. 
And keenly felt the friendly glow. 

And sober flame : 
But thoughtless follies laid him low. 

And stain'd his name 1 

Reader, attend— whether thy aonl 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the polo. 
Of darkly grubs this earthly hole. 
In low pursuit ; 
Know, prudent, cautious, self-control, 
Is wisdom's root. 



ON THE LATE CAPTAIN GROSE'S 

PEREGRIN' ATIOXS TRROCOH SCOTLAND, OOLLECTIXO 
THE AKTIQUITIES OF TIIAT XINODOX. 

Hear, I^nd o' Cakes, and brither Scots^ 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groat's; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I redo yoa tent it : 
A chlcld's amang you, taking notes. 

And, faith, ho'll pront it. 

If in your bounds yc chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat fodgel wight, 
O stature short, but genins bright. 

That's he. mark weel— 
And wow! ho has an unco slight 

O'caukandkceL 

By soma auld, honlet-haunted biggin. 
Or kirk, deserted by its riggin. 
It's ten to ane yo'll find him snog in 

Some eldrteh part. 
Wi dolls, they say. Lord save's ! collcagnin' 

At some black art. 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chaumer, 
Yc gipsev-gaiig that deal in glamour. 
And you'deep-rcad in hell's black grammar, 

Warlocks and witches; 
Ye'Il quake at his conjuring hammer. 
Ye midnight bilohes. 

It's tauld, ho was a sodger bred. 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
But now he's quat the spurtle blade. 

And dog-skin wallet, 
And ta'cn the Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call It. 

He has a fouth o* auld nick nackets r 
Busty aim caps and Jlnglhi* Jackets, 
Wad hand the Lothians three in taclcets, 

A towmont gnid : 
And parrltch-pats, and auld saut-bockets. 

Before the Flood. 

Of Eve's first fire he has a <^nder : 
Auld Tubal Cain's fire-shool and fender; 
That which distinguished the gender 

O' Balaam's aes ; 
A broomnstick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wT brass. 



HUMBLE PETITrON OF BRUAR WATER. 
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ForbTB h6*ll shape joa aff, fa* gleg, 
Tho cat of Adam's philibeg; 
Hie knife that nicket AbeTs cralg. 

He'll prove yoa faUj, 
It was a faalding Jocteleg, 

Or lang-kail goUie. 

Bat wad ye see him in his glee, 
For meikle glee and fon luu he, 
Then set him down, and twa or three 

Gaid fellows wi' him; 
And port, O port ! shine thoa a wee, 

And then ye'li see him! 

Now, by the pow'rs o' rerse and prose ! 
Thou art a dainty chiel, O Grose ! 
Whuc'er o' thee shall ill suppoRO, 

They sair mlsca' thco ; 
I'd take tho rascal by the nose, 

Wad say. Shame fu' thee ! 



TO MISS CRUIKSIIANKS,M 

A VEKT TOUKO LADT, WBITTEN ON THK BLAITK 
LSAF or A boos:, P&£SENTKI> TO HER BT THE 
AUTHOB. 

Beautbous rose-bad. yonng and gay. 
Blooming on thy early May. 
Never may'st then, lovely flow'r, 
Chilly shrink In sleety show'r ! 
Never Boreas' hoary path. 
Never Eums' pois*nous breath, 
Never baleful stellar lights. 
Taint thee with untimely blights ! 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy virgin leaf ! 
Nor ever Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom blushing still with dew ! 
May'st thou long, sweet crimson gem, 
Richly deck thy native stem ; 
Till some ev'nfng, sober, calm. 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm. 
While all around the woodland rings. 
And cv'ry bird thy reqniem sings; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful sound. 
Shed thy dyin^ honours round, 
And resini to parent earth 
The loveliest form she e'er gave birth. 



BONO. 

Anna, thy charms mv bosom fire. 
And waste my sonf with care ; 

But, ah ! how bootless to admire, 
When fated to despair ! 

Yet in thy presence, lovely Fulr, 
To hope may be forgiv'n ; 

For sure 'twere impiuns to despair, 
So much in sight of Ueav'n. 



o:r bbadino, in a NEWspAPsn, 

THE DEATH OF JOHN M'LEOD, ESQ. 

BBOTHEB TO A YOUNG LADY, A PARTICULAB FBIEXD 

OF THB AUTHOR'S. 

Sad thy tale, thoa idle page. 

And raefal thy alarms : 
Death tears the brother of her love 

From Isabella's arms. 

Sweetly dcck'd with pearly dew 

Tlie morning rose may blow ; 
But cold successive noontide blasts 

May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella's mom 

The sun propitious smil'd : 
Itut long ere noon, succeeding clouds 

Succeeding hopes begull'd. 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 

That nature finest stmnR: 
So Isabella's heart was form'd. 

And so that heart was rung. 



Dread Oomipotence, alone, 
Can heal the wound he gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave. 

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow. 
And fear no withering blase ; 

There Isabella's spotless worth 
Shall happy bo at lost. 



HUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR WATER,w 

TO THE NOBLE DUKE OP ATHOLE. 

Mr Lord, I know your noble ear 

Woe ne'er assails In vain; 
Emboiden'd thus, I beg you'll hear 

Vour numbie slave complain. 
How saucy Phoebus' scorching beams. 

In flaming summer-pride. 
Dry-withering, waste my foaming streams, 

And drink my crystal tide. 

The lightly-jumpiu' glowrin' tronts. 

That thro' my waters play, 
If, in their random, wanton spouts, 

They near tlie margin stray ; 
If, hapless chance ! they linger lang, 

I'm scurching up to shallow. 
They're left the wiiitenlng stunes amang. 

In gasping death to wallow. 

Last day I grat, wl' spite and teen, 

As poet Bums came by, 
Ttiat, to a bard I shomd be seen 

Wi half my channel dry ; 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween. 

Even as I was he shor'd me : 
But had I in my glory been. 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd mo. 

Here, foaming down tho shelvy rocks. 

In twisting strength I rlu ; 
Tlierc, high my boihug torrent smokes. 

Wild roaring o'er a linn : 
Enjoying largo each spring and well. 

As nature gave them me, 
I am, altho 1 say't uiyscl. 

Worth gaun a nUlc to sec. 

Would then my noble master plcaso 

To grant my lUghest wishes. 
He'll shade my banlis wl' tow'rln' trees. 

And bonnio spreading bushes: 
Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 

You'll wander on my banks. 
And listen raony a grateful bird 

Iteturu you tuneful thanks. 

The sober laverock warbling wild. 

Shall to tho skies aspire ; 
Tho gowdsplnk, music^s gayest child, 

Shall sweetly Join the choir : 
Tlie blackbird strong, the lintwhitc dear. 

The mavis wild and mellow; 
The robin pensive autumn cheer, 

In all her locks of yeUow. 

This, too, a covert shall Insure, 

To shield them from the storm; 
And coward maakln sleep secure, 

Low in her grassy form ; 
Hero shall tho shepherd make his seat. 

To weave his crown of flowcru ; 
Or find a shclt'ring safe retreat, 

From prone descending showers. 

And here, by sweet endearing stealth. 

Shall meet tho loving pair. 
Despising worlds with all their wealth 

As empty idle care : 
The flow'rs shall vie in all their charms 

The hour of heav'n to grace, 
And birks extend their fragrant anns 

To screen the dear embrace. 
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BURNS' rOETICAL WORKS. 



Here, haply too, at veraal dawn, 

Sumo musing bard may stray. 
And eyo the smoking, dewy lawn, 

And misty mountain, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

MUd-chcqueriug ttiru' the trees, 
Have to my darkly dashing stream, 

Hoarse-sweUing on the breeze. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool. 
My lowly banks o'erspread, 

Ana view, deep-bending in the pool, 
.Their shadows' watery bed! 

Let fragrant birks in woodbines tlrcst. 
My craggy cliffs adorn ; 

And, for the little songster's nest. 
The close embow'rlng thorn. 

So may old Scotia's darling hope. 

Your little angel band, 
Spring, Uke their fathers, up to prop 

Their honoured native laud ! 
So may, thro' Albion's farthest ken, 

To social flowing glasses, 
The grace be— " Atholc's honest men. 

And Athole's bonnle lasses." 



ON SCARING SOME WATER-FOWL, 

IN LOCH-TURIT; 
A WILD SCENE A310NO THE HILLS OF OCHTEBTTRE. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake. 
For me year watery hnnnt forsake ? 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus yon fly ? 
Why disturb your social joys. 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ?— 
Common friend to you and mc, 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave. 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or, beneath the sheltering rock. 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushhig for our race. 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud, usurping foe. 
Would be lord of all below ; 
Phnnes himself in Freedom's pride. 
Tyrant stern of all beside. 

Tlie eagle, from the cliffy brow. 
Marking you his prey below. 
In his breast no pity dwells. 
Strong necessity compels. 
Bnt man. to whom alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pitying heav'n. 
Glorious In his heart numanc— 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains. 
Only known to wnmi ring swains. 
Where the mossy rlvlct strays : 
Far from human haunts and ways ; 
Ail on nature you depend. 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man's superior might. 
Dare invade your native right. 
On the lofty ether borne 
Man with all his pow'rs yon scorn; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings. 
Other lakes and other springs ; 
And the foe you cannot brave. 
Scorn at least to be his slave. 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 

OVER THE CIIIJINEY-PIECE IM THE I'ARLOUR OF 
THE INN AT KENMORE, TAYMOUTU 

Admiring Nature in her wildest grace. 
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace ; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep. 
Th' abodes of coveyxl grouse and tUnld sh^ep. 



My savage Journey, curious, I parsne, 
Till fam'd Breadalbanc opens to my vlow— 
Tlic meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides. 
The woods, wlld-scatter'd, clothe their ample 
sides, 

Th' outstretching lake, embosom'd 'mong the 

hills, 
The eyes with wonder and amazement fills; 
The Tuv, meand ring sweet in infant pride. 
The palace rising on its verdant side. 
The lawns wood-fringed InNatnre's native taste; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless haste I 
The arches striding o'er the new-borne stream ; 
The village, glittering in the mooatido beam- 



Poetic ardours in my l>osom sweu, 

Louc wandering by the hermit's mossy cell; 

Tlie sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

The incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods- 



Ilere Poesy might wake her heav'n-tanght lyre, 
And look through nature with creative nre; 
Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcll'd. 
Misfortune's llghteii'd steps might wander wild; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds, 
Find balm to sooth her bitter nuikirng wounds: 
Here heart-struck Grief migiit heaven-ward 

stretch her scan. 
And injur d Worth forget and pardon man. 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, 

STANDING BY THE FALLS OF ITERS, NEAR LOCII- 

NESS. 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 
Tlie roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods; 
Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds, 
Where, thro' a shapeless breach, his stream re- 
sounds. 

As high in air the bursting torrents flow. 

As deep recoiling surges fomn below. 

Prune down the rock the whitening shoot 

descends, 
And viewless echo's car, astonish d rends. 

Dim-seen, through rising mists, and careless 

showers, 
Tlie hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, lowers. 
Htiil thro" the gap tiie struggling river tolls, 
And still below, the horrid cauldron boils— 



ON THE BIRTH OF A 

POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 

BORN IN PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES OF FAMILY 

DISTRESS 

SwKET Flow'ret, pledge o' meiklc love. 

And ward o' mony a prayer. 
What heart o' stnne wad tnou na move. 

Sac helpless, sweet, and fair ! 

November hirnles o'er the lea. 

Chill on thy lovely form ; 
And gane, alas! the shelt'rlng tree. 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May He who gives the rain to pour. 

And wings tne blast to blaw. 
Protect thee frae the driving shower, 

Tlie bitter frost and snaw 1 

May IIo, the friend of woe and want. 
Who heals life's various stounds. 

Protect and guard tlie mother plant. 
And heal her cniel wounds ! 

But late she flourish'd, rooted fast 

Fair on the summer morn : 
Now feebly bends she in the blast, 

Unshelter'd and forlorn. 
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B(7BN8* POETICAL WORKS. 



Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle; 
Lang may yoar elback Jink and diddle, 
Tae cheer yoa through the weary widdle 

O* war'ly cares. 
Till balms* bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld groy hairs. 

But, David lad. I'll red ye'er glaiklt ; 
I'm tanld the Muse ye hae neglecklt; 
An' glf it's sae, ye sud be lickU 

Until ye fyke : 
8^c haons as you sud ne'er be faikit, 

Be hain't wha like. 

For me, I'm on Parnassus* brink, 

Kivln' the words tae gar them click; 

Whyles dacz't wi' love, whyles dacz't wi' drink, 

Wi' Jauds ur masons ; 
An* whyles, but aye owre late, I think, 

Braw sober lessons. 

Of a* the thoughtless sons o* man, 
Common* me to the bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

0' rhyiuin' clink. 
The devil-hao't, that I sud ban. 

They ever think, 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme of livin' ; 
Kae cares to gie us Joy or grievin' ; 
But Just the pouchie put the nieve in. 

An' wbile ought's there. 
Then, hlltie skiltie, we gac scricvin'. 

An' fash nae mair. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! its aye a treasure, 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure. 
At hame, a-fiel*, at wark or leisure. 

The Muse, poor hizzie. 
Tho' rough an* raplock be her measure, 

She's seldom luzy. 

Baud to the Muse, my dainty Davie 
The warl' may play you mony a shavio ; 
But for the Muse, she'll ne'er leave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae poor, 
Xa, even tho* llmpin' wi' the spavie 

Frae door to door. 

HAPPY FEIENDSIIIP. 

Herb around the ingle blcezing, 

Wha sae happy and sac free ; 
Though the northern wind blaws freezing, 

Frlen'shlp warms baith you and me. 

CHORUS. 

Happy we are a* thegither, 

Happy we'll be anc an' a'; 
Time shall see us a' the blither 

Ere we rise to gang awa'. 

See the miser o'er his treasure 

Gloating wi' a greedy e'e I 
Can he feel the glow o pleasure 

That around us here we see ? 

Can the peer, in silk and ermine, 

Ca' his conscience half his own: 
His claes ai-e spun an' edged wi' vermin, 

Though he stan' afore a throne ! 

Thus, then, let us a* be tassing, 

Afl onr stoups o' generous flame ; 
An' while roun' the board 'tis passing. 
Raise u sung in frlen'ship's name. 

Fricn'ship maks us a* mair happy, 

Frlen'shlp gies us a' delight : 
Frlen'shlp consecrates the drapplo, 

Fricn'siiip brings us here to-night. 



Straight the sky grew black and daring; 

Through the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warring, 

O'er the swelling, drumlie wave. 

Such was my life's deceitful morning, 

Such the pleasures I enjoy'd ; 
But Utng ere noon, loud tempests storming 

A' my flow'ry bliss destroy'd. 

Though fickle fortune has deceived roe, 

(She promis'd fair, and perform'd but HI ;) 
Of mony a Joy and hope bereaved me, 
I bear a heart shall support me stlU. 



SONG. 

Tune—^^ Bonnie Dundee.** 

Iir Mauchline there dwells six proper yoong 

Belles, 
The pride of the place and It's neighbourhood 

a', 
Their carriage and dress, a stranger would 
guess. 
In Lon'on or Paris they'd gotten It a*. 
Miss Miller is fine, 3Ilss Markland's dl\ine. 
Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is 
braw: 
There's beauty and fortune to get wi* Miss 
Morton, 
But Armour's the Jewel for me o* them a'. 



I DRE^\M'D I LAY. 

I DREAM'D I lay where flowers were springing 

Gaily in the sunny beam; 
Ust'ning to the wild birds singing, 

Bra falling crystal stream * 



ON THE DEATH OF 

SIR JAMES HUNTER BLAIR. 

Thb lamp of day, with ill-presaging fi^are. 
Dim, cloudy, sunk beneath the western wave; 

Th' hiconstant blast howl'd thro' the darkening 
air. 
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave. 

Lone as I wandcr'd by each cliff and dell. 
Once the loved haunts of Scotia*3 royal 
train ;ioi 
Or mused where limpid streams once hallow'd 

WPll,102 

Or mould'ring ruins mark the sacred fane. ^^ 

Tir Increasing blast roar'd round the beetling 
rocks. 
The clouds, swlft-wlng'd, fiew o'er the starry 
skv 
The proaninp trees untimely shed their locks. 
And shooting meteors caught tlie startled 
eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east. 
And 'monprthe cliffs disclosed a stately form, 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast, 
And mix'd her waillngs with the raving 
storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 
'Twas Caledonia's trophied shield I vlow'd; 

Her form majestic droop'd in pensive woe. 
Tlie lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

Reversed that spear, redoubtable in war. 
Reclined that banner, erst in fields nnfnrl'd, 

That like a deathfnl meteor gleam'd afar. 
And braved the mighty monarchs of the 
world ! 

" My patriot son fills an untimely grave I" 

with accents wild and lifted arms she cried: 
" Low lies the liand that oft was stretcb'd to 
save 
Low lies tho heart that swell'd with honest 
pride. 

"A weeping country joins a widow's tear. 
The helpless poor mix with the oi-plian'scry; 

The drooping arts around their patron's bier, 
And grateful .sclenoe heayes the heartfelt* 

sigh! 
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*' 1 saw my Botts resiime theii^ andant fire ; 

I saw fair Freedom^s blossoms richly blow I 
Bat, ah ! how hope Is bom bat to expire ! 

Relentless fate oas laid the gnardlan low.— 

'^My patriot falls, bnt shall he lie misan?, 
while empty greatness saves a worthless 
mime? 

No; every Mnse shall Johi her tmiefnl tongne, 
And f atore ages hear his growing fame. 

"And I will Join a mother's tender cares. 
Thro' f atnre times to make his virtnes last. 
That distant years may boast of other 

Blalrs"— 
She said, and ranish^d with the sweeping 
blast. 



WKFETEN 

ON THB BLANK LXAF OF A COPY OF THK VOEVB^ 
PRBfiOENTSD TO AN OLD 8WSETHKAST, IHElf 
KABKIED.104 

Oncb fondly lov'd, and still remember'd dear. 
Sweet early object of my youthful vows, 

Accept this marKof frlcnasnip, warm, sincere, 
Friendship, 'tis all cold duty now allows.— 

And when yon read the simple artless rhymes, 
One friendly sigh for him, he asks no more, 

Who distant barns in flaming torrid dimes, 
Or haply lies beneath th* Atlantic roar. 



THE KIRK'S ALARM. 105 

A SATIBB. 

Orthodox, orthodox, wha believe in John 
Knox, 
Let me soand an alarm to your conscience ; 
There's a heretic blast has bean blawn in the 

That what is no sense mast be nonsense. 

Dr. Mac»M Dr. Mac, should stretch on a rack, 

To strike evil doers wl' terror: 
To join faith and sense upon any pretence, 

Is heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad, I de- 
clare. 

To meddle wi' mischief a-brewlng ; 
Provost John is still deaf to the church's relief, 

And orator Bob»07 is its ruin. 

D'rymple mlld,w« D'rymplo mild, tho' your 
heart's like a child, 
And your life like the new driven snaw, 
Yet that winna save ye, auld Satan must have 
ye. 
For preaching that three's ano an' twa. 

Rumble John,i09 Rumble John, mount the steps 
wi' agroan. 
Cry the book is wi' heresy cramm'd ; 
Then lug oat your larlc, deal brimstone like 
adle. 
And roar every note of the damn'd. 

Simper Jamcs,iio Simper James, leave the fair 
Kiliie dames. 
There's a holler chase in your view ; 
I'll lay on your head, that the pack ye'll soon 
lead. 
For puppies like you there's bnt few. 

Singet 8awncy,m Singet Sawney, are ye hoord- 
ing the penny. 

Unconscious what evils await ; 
Wi' a jump, yell, and bowl, alarm every soul, 

For the foul thief is Just at your gate. 

Daddy Anld,"^ Daddy Auld, there's a tod In the 
fanld, 
A tod meiUe waar than the clerk ; 
Tho' ye can do little skalth, lye'll be in at the 
death, 
And if ye canna bite^e may bark. 



Davie Blaster,li3 Davie Bluster, if fora saint ye 
do muster, 
Tho corps is no nice of recrolts ; 
Yet to worth let's be just, royal blood ye might 
boast, 
If the ass was the king of the bnites. 

Jamie Goose, ih Jamie Oosse, ye ha'e made bat 
toom roose. 
In hunting the wicked lieutenant ; 
But the Doctor's your mark, for the Lord's haly 
ark; 
He has cooper'd and cawd a wrang pin in*t. 

Poet Wime,iia poet Willie, gie the Doctor a 
volley. 

Wi' your ''liberty's chain" and your wit; 
O'er Hcgasns' side ye ne'er laid a stride. 

Ye but smelt, man, the place where he sh— 

Andro Gouk,"« Andro Oouk,ye may slander the 
book. 
And the book not the waur let me tell ye ; 
Ye are rich, and look big, but lay by hat and 
wig. 
And ye'll ha'e a calf's head o' sma* valao. 

Bar Steenio,ii7 Bar Stcenie, what mean ye 
what mean ye! 

If ye'll meddle nae mair wi' the matter. 
Ye may ha'e some pretence to havius and sense, 

Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine side, n* Irvine side, wi' your turkey-cock 
pride. 
Of manhood but sma' is your share; 
Ye've the figure, 'tis true, even your face will 
allow, 
And your friends they dare grant yon nae 
malr. 

Mnirland Jock,ii9 Muirland Jock, when the Lord 
makes a rock 

To crush common sense for her sins, 
If ill manners were wit, there's no mortal so fit 

To confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will 120 Holy WiU, there was wit i' your 
skull, 

When yc pilfer'd the alms o' the poor; 
The timer is scant, when yo're ta'en for a saint, 

Wlia should swing in a rape for an hour. 

Calvin's sons, Calvin's sons, seize your sjoiritaal 
guns, 
Ammunition ye never can need ; 
Your hearts are the stuff, will be powther 
enough, 
And your skulls are storehouses o' lead. 

Poet Burns, Poet Burns, wi' your priest-skelplng 
turns, 

Why desert ye your auld native shire ; 
Your muse is a gipsie, e'en tho' she were tipsie, 

She could ca' as nae waur than we are. 



THE TWA HERDS. 

O A'TE pious godly flocks, 
Wecl fed on pasture's orthodox, 
Wha now will keep yon frae the fox. 

Or worrying tykes. 
Or wha will tent the whaifs and crocks, 

About the dykes '? 

The twa best herds in a' the wast, 
That e'er ga'e gospel horn a blast. 
These five and twenty simmers past, 

O! dooltotell, 
Ha'e had a bitter black oat-cast . 

Atween themsel'. 

O, Moody, man, and worthy Russell, 
How could you raise so vil^ a bastle ? 
Ye'll see how Kew-Light herds will whistle, 

And think it fine; 
The Lord's cause ne'er gat sic a twistle, 

Sin*I]ia'emin\ 



O, Sirs 1 whao'cf Wad had expeckit, 

Your duty he wad sae heglecklt, 

Ye wba were ne*ur by laird rcspockit, 

To wear the plalil. 
Bat by the brutes themselves uiccklt, 

Tb be their gaide. 

What flock wi' Moody's flock could rank, 
Sae hale and hearty every shank, 
JNae polson'd sour Arminian stank. 

He let them taste, 
Frae Calvin's well, aye clear they drank— 

O sic a feast ! 

The thnmmart, wir-cat, brock, and tod, 
Wecl keun*d his voice thro' a' the wooa, 
He smelt their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and in, 
And weel he lik'd to shed their bluid, 

And sell their sJUn. 

What herd like Russell tell'd his tale ? 
Ills voice was lieard thro' mnir and dale, 
He kenn'd the Lord s sheep, ilka tail, 

er a' the height. 
And saw gin they were sick or liale, 

At the first sight. 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub, 

Or nobly fling the gospel club. 

And New-Light herds could nicely drub. 

Or pay their skin, 
Could shake them o cr the burning dub ; 

Or heave them in. 

Sic two— O! do I live to see't— 
Sic famous two sliould disagreet' 
An* names like 'villain,' 'hypocrite,' 

Ilk it her gf'eu, 
Willie New-Light herds wi' laughin' spite, 

Sayneither'sUein'!, 

A' ye wha tent the gospel fauld. 

There's Duncan, deep, irnd Peebles, shaul, 

But chiefly thou^postle Anld 

We trust in thee. 
That thou wilt work thcni, hot and cauld. 

Till they agree. 

Consider, Sirs, how we're beset. 
There's scarce a new herd that we get, 
But comes frae that cursed set, 

1 winna name ; 

I hope frae heav'n to see them yet 
In flery flame I 

Dalrvmple has been long our fae. 
Mc Gill has wranght us mcikle wao, 
And that curs'd rascal ca'd Mc Qnline, 

And baith the Shaws, 
That aft hae made us black and blue, 

Wi' vengefu' paws. 

Auld Wodrow lang has hatch'd mischief, 
We thought aye death wad bring relief. 
But he has gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succeed him, 
A chlcld wha'll soundly buff our beef : 

I meikle dread him. 121 

And mony a ane that I could tell, 
"Wha fain would openly rebel, 
Forby turu-coats amang onrsel, 

There Smith for ane, 
I doubt he's but a grey- nick quill, 

And that ye 11 fin'. 

O ! a' ye flocks o'er a' the hills. 

By mosses, meadows, moors, and fells, 

Come join your counsel and your skills. 

To cow the lairds. 
And get the brutes the power themsels. 

To choose their herds. 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance. 

And Learning in a woody dance, 

A.nd that fell cur ca 'd Common Sense, 

z. . . . Thftt bites sae sair. 

^e oanlsi 'a o'er the sea to France : 

. Itet bim bark there. 
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Then Shaw*s and D* rymple's el6i)tl6llM 
Mc Olll's dose nervous excellence, 
Mc Queae's pathetic manly sense, 

And gnld Mc Math, 
Wi' Smith, wha thro' the heart can gUince, 

May a' pack aff. 



THE HENPECK'D HUSBAND. 
Ccrs'd be the man, the poorest wretch in life, 
rhe crouchhig vassal to the tyrant wife. 
Who has no will but by her high permission; 
Who has not sixpence but in her possession : 
Who must to her his dear friend's secret tell ; 
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell. 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part, 
I'd break her spirit, or I'd break her heart: 
Id charm her with the magic of a switch, 
I'd kiss her maids, and kick the perverse bitch. 



ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788. 
For lords or kings I dinna mourn. 
E'en let them die— for that they're bom I 
But, oh, prodigious to reflect, 
A towmont, sirs, is gane to wreck ! 
O Eighty-eight, In thy sma' space 
What dire events ha'e taken place ! 
Of what enjoyments thou has reft us! 
In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 

Tlic Spanish empire's tint ahead, 
An' my auld teethlcss Bawtie's dead : 
Tlie toolzie's teugh 'tween Pitt an' Fox, 
An' our guidwife s wee birdy cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bluldy devil. 
But to the hen-birds unco civil ; 
The tlther's dour, has nae sic breedin*. 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden! 

Ye ministers, come monnt the pn'pit^ 
An' cry till ye be hearse an' rupit; 
For Eighty-eight he wish'd you weeL 
An' gied ye a' baith gear an meal ; 
E'en niony a plack, an' monv a peck. 
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck ! 

Ye bonnle lasses dight your een. 
For some o' you hae tint a frieu' ; 
In Eighty-eight, ye ken, was ta'en 
What yeUl ne'er hae to gie again. 

Observe the very nowt an' sheep, 
How dowff an' dowie now they creep ; 
Nay. even the ylrth Itsel' does cry. 
Fur Embro' wells are gruiten dry, 

O Eighty-nine, thon's but a bairn, 
An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn I 
Thou beardless boy, I pray tak' care. 
Thou now hast got thv daddy's chair. 
Nae hand-cuff'd. mnzzl'd, half-shackl*d Regent, 
Rut, like hlmsel*, a full free agent. 
Be sure ye follow out the plan 
Nae wanr than he did, honest man ! 
As meikle better as you can. 



VERSES. 

WBITTEN ON A WINDOW OF TH« DWr AT CARBON. 

Wk cam na here to view yonr works 

In hopes to be malr wise, 
But only, lest we gang to hell, 

I may be nae surprise : 
But when we tlrl'd at your door. 

Your porter donght nae hear us ; 
Sae may, should we to heU^s yetts c<»iie 

Your ollUe Sattn sair as ! 



MUSI^'G ON THE AO.UUNO OCEAN. 
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LINES WfilTTEN BY BURNS, 

WHILE OM HIS DSATBBED, TO JOIIN BAinEIirE.ATR- 
8HIKB, AKD VOBVASDED TO HUC UIMSDlATELY 
AFTKB THE POET'S DEATH. 

IlKTrho of Rankine sang, lies stiff and dead, 
And a green grassy'hiliock hides his head ; 
Alas I altts ! an awful cliango indeed. 



At a meeting of the Dumfries-Bhire Volanteers, 
held to commemorate the anniversary of Kod- 
ney's victory, April 12th, 1782, Burns was 
caUod npon for a song, instead of which he 
delivered the following Lines :— 

Ikstead of a song, boys, I'll give yon a toast, 
Here's the memory of those on the twelfth that 

we lost ; 
That we lost, did I say, nay, by heav'n ! that wc 

found ! 
For their fame it shall last while the world goes 

round. 
The next in succession Til give yon the King, 
Whoe'er would betray him, on high may ho 

s^irinff * 
And here's the grand fabric, our free Constitu- 
tion, 
As built on the base of the great Revolution ; 
And longer with Politics nol to be cramm'd. 
Be Anarchy curs'd. and be Tyranny damn'd : 
And who would to Liberty e or prove disloyal. 
May his son be a hangman, and. tie his first trial. 



TIIE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 
BONNT lassie will ye go, will ye go, will ye go. 
Bonny lassie will ye go, to the Birks of Aber- 
leldy*? 

Now summer blinks on flowery brnes. 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays. 
Come, let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, &c. 

While o'er their heads the hazels hing. 
The little birdies bly thely slug, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the Dirks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, 6cc, 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's. 
The foaming stream deep-ronrlng fa's, 
O'crhung wl' fragrant spreading shuws, 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, &c. 

The hoary cliffs arc crown'd wl' flowers. 
White o'er the linns the bumle pours. 
And rising, weets wi' misty showers 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, &c. 

Let fortune's gifts at random flee, 
Tliey ne'er shall draw a wish f rae me, 
8nprcme1y blest wi* love and tlico 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, &c 



BTRATHALLAN'S LAMENT. 

Thickest night o'erhangs my dwelling ! 

Howling tempests o'er me rave ! 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling, 

8tiU surround my lonely cave 1 

Crystal streamlets gently flowing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes, softly blowing, 
Suit not my distracted uiind. 

In the cause of right engaged. 
Wrongs injurious to redress. 

Honour s war we strongly waged. 
But the heavens denyd success. 

Rain's wheel has driven o'er us. 
Not a hope that dare attend ; 

The wide world Is nil before us— 
But a world without a f riend !i28 



TIIE YOUNO HIGHLAND ROVER, 
ri/ne— "Morag." 

Loud blaw the frosty breezes, 

I'he snaws the mountains cover; 
Like winter on me seizes. 

Since my young Highland rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
Where'er ho go. where'er he stray, 

May Heaven be his warden : 
Return him safe to fair Strathspey, 

And bonnlc Castle-Gordon ! 

The trees now naked grroaning, 

Shall soon wi' leaves bo hinging. 
The birdies dowrlo moaning. 

Shall a' be bly thely slnghig, 
Sne I'll rejoice the lee lang day, 

When by his mighty warden 
My youth^s return'd to fair Strathspey, 

And boiuile Castle-Gordon I >23 



STAY, MY CHARMER, CAN YOU LEAVE 

ME? 

Tune— ''An Gllle dubh ciar-dhnbh." 

Stat, my charmer, can you leave me ? 

Cruel, cruel to deceive me ! 

Well you know how much yon grieve me ; 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 

Cruel charmer, can yon go ? 

By my love so Ill-reqnlted ; 

By the faith you fondly plighted ; 

By the pangs of lovers slighted ; 

l>o not, do not leave mo so .' 
• Pq not, do rtotl^av9 m9 »0 1 



RAVING WINDS AROUND IIER BLOW- 
ING. 
ri/M«— "M'Gregorof Ruara's Lament" 

Raving winds around her blowing. 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing. 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deploring— 
"Farewell, hours that late did measure 
Sunshine days of Joy and pleasure : 
Hall, thou gUKimy nlRht of sorrow. 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow! 

•' O'er the past too fondly wandering. 
On the hopeless future pondering; 

Chilly grief my life-blood freezes, 

Fell despair my fancy seizes. 

Life, thou soul of every blessing. 

Load to misery most distressing, 
O how gladly I'd resign thee. 

And to dark oblivion Join thee !" 



\ 



MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 
Tune—'' Druimlon dubh." 
MusiNoon the roaring ocean, 

Which divides my love and me ; 
Wearying heaven In warm devotion, 
For his weal where'er he be. 

Hope and fear's alternate billow 
Yielding late to nature's law, 

Whlsp'rlng spirits round my pillow 
Talk of him that's farawa*. 

Y^o whom sorrow u^xcx h?o«cAsA^ 

'^O WVVO "UCVW ^^^ «^\ftKC , 



n 



BURNS' POETICAL WOEKS. 



Gentle night, do thon befriend mc: 
Downy sleep the onrtatn draw ; 

Spirits kind, again attend me, 
TallL of falm that's far awa*. 



BLTTHE WAS SHE 

Bltthc, blythe and merrjr was she, 
Blythe was she bnt and ben; 

BIjthe by the banks of Em. 
And blythe in Glentnrit glen. 

By Ochtertyre grows the aik. 

On Yarrow banks, the birken shaw; 
Bnt Pheinie was a bonnier lass 

Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw, 
Blythe, &c 

Her looks were like a ilow'r In May, 
Her smile was like a simmer morn: 

She tripped by the banks of £rn. 
As light's a Dlrd upon a thorn. 
Blythe, Ac. 

Her bonnie face It was as meek 

As ony lamb upon a lee ; 
The evening sun was ne'er sao sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's e'e. 
Blythe, Ac. 

The Highland hills I've wandered wide, 
And o'er the Lowlands I hae been ; 

But Phemie was the biythest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 
Blythe, &c. 



A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

A ROSE-BUD by my early walk, 
Adown a corn-inclosed hawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 
All on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn arc fled. 
In a' its crimson glory spread, 
And drooping rich the dewy head. 
It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush, her covert nest, 
A little linnet fondly prest, 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brooj. 
The pride, the pleasure o' the woo«. 
Amaug the fresh green leaves bedewed. 
Awake the early morning. 

So thou, dear bird, young Jcanle fair ! 
On trembling string or vocal air. 
Shall sweetly pay the tender oare, 
That tents thy earty morning. 

So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shalt beauteous blaze npon the day. 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
That watched thy early momlng.!**"^ 



WHERE BRAVING ANGRY WINTER'S 

STORMS. 
Tm««— "Nell Gow's Lamentation for Aber- 

caimy." 

Whebe braving angry winter's storms. 

The lofty Ochils rise. 
Far in their shade my Peggy's charms, 

First blest my wondering eyes ; 
As one who by some savage stream, 

A lonely gem surveys. 
Astonished doubly marks its beam, 

With art's most polished blaze. 

Blest be the wild, sequester'd shade, 

And blest the day and hour, 
Where Peggy's chansfl I first sarTey*di 

Wifefi am Xten meir poW'r I 



The tyrant Death, with grim control. 
May seize my fleeting breath : 

But tearing Peggy from my soal 
Must be a stronger death. 



TIBBIE I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 
Tune—'' Invercanld's RecL" 

nbble, I hae seen the day 
Ye would nao been sae »ny; 

For lalk o' gear ye lightly me, 
Bnt troth, I care na by. 

Yestreen I met you on the moor. 

Ye spafc nae, mit gaed by like stonre*, 
Ye geek at me because I'm poor, 

But flent a hair care I, 
O Tibbie, I hae, Ac. 

1 doubt na, lass, but ye may think, 
Because ye hne the name o' clink. 
That ye can please me at a wink. 

Whene'er ye like to try 
O Tibbie, I hae, «fec. 

But sorrow tak him that's sae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saucy quean 
Thht looks sae proud and high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

Altho* a lad 'v\'ere e'er sae smart. 
If that he want the yellow dirt, 
Y'e'll cast your head anither airt, 
And answer him f u' dry 
O Tibbie, I hae, <fec. 

But if he hae the name o' gear. 
Ye '11 fasten to him like a brier, 
Tho' hardly he, for sense or lear. 
Be better than the kye. 
Tibbie, I hae, Ac. 

But Tibbie, lass, tak my advice. 
Your daddie's gear maks you sae nice : 
The dell a ane wad spier your price. 
Were ye as poor as I. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

There lives a lass in yonder park, 
I would nao gie her under sark. 
For thee, wl' a' thy thousand mark; 
Yc need na look sac high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 



C L A R I N D A. • 
Clartwda, mistress of my soul. 

The measnr'd time is run ! 
Tho wretch beneath the dreary pole. 

So marks his latest sun. 

To what dark cave of frozen night. 

Shall poor Sylvander hie? 
Deprlv'd of thee, l)is life and light. 

The sun of all his Joy. 

We part,— but by these precious drops, 

That fill thy lovely eyes ! 
No other light shall guide my steps, 

Till thy bright beams arise. 

She, the fair sun of all her sex, 

Has blest my glorious day: 
And shall a glimmering planet fix 

My worship to its ray? 



THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM Bl 
Tune—'' Seventh of November." 

The day returns, my bosom bur»8. 

The blissful day we twa did moet, 
Tho' winter wila in tempest toil'd. 

Ne'er summer son was half sae sweet. 
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llian a* the pride that loads the tide, 
And crosses o'er the sultry line ; 

Than kinglj robes, than crown and globes. 
Heaven gaye me more, it made thee mine. 



While day and night can bring delight, 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 
While joys above, my mind can move. 

For thee, and thee alone, I live I 
When that grim foe of life below, 

Comes In between to make us part ; 
The Iron hand that breaks our band, 

it breaks my bUss— it breaks my heart. 



THE LAZY MIST. 

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill. 
Concealing the course of the dark winding rill ; 
Uow languid the scenes, late so sprightly, 

appear. 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year ! 
The forests are leafless, the meaaows arc 

brown. 
And all the gay foppery of summer is flown : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse. 
How quick time is flying, how keen fate pur- 
sues: 
flow long I have liv'd— but how much liv'd In 

vain! 
How little of life's scanty span ma; remain : 
What aspects old Time, in his progress, has 

worn; 
What ties cruel Fate in my bosom has torn ! 
How foolish, or w<M'se, 'till our summit is 

gaind! 
And downward, how weakened, how darken*(l, 

liow pain'd ! 
This life's not worth having with all it can 

give— 
For something beyond it poor man, sure, must 

live. 



O, WERB 1 ON PABNASSU8' HILL. 
Tune^*'' My love Is lost to me." 

WERB I on Parnassus' hill! 
Or had of Helicon my All ; 
That I might catch poetic skill. 

To sing how dear I love thee. 
But Nlth maun be my muse's well, 
Hy rouse maun be thy bonnie sel' ; 
On Corsincon FlI glower and spell. 

And write how dear I love thee. 

Then come, sweet muse, inspire my lay ! 
For a' the lee-long simmer's day, 

1 couldna sing, I couldna say. 
How much, how dear, I love thee. 

I see thee dancing o'er the green. 
Thy waist sae Jimp, thy limbs sae clean. 
Thy tempting lips, thy rMrnish e'en— 
By heaven and earth I love thee ! 

By night, by day, a field, at hamc, 

The thoughts o* thee my breast inflame ; 

And aye I muse and sing thy name : 

I only live to love thee. 
Tho* I were doom'd to wander on. 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun. 
Till my last, weary sand was run; 

'Till then— and then I love thee. 



I LOVE MY JEAN. 
7'tme— "Miss Admiral Gordon's Strathspey." 

Of a' the alrts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west, 
For there the bonnie lassie lives, 

The lassie I lo'e best : 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row, ■ 

And mony a hill between : 
But day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wl* my Jean. 



I see her In the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair : 
1 hear her in the tuneful birds, 

I hear her charm the air: 
There's not a bonnie flower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green, 
There's not a bonnie bird that slugs. 

But minds me o' my Jean, 

THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE. 

The Catrine woods were yellow seen, 

The flowers decayed on Carrlue lee,i2S 
Xac iav'rock sang on hillock green, 

But natnre sicken'd on the e'e. 
Thro* faded groves MariaiM sang, 

Hersel' in beauty's bloom the while. 
And aye the wild wood echoes rang, 

Fareweel, the braes o' BaUochmyie 1 

Low in your wlntiy beds, ye flowers. 

Again ye'Il flourish fresh and fair; 
Yc birdies dumb, in withering bowers, 

Again ye'll charm the vocal air. 
But here, alas ! for mc noe mair, 

Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile ; 
Fareweel, the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel! sweet Ballochmylc! 



WILLIE BREWD A PECK 0' MAUT. 

O Willie brew'd a peck o' maut, 
And Rob and Allan came to pree ; 

Three blyther hearts, that lee lang night, 
Yc wall na And in Chrlstendlo. 

*' 'We are na fon, we're nao that fou. 

But Just a drapple in our c'e: 
The cock may craw, the day may daw. 

And aye we'll taste the barley bree. 

Here are me met, three merry boys, 
Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

And mony a night we've merry been, 
And mony mae we hope to be ! 
" W^c are na fou," Ac 

It Is the moon, I ken her horn. 
That's bllnkin in the lift sae hie ; 

She shines sae bright to wyle us hame 
But by my troth she'll wait a wee ! 
We arc nae fou, &c. 

TTha first shall rise to gang awa, 
A enckold, coward loon is he ! 

Wha last beside his chair shall fa'. 
He is the king amang us three! 
We are nae fon, &cA^ 



THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE. 

1 GAED a waefn' gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear. Til dearly me ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet e'en, 

'Twa lovely e'en o* bonnie blue. 
*Twas not her golden ringlets bright ; 

Her lips like roses, wat wl' dew. 
Her heaving bosom, lily-white— 

It was her e'en sae bonnie blue. 

She talk'd, she smil'd, my heart she wll'd. 

She charmed my soul, T wist nae how ; 
And aye the stound, the deadly wound. 

Cam frae her e'en sae bonnie blue. 
But spare to speak, and spare to speed ; 

She il aiblins listen to my vow : 
Should she refuse, I'll lay my -dead 

To her twa e'en sae bonnie blne.»28 



THE BANKS OF NITH. 
Tune—** Roble Donna Gorach." 

The Thames flows proudly to the sea^ 
Where royal cities stately stand; 

But sweeter flows the Kith to me, 
^Ybere Commins woe had high command* 
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When shall t sco that honoured land. 
That winding stream I lovo so dear ! 

Mast wayward fortune's adverse hand 
I\>r ever, ever keep me here ? 

Uow lovely, Kith, thy f mitf ni vales, 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily Uoom ; 
Uow sweetly wind thy sloping dales 

Where lambkins wander thro* the broom! 
Tho* wandering, now, must be my doom. 

Far from thy bonnle banks and braes, 
Hay there my latest hoars consome, 

Amang the friends of early days! 



JOIIN ANDERSON, MY JO. 
JoHir Anderson, my Jo, John, 

When we were first acqncnt, 
Yonr locks were like the raven. 

Your bonnle brow was brent ; 
Kilt now your brow is beld, John, 

Yoar locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my Jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Wo clamb the hill theglthcr; 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We've had wl' anc anithcr. 
Now wo maun totter down, John, 

Bat hand In hand we'll go : 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my Jo. 



THE JOLLY BEGGARS: 

A CANTATA. 
RECITATIVO. 

WnENlyart leaves beatrow the yird» 
Or wavering like the Baukle l)lrd,J29 

Bedim canld Boreas' blast, 
When hallstanes drive wi' bitter skyte, 
And infant frosts begin to bite, 
In hoary cranrench drest ; 
Ac night at e en a meery core, 
O' randle, gangrcl bodies. 
In Poosle-Nansie's held the splore. 
To drink their orra dnddles : 
Wl' quaffing and laughing. 

They ranted and they sang; 
Wr jumping and thumping, 
The vera girdle rang. 

First, nlest the flre, in auld red rags, 
Ane sat, weel brac'd wi' mealy bags, 

And knapHack a' in order ; 
His doxy lay within his arm, 
Wi' usquebac an' blanlicts warm- 
She blinket on her sodgcr: 
An' aye he gives the tousle drab 

The tither skelpin' kiss. 
While she held ap her greedy gab, 
Just like an a'mons dish. 
Ilk smack still, did crack still, 

Just like a cadger's whip. 
Then staggering and swaggerhig 
He roared this ditty up— 

AIR. 

7'i/ne— " Soldier's Joy." 

I. 
I AM a son of Mars who have been in many 

wars. 
And show my cats and scars wherever I come ; 
This here was for a wench, and that other in a 

trench. 
When welcoming the French at the sound of the 
dram. 

l^al do dandle, &c. 

11. 
My 'prentlceship I past where my leader 

breath'd his last. 
When the bloody die was cast on the heights of 

Abram;!"' 



I served ont my trade when the gallant gaiM 

was play 'a. 
And the Moro"i low was laid at the soond of 

the drum. 

Lai de dandle, Ac 

m. 

I lastly was with Curti8,iS2 among the floatiutr 

batt'ries. 
And there I left for witness an arm and a limb; 
Yet let my country need me, with Elliot to head 

me, 
I'd clatter my stamps at the soand of the drum. 
Lai de dandle, Ac 

IV, 

And now tho' I mast beg with a wooden arm 

and leg. 
And many a tatter d rag hanging over my bnra, 
I'm as happy with my wallet, ray bottle and my 

callet, 
As when I ns'd in scarlet to follow a dram. 
Lai de dandle, «Kc. 

V. 

What tho* with hoary locks, I mast stand the 

winter shocl(s, 
Beneath the woods and rocks often times for a 

homo, 
When tho tother bag I sell, and the tother bottle 

tell, 
I could meet a troop of hell, at the soand of the 

drum. 

Lai de dandle, &c, 

RECITATIVO. 

IIo ended ; and the kebars sheuk, 

Aboon tho chorus roar; 
While frighted rations backward leak. 

And seek the benmost bore ; 
A fairy fiddler frae the neak. 

He skirl'd out 'encore !' 
But up arose the martial chuck, 

And laid the loud uproar. 

AIR. 

iTMng-" Soldier Laddie." 

I. 

I ONCE was a maid, tho' I cannot tell when. 
And still my delight is in proper young men : 
.Some one of a troop of di'ago<ms was my daddle, 
No wonder I'm fond of a sodger laddie. 
Sing, Lai de lal, Ac 

:i 

The first of ray loves was a swaggering blade. 
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ; 
His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so 

ruddy. 
Transported I was with my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal do lal, Jkc. 

III. 

But the godly old chaplain left him in the larch, 
The sword I forsook for the sake of the chnrch. 
He vcntnr'd the soul, and I risked the body, 
'Twas then I prov'd false to my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de uu, Ac 

IV. 

Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot. 
The reghnent at large for a husband I got: 
From the gilded spontoon to the fife i was 

ready, 
I asked no more bnt a sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, Ac. 

V. 

Bnt the peace it rednc'd me to beg in despah', 
Till I met my old boy at Cunningham fair; 
His rags re^mental they flatterd so jnady, 
My heart it rejoic'd at my .sodger laddie. 

ti&i^lSkatMtAe. 
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And now I hare livM— I know not how long, 

And still I can Join in a cup or a song ; 

Bat whilst with both hands 1 can hold the glass 

steady, 
ilcrc^s to thee, mj hero, my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de lal, &C. 

RECIIATIVO. 

Poor Merry Andrew in the neak. 

8at gnzzllng wV a tinkler hizzlc ; 
They mind't na wha the chorus tenk. 

Between themselyes the j were sae busy : 
At length wf drink and courting dizzy, 

He stoiter'd up and made a face : 
Then tnm*d, and laid a smack on Oriszie, 

.Syne tuned his pipes wi' graye grimace. 

Ain. 
fTime-" Anld Sir Symon." 

Sir Wisdom's a fooi when he's fou, 
Sir Knave is a fool in a session : 

lie's there but a 'prentice I trow, 
But I am a fool by profession. 

My grannie she bought mo a benk. 
And I held awa to the school ; 

1 fear I ray talent misteuk, 
But what will ye hae of a fool ? 

For drink I would venture rty neck, 
A hizzie's the half o' my craft, 

But wliat could ye other expect. 
Of ane that's avowedly daft ? 

I a nee was tied up like a atirk ; 

For civilly swearing and quaf&n' 
1 ance was abus'd in the kirk, 

For touzling a hiss i' my dafHn. 

Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport. 
Let naebody name wi' a jeer; 

There's ey'n, I'm taught, 1' the court 
A tumbler ca'd the premier. 

Observ'd yo, yon reverend lad 
Make faces to tickle the mob ; 

lie rails at our mountebank squad- 
It's rivaiship Just i' the job. 



And now my conclasion 111 tell. 




RECITATIVO. 

Then nelst outspak a rnuclc carlin, 
Wha kcnt fu' weel to deck the sterling, 
For monie a pursie she had hookit. 
And had in mony a well been duckit. 
Her dove had been a Highland laddie. 
But weary fa* the waefiT woodie ! 
Wi' sighs and sobs she thus began 
To wall her braw John Highlandman. 

AIR. 

Tune—'^O an ye were dead Guldman." 
I. 
A HIGHLAND lad mv love was bom, 
Ttie Lawlan' laws he held in scorn ; 
But he still was falthfu' to his clan, 
BIy gaUant, braw John Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sing^ey my braw John Highlandman ! 
Sing, ho my braw John Highlandman ! 
There's not a lad in a' the Ian' 
Was match for my John Highlandman. 

II. 
With his phiUbeg an* tartan phild. 
An' gude claymore down by his side. 
The ladles hearts he did trepan. 
My gaUant, braw John Highlandman. 
fciing, hey, Ac. 



ilL 



We ranfftid a' from Tweed to Spey, 
An' liv'a like lords and ladies gay; 
For a Lawlan's face he feared none. 
My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 
Sing, hey, &c 



ly. 



They banish'd him beyond the sea. 
But ero the bad was on the tree, 
Adown my cheek the pearls ran, 
Embracing my John Highlandman. 
Sing, bey, &c 



V. 



But, oh ! they catch'd him at the last, 
And bound hun in a dungeon fast: 
My curse upon them every one, 
Tiiey'yeJiang'd my braw John Highlandman. 
Sing, hey, <fcc. 

And now a widow, i must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne'er return; 
Kg comfort but a hearty can. 
When I think on brnw John Highlandman. 
Sing, hey, <tc. 

RKCITATIVO, 

A pigmy scraper, wl' his fiddle, 

Wha us'd nt trysts and fairs to driddle, 

Her strappln' limb and gancy middle, 

(He reach d nae higher), 
Had hol'd his hcartle like a riddle, 

An' blawn't on Are. 

Wi' hand on haunch, an' upward e'c. 
Ho croon'd his gamut, one, two, three, 
Then hi an Arioso key, 

Tlie wee Apollo 
Set off wi' Allegretto glee 

His glga solo. 

AIR. 

7'ttwe—" Whistle owrc the lave o't.'* 

I. 
Let me ryke up to dight that tear. 
An' go Wl' me to be my dear, 
An' then your every care and fear 
JMay whistle owre the lave o't. 

CHORUS. 

I am a fiddler tomy trade, 
And a' the tunes that e'er I play'd, 
Tlic sweetest still to wife or maid. 
Was whistle owre the lave o't. 

II. 
At kirns and weddings we'se be there, 
An' 1 sae nlcely's we will fare ; 
We'll bouse about till Daddie Care 
Sings whistle o'er the lave o't. 
I am, &c. 

III. 
Sae merrily the banes we'll pyke, 
An' sun oursel's about the dyke. 
An' at our leisure, when we like, 
We'll whistle o're the lave o t. 
I am, dbc. 

IV. 

But bless me wi' your heaven o' charms. 
And while I kittle hair on thairms, 
Hunger, canld, an' a sic hanns. 
May whistle owre the lave o't. 
I am, &c. 

RKCTTATTVO. 

Her charms had struck a sturdy calrd, 

As weel as poor gutscraper ; 
lie taks the flddler by the beard, 

And draws a rusty rapier— 
He swoor by a' was swearing wortli. 

To speet hlra like a pliver. 
Unless he would from that time forth, 

Kellnquish her for over. 
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Wi' ghastly e'e, poor tweedle dee 

Upon his hankers bended, 
And pray'd (or grace wi' raefu* face, 

And sae the qoarrel ended. 
But though his little heart did grieve, 

When romnd the tinlder prest her, 
He feigned to snlrtle in his sleeve. 

When thus the caird addressed her. 

AIB. 

Tmte—" Clout the Canldron.** 
I. 

Mt bonnic lass, I worlc in brass, 

A tinkler in my station ; 
I've traveU'd round nil Christian ground, 

In this my occupation. 
I've ta'en the gold, I've been enrolled 

In many a noble squadron : 
But vain they search'd, when off 1 march d 

To go and clout the canldron. 

I've ta'en the gold, &c. 

n 
Despise that shrimp, that withered imp, 

Wi' a* his noise an' caprin', 
An' tak' a share wi' those that bear 

The budget an' the apron. 
An' by that stoup, my faith and honp. 

An' by that dear Rilbaigie,i» 
If e"er ye want, or meet wi* scant, 

May I ne'er wet my craigie. 

An^by that stoup, &c. 

BSCITATIVO. 

The caird prevaild— the unblusliing fair 

In his embraces sunk, 
Partly wl' love o'crcomc sae soir, 

An^ partly she was drunk. 
Sir Violino, with an air 

That show'd a man of spunk, 
Wish'd unison between the pair. 

An' made the bottle ciimk 

To their health that night. 

But hurchln Cupid shot a shaR 

That play'd a dame a shavie* 
The fiddler rak'd her fore and aft, 

Behint the chicken cavie. 
Her lord, a wight o' Homer's craft,i3* 

Tho' limping with the spavie, 
He hirpl'd up, and lap like daft, 

An' shor'd them Daintic Davie 
O' boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blade 

As ever Bacchus listed, 
Though Fortune salr upon him laid, 

His heart she ever nilss'd it, 
He had no wish bnt^— to be glad. 

Nor want but— when he thirsted ; 
He hated nought but— to be sad, 

And thus the Muse suggested, 

His sang that night. 

AIB. 

^ne_»»ror a' that, an' a' that." 
I. 
I AM a bard of no regard, 

Wr gentle folks, an' a' that; 
But Homer-like, the glowran byke 
Frae town to town! draw that. 

CHOBUS. 

For a' that, an' a' that; 

An' twice as meikle's a' that ; 
I've lost but ane, I've two behln', 

rve wife enough for a' that. 

71. 

1 never drank the Muse's stank, 
Castalia's bum, an' a* that : 

But there it streams, and rlcoly reams, 
ISj HeUcon I ca' that. 

For a' that, J»$. 



nt. 



Great love I bear to a* the fair, 
Their humble slave, an* a* that; 

But lordly wUl, I hold it stlU 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 

For a' that, Ac 

TV. 

In raptures sweet, this hour we meet, 
Wi'^mutual love and a' that ; 

But for how lang the flee may stang, 
Let inclination law that. 

For a' that, Ac. 

Their tricks and craft have put me daft, 
They've ta'en me in, an' a^ that : 

But clear your decks, and here's the sex! 
I like the Jauds for a' that. 

For a' that, an* a' that. 
An' twice as meikle's a' that ; 

My dearest bluid, to do them guld. 
They're welcome tlU't for a' that. 

SBGITATIVO. 

So sung the bard— and Nansle's wa'a 
Shook with a thunder of applause, 

Re-echo'd from each mouth ; 
They toom'd their pocks, an' pawn'd their di 
They scarcely left to co'er their fuds, 

To quench their lowin' drouth. 
Then owre again, the Jovial tlurang. 

The poet did request. 
To loose his pack and wale a sang, 
A ballad o' the best: 
He rising, rejoioing. 

Between his twa Deborahs, 
Looks round him, an' found tncm 
Impatient for the chorusi 

AIB. 

^n€—'' Jolly morUls, fill your Olassea.*' 

I. 
See ! the smoking bowl before ua, 

Mark our jovial ragged ring ! 
Bound and round take up the chorus. 

And In raptures let us sing. 

CHOBUS. 

A fig for those by law protected I 
Liberty's a glorious feast ! 

Courts for cowards were erected, 
ChunAies built to please the priest. 

II. 
What is title ? what is treasure ? 

What la reputation's care ? 
If we lead a life of pleasure, 
'Tis no matter how or where t 
A fig, Ac. 

ni. 
With the ready trick and fablo. 

Bound we wander all the day ; 
And at night, in barn or stable. 
Hug our doxies on the hay. 
A fig, &c. 

TV. 

Does the train-attended carriage 
Through the country lighter rove ? 

Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of love ? 
A fig, Ac. 

V. 

Life is all a variorum. 

We regard not how it goes; 
Let them cant about decorum 

Who liavc characters to lose. 
A fig, &c. 

xi. 
Here's to budgets, bags, and wallets t 

Here's to all the wandering train ! 
Here's our ragged brats and calletsl 

One and all cry oat. Amen I 



BESS AHb &ER BFCnnNG WH£EL. 



for tbose by law orotected I 
fa a glorious feast I 
ts for cowards were erected, 
les built to please the priest. 



TaM OLEK. 

t Is a-breaking, dear tittle, 
ioonsel nnto me come len', 
• them A' is a pity, 
iiat wlU I do wl* Tam Glen ? 

king, wl' Blch a braw fellow, 
rtith I might make a fen; 
re 1 in riches to wallow, 
Aunna marry Tam Glen f 

Lowrle the laird o' DrmneUer, 

I day to you, brute," he comes ben : 

9 and he biaws o* his siller, 

Mn will he dance like Tam Glen ? 

lie does constantly deave me, 
ds me beware o' young men : 
tter, she says, to deceive mc, 
tia can think sae o l^m Glen? 

ie says, gin I'll forsake him, 
ie Die guid hnnder marks ten: 
.'s ordain'd 1 maun tak him, 
will I get lULe Tam Glen? 

1 at the Valcntine*8 dealing, 
»rt to my mou' gled a sten ; 
:e I drew aue without failing, 
irice it was written— Tam Glen I 

Hallowe'en I was wankln', 
)ukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; 
less cam np the honse stankln", 
le very grey breeks o' Tam Glen ! 

unsel, dear tittle ! don't tarry ; 
you my bonnie black hen, 
v'lll advise me to marry 
i I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



Y TOCHER'S THE JEWEL. 

thinks my luve o' my beauty, 
kle thinks my lave o' my kin; 
thinks my Inve, I ken brawlfo. 
er's the Jewel has charms for him, 
the apple he'll nourish the tree ; 
r the nlmney he'll cherish the bee ; 
's sae meikle in luve wi' the siller, 
A hoe luve to spare for me. 

'er o' luve's an alrl-pennv, 

er's the bargain ye wad buy ; 

> be crafty, I am cunnin', 

fV anither your fortune mann try. 

te the bark o' yon rotten tree, 

:e to the tlmmer o' yon rotten wood, 

rae me like a knotless thread, 

1 crack your credit wi' inae nor mc. 



QUID WIFE COUNT THE LxVWIN. 

le day and mirk's the night, 

ne'er stray for fau't o' light, 

.d brandy's stars and moon, 

red wine's the rlsln' sun, 

dwKe, count the lawhi', the Inwln', the 

dwife. couut the lawln', and bring a 
le malr. 

calth an' «ase for gontlcmeo, 
le-folk maun fecht and feu' ; 
sve're a' in ae accord, 
laii that's dnmk's a lord, 
fuldwlfe count, Ac. 

is a haly pool, 
i the woiintls o* care and d^ol ; 



And pleasure Is a wanUm tnmt, 
An' ye drink but deep yell find blm oat, 
Then goldwlfe count, Ac. 



WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WT AN 
AULD MAN. 

What can a yonng lassie, what Aall a young 
lassie. 
What can a yoong iasBle do wi' an anld man? 
Bad Inck on the pennle that tempted my mhinie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an* laa* ; 
Bad luck on the pennle, &c. 

He's always compleenln* frao momin* to 6*enin*, 
Ho hosts and he hirples the weary day lang; 

He's doy'lt and he's dozin', his bluid It is frozen, 
O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man ! 

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he can- 
kers; 
I never can please him, do a' that I can ; 
He's peevish, and Jealous of a* the yonng 
fellows. 
0, dool on the day, I met wl* an anld man ! 

My anld auntie Katie upon me takes pity, 
I'll do ray endeavour to follow her plan ; 

I'll cross him, and wrack him, until I heart- 
break him. 
And then his auld bi-ass will buy me a new pan. 



THE BONNIE WEE THING. 

BOMKis wee thing, cannle wee thing. 

Lovely wee thing, wert thon mine; 
I wad wear thee in my bosom. 

Lest my jewel I should tine I 

Wlstfdlly I look and langtiisti. 
In that bonnie face of thine ; 

And ray heart it stounds wi* anguish. 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty, 

In ae const'ellatlon shine ; 
To iuloi*c tliee is my cluty^ 

Goddess o* this soul o' mine I 
Bonnie wee, Ac. 



O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAM! 
2Vw€— "The Moudiewort." 

An* O, for ane and twenty, Tam ! 

An' iiey, sweet ane and twenty, Tam! 
I'll Icam my kin a rattlln sang. 

An' I saw ane and twenty^Tam! 

They snool me sair. and hand me down, 
And gar me look like blnntle, Tarn! 

But three slbatt years will soon wheel ronn*- 
And then comes ane and twenty, Tam! 
An' O, for ane, &c. 

Aglieb o' Ian', a claut o' gear. 
Was left me by my auntie, Tam : 

At kith or kin 1 need na spier. 
An* I saw ane and twenty, Tam ! 
An* O, for ane, Ac. 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy ooof, 

Tho' I myself hae plenty, Ttim ; 
But hear'st thou laddie,— there's my loof,— 

I'm thine at ane and twenty, Tam! 
An' O, for ane, Ac 



BESS AND UEB SPINNING WHEEL. 
O, LEEZR mo on my spinning wheel, 
O, Icezo me on my rock and reel; 
Frae tap to tae that cteeds me blen. 
And haps rae fiel and warm at o'eu I 
I'll set mo down and sing and spin. 
While luigh descends the simmer sun. 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal* 
O, Icezc me on my spinning wheel. 
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On ilka hand tbe bnrnlea trot, 
And meet below thy theekit cot ; 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across tlic pool their arms anite. 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest, 
And Uttle fishes' caller rest: 
The son bllnkii kindly in the bic-r, 
Where, bljtho I tarn m j spinuUiK wheel. 

On lofty alks the cushats wail, 
And echo cons the doolfn* tale ; 
Tbe Untwhites in the hazel braes, 
Delighted, rival ither's lays : 
The cralk amang the claver hay, 
The paitrick whirrin o'er the ley. 
The swallow j inkling round my shiol, 
Amuse me at my spmnhig whceL 

Wi* sma* to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 
O wha wad leave this hnmoic state. 
For a* the pride of a* the great ? 
Amid their flaring, idle toys. 
Amid their cumbrous, dinsoinc Joys, 
Can they tbe peace and pleasnre fuel. 
Of Bessie at her sphming wheel. 



COUNTRY LASSIE. 

In simmer when the hay was mawn. 

And com wav'd gvcen in ilka Held. 
While claver blooms white o'er tlic Ion, 

And roses blaw in ilka bicld ; 
Blythc Bessie in the milking shiel. 

Says, '* I'll be wed come o t what will ;" 
Ont spake a dame in wrinkled elld, 

" O gude advisement comes nae ill." 

*' Its ye hae wooers mony a ane, 

And, lassie, ye're but young, ye ken; 
Then wait a wee, and cannle wale, 

A routhie butt, a routhio ben : 
There's Johnnie o' the Buskle-glcn, 

Fu' is his barn, fu' is his byre : 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen, 

It's plenty beets tlie luver's Are." 

"For Johnnie o'er the BaslLlc-glcn, 

I dinna cure a single flie ; 
He lo'es sue wecl his scraps and kyc, 

He has nae Inve to spare for nic: 
But blythe's the blink o' Roble's c'e. 

And weel I wat he lo'es mc dear : 
Ae blink o' him I wad na gio 

For Buskie-glen and a* his gear." 

" O thoughtless lassie ! life's a fanght, 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair ; 
But aye f u* ban t is fechtln' best, 

A hungry care's an unco care : 
But some will spend, and some will spare. 

And wilfn* folk maun hae their will; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mind that ye maun drhik the yill.'* 

" O gear will buy me rigs o' land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye ; 
But the tender heart o' ieesome luvc, 

The gowd and siller canna buy : 
We may be poor,— Robie and I, 

Light is the burden lave lays on ; 
Content and love brings peace and joy— 

What mair hae queens upon a throne ?" 



FAIR ELIZA. 

A GAELIC AIR. 

Txjtax agabi. thou fair Eliza, 
Ae kind blink before we part, 

Rew on thy despairing lover! 

Canst thou break his faithfu' heart? 

Turn again, thoa fair Eliza; 
If to love thy heart denies, 

For pity hide the cniel sentence 
Und^r friendship's khid disguise ; 



Thee, dear maid, hae I offended? 

The offence U loving thoe : 
Canst then wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thbie wad gladly die ? 
While the life beats in my nosom. 

Thou Shalt mix in ilka throe : 
Tnni again, thou lovely maiden. 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow ! 

Not the bee npon the bosom. 

In the pride o* sinny noon ; 
Not the Uttle sporting fairy. 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet In the moment 

Fancy lightens on his e'e, 
Kens the pleasure, feels the raptnre 

That thy presence gies to me. 



THE POSIE. 

On, Lave will ventore In, where it dare na well 

be seen,— 
Oh, love will venture in where wisdom ance has 

been: 
But I will down yon river rove, annrng the wood 

sac frreen— 
And a' to pu' a posie to my ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pn', the firstling o' the venr. 
And I will pa' the pink, the emblem o* my ilesr. 
For she's the pink o' womankind, and blooim 
wlthoat a peer— 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll pu' the budding rose, when Phoshns peeps in 

view. 
For it's likeabaamy kiss o' her sweet bonnie 

mou'! 
The hyacinth's for constancy wi' its anchaugiog 

blue— 
An' a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it Is fair. 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there ; 
The daisy's for simplicity and nnaffectca air- 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pn', wi' its locks o' siller 

grey, 
Where, like an aged man, it stands at break o' 

day; 
But the songster's nest within the bash I wlnna 

tak away— 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The woodbine I will pa' when e'ening star in 

near. 
And the diamond-draps o' dew shall be her e'en 

sae clear ; 
The violet's for modesty which wecl she fa's to 

wear— 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll tie the posie round wi' the silken band o' 

luve, 
And I'll place it in her breast, and I'll swear by 

a' alH>ve, 
That to my latest draught o' life the band shall 

n'er remove— 
And this will be a posie to my ain dear May. 



THE BANKS 0' DOON. 
Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Doon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair ; 
How can ye chant ye little birds, 

And I sae weary fa' o' care ; 
Thou'll break my heart thou warbling bird, 

That wantons thro' the flowering thorn: 
Thou minds me o* departed Joys, 

Departed— never to return. 

Oft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 
To see the rose and woodbine twine: 

And ilka bird sang o' its luvc. 
And, foudi^, sae did I o' iniUOt 
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AFTON WATER. 
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wr Ughtfomo heart I pad a rose, 
Fa' aweet apon its tnoriiy three : 

And my fause lover stole my rose. 
Bat ah! he left the thorn wl' me. 



SIC A WIl'E AS WILLIE HAD. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca'd it Llnkamdoudio ; 
Willie was a wabster gnid, 

Could stown a clao wr ony bodle ; 
ne bad a wife was dear and din. 
0, Tinkler Madgle was her mlUior— 
Sic a wife as WlUio had, 
I wad na glo a batton for her. 

She had an e*e-Hshe has bat ane. 
The cat has twa the very colour; 

Five rnsty teeth, forbye a stump, 
A clapper tongue wad dcavc a miller ; 

A whiskin' beard about her mou\ 
iler nose and chin they threaten Ithcr ; 
Sic a wife, Ac. 

Slio's bow-hough*d, she's heinshinncd, 
Aelimpin' leg a hand -breed shorter; 

She's twisted right, she's twisted left, 
To balance fair In ilka quarter: 

She has a hump upon her breast, 
The twin o' that upon her shouthcr ; 
Sic a wife, &c. 

Anld baudrons by the fngle sits. 

An' wi' her loot her face a-washiu' : 
But Willie's wife Is nae sae trig. 

She dights her gronzle wi' a nnshion ; 
Her waille neives like mkldcii creels, 
Her face wad fylo the Logan Water : 
Sic a wife as WlUle had, 
I wad na gle a batton for her. 



GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

Akce raair I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Ance malr I hail thee, wi' sorrow and care ; 
Sad was the parting then mak'st me remcml)er. 

Parting wr Nancy, Oh ! ne'er to meet malr : 
Fond lovers' parting is sweet painful pleasnrc, 

Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour ; 
But the dire feeling, Oh! farewell for ever, 

Is anguish nnmingl'd and agony pare. 

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest, 

Tin the last leaf o' the summer is flown. 
Such Is the tempest has shaken my bosom. 

Since my last hope and Inst comfort is gone ! 
Still as I hail thee, thon gloomy December. 

Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 
For sad was the parting thou mak'st me remem- 
ber 

Parting wl' Nancy, Oh I ne'er to meet malr. 



EVAN BANKS. 
Slow spreads the gloom my soul desires, 
The sun from India's shore retires ; 
To Evan baiilLS, with temp'rate ray. 
Home of my youth, it leads the day. 
Oh ! banks to me for ever dear ! 
Oh ! streams whoso murmurs still 1 hear! 
Ah ! all my hopes of bliss reside, 
Where Evan mingles wltli the Clyde. 

And she, in simple beauty drest, 
Whose Imase lives within my breast : 
Who trembling heard my piercing sigh, 
And long pursn'd me with her eye ! 
Does she, with heart unchang'd as mine. 
Oft in the vocal bowers recline ? 
Or where yon grot o'erhangs the tide. 
Muse while the Evan seeks the Clyde ? 

Ye lofty banks that Evan bound ! 
Ye lavish woods tliat wave around. 
And o'er the stream your shadows throwi 
Wblc|) sweetly winds so far belqiy ; 



What secret charm to mem'ry brings. 
All that on Evan's border springs? 
Sweet banks ! ye bloom by Mary's side : 
Blest stream ! she views thee haste tu Clyde. 

Can all the wealth of India's coast 
Atone for years in absence lost? 
Return, ye moments of delight. 
With richer treasures bless my sight ! 
Swift from this desert let me part. 
And fly to meet a kindred heart ! 
Nor more may anght my steps divide. 
From that dear stream which flows to Clyde. 



WILT THOU BE MY DEABIE? 

Wilt thou be my dearie? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 
O wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 

By the treasure of my soul. 
And that the love I bear thee I 

I swear and vow, that only thon 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thon, 1 swear and vow. 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me : 

Or, if thon wilt na be my aln, 
Sae na thon'lt refuse me : 

If it winna, canna be. 
Thou for thine, may choose me: 

Let me, lassie, quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 

Lassie, let me quickly die. 

Trusting that thou lo*es me. 



SHE'S FAIR AND FAUSE. 
She's fair and fanse that causes my smart, 

I lo'ed her melkle and lang ; 
She's broken her vow, she's broken my heart, 

And I may e'en gae hang. 
A coof cam in wi' roth o' gear. 
And I hae tint my dearest dear, 
But wGunan is but warld's gear, 

Sae let the bonnle lass gang. 

Whate'cr ye be that woman love, 

To this be never blind— 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove, 

A woman has't by kind: 
O, woman lovely, weman fair! 
An angel form's fa'n to thy sliare, 
'Twad been o'er melkle to glen thee inalr^ 

I mean an angel mind. 



AFTON WATER. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

braes. 
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gentl3',. sweet Afton, disturb not her 

dream. 

Thon stock-dove whose echo resonnds thro' the 

glen, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds In yon thorny den, 
Thon green-crested lapwing, thy screaming for- 

I charge yon disturb not my sinmbering fahr. 

How loftv, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far maric'd with the courses of clear winding 

rills; 
There dally I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary'^sweet cot In my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys be- 
low. 

Where wild In tho woodhinds the primrosee 
blow : 

Tliere oft as mild evening weeps over the lea, 

The sweet-scented blrk shades my Mary and 
me, 
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The eiTstal stream. Aftan, how lovely it glides, f 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides ; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
As, gathering sweet flowerets, she stems thy 
clear wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Alton, among thy green 

braes, 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays; 
Idy Mary's asleep by thy mnrmaring stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Alton, disturb not nor 

dream. 



BONNIE BELL. 

Thb smiling Spring comes in rejoicing. 

And surly Winter grimly flies; 
Now crystal clear are the falling w.atcrs. 

And bonny blue are the sunny skies ; 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth 
morning, 
The cv'nlng gilds the ocean's swell ; 
^Vll creatures joy in the sun's returning. 
And I rejoice in my bonnie Bell. 

The flow'ry Hpring leads sunny Summer, 

And jcUow Autumn presses near. 
Then In his turn oomes gloomy Winter, 

'Till smiling (Spring again appear, 
Hius seasons dnnclug, fife advancing, 

Old Time and N-ature their changes toll. 
But never ranging, still unchanging 

I adore my bonnie Bell. 



the 



THE GALL.VNT WEAVER. 

Where Cart rins rowin to tlie sea. 
By mony a flow'r and spreading tree, 
Tncrs lives a lad, the lad for mu, 
He is a gallant weaver. 

Oh I had wooers ancht or nine, 
Thcv gicd me rings and ribbons flnc ; 
And I was fear'd my heart would tine, 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie sign'd my tocher-band 
To gie the lad that nas the land, 
But to my heart I'll had my hand, 
And give it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in loafy bowers ; 
While bees delight In opening flowers ; 
While corn grows green fh simmer showers, 
I'll love my gallant weaver. »3* 



LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY TIIEE? 

Louis, what reck I by thee. 

Or Geordle on his ocean 'i 
Dyvour, beggar loans to me— 

I reign in Jeanie's bosom. 

Let her crown my love her law. 
And in her breast enthrone me : 

Kings and nations— swith awa' ! 
Reif randies, I disown ye ! 



FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

Mt heart IS sair— I dare nae tell— 

My heart is sair for somebody ; 
I could wake a winter Yiigbt 
For the sake of somebody. 
Oh-hon! for somebody I 
Oh-hey ! for somebody I 
I could range the world around, 
For the sake of sonWbody. 
Ye powers that smile on virtuous love, 

O sweetly smile on somebody I 
Frae ilka a danger keep him free. 
And send me safe my somebody t 
Oh-hon! for somebody! 
Oh-hey! for somebody! 
I wad do— what wad I not? 
For the sake of somebody! 



THE LOVELY LASS OF IKYEBHSM. 

The lovely lass o* Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can ahe see ; 
For e'en and morn she cries, alas ! 

And aye the saut tear blins her o'e: 
Drumossie moor, Drnmossle daj, 

A waefu' day it was to me ; 
For their I lust my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren tbree. 

Their winding sheet the bloody day, 

Their graves are growing green to see: 
And by Them lies the dearest lad 

That ever blest a woman's e'e! 
Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluldy man, I trow, thoa be ; 
For niony a heart thou hast made sair, 

That nu'er did wrong to thine er thee. 



A MOTHER'S 



LAMENT FOR 
OF HER SON. 



THE BEAT 



Time— "Finlayston House.'' 

Fate gave the wonl, the arrow sped. 

And pierced my darling's heart : 
And with him all the Joys are fled 

Life can to me impsurt. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops. 

In dust dishonour'd laid : 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shade. 
The mother linnet in tho brako 

Bewails her ravished yonng; 
So I for my lost darling's sake, 

Lament the live-long day. 
Daath, oft I've fear'd thy fatal blow. 

Now fond I bare my breast. 
O do thou klndlv lay me low * 

With Ulm I love at rest ! 



O MAY, TSY MORN. 

O May, thy mom was ne'er sae sweet. 
As the mirk night o' December; 

Fgr sparlding was the rosy wine. 
Ana private was the chamber: 

And dear was she I darna name, 
But I will aye remember! 
And dear, <kc. 

And here's to them, that, like onrsel*, 
Can push about the Jomm ; 

And here's to them that wish ns weel. 
May a' that's gudo watch o'er tbem! 

And here's to them, we darna tell, 
Tlie dearest o' the quorum. 
And here's to, &c. 



O WHAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN. 

O WHAT ye wha's in yon town. 
Ye see the c'enlng snn upon? 

The fairest dame's In yon town, 
That e'en sun is shining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw 
She wanders by yon spreading tree; 

How blest ye flow'rs that mind her blav, 
Ye catch the glances o' her e'e ! 

How blest ye birds that round her sing, 
And welcome in tho blooming year. 

And doubly welcome be the spring. 
The season to my Lucy dear ! 

The sun blhiks blythe on yon town. 
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr; 

But my delight in yon town. 
And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair. 

Without my love, not a' the charms, 
O' paradise could yield me Joy ; 

But gie my Lucy fn my arms. 
And welcome Lapland's dreary skyi 



CALEDONIA. 



61 



UrpKft WAd be a lover's bower, 
Tbo* nflBff winter rent the atr: 

And ihe a loyely little flower. 
That I wad tant and shelter there, 

J sweet Is slia In yon town. 
Yon slnkln min*s gane down npon ; 

A fairer tban's In yon town. 

Hit setting beam ne'er shone apon. 
If angry fate has twom my foe, 

And suffering I am doom'd to bear ; 
I careless quit anght else below. 
But spare me— spare me Lact7 dear ! 

For while life's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thonfliit frae her shall ne'er depart, 

And she— as fairest is her form ! 
She has the truest kindest heart,i36 



A BED, RED ROSE. 

O MT love's like a red, red rose, 
That's newly sprung in June: 

my love's like the melody 
That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnio lass, 

So deep in love am I : 
And I will love thee still, my dear, 

'TiU a' the seas gang dry. 

'Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun 

1 will love thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o' life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only love I 
And fare thee weel a while ! 

And I will come again, my love, 
Tho' It were ten t!iousand mUe. 



A VISION. 

As I stood by yon roofless tower. 

Where the wa'-flowor scents the dewy air, 
Where th' howlet mourns in hor Ivy bower. 

And tells the midnight moon her care. 

The winds were laid, the air was still, 
The stars they shot alang the sky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill, 
Whase distant echoing glens reply. 

The stream adown its hazellv path. 
Was mshing by the ruin'd wa's. 

Hasting to Join the nveeplngNith, 
Whase distant roaring swells and fa's. 

The cauld blue north was streaming forth 
Her lightsL wi' hissing eerie din : 

Athort the lift they sUrt and shift, 
Like fortune's favours* tint as win. 

By heedless chance I tum'd mine eyes. 
And, by the moon-beam, shook, to see 

A stem and stalwart ghalst arise, 
Attlr'd as minstrels wont to be. 

Had I a statue been o* stane. 
His darin look had dannted me ; 

And on his bonnet grav'd was plain, 
The sacred posie— Liberty ! 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow, 
Might roused the slumb'ring dead to hear ; 

But oh, it waa a tale of woe. 
As ever met a Briton's earl 

He sang wi' Joy for his former day. 
He weeping wail'd his latter times 

Bnt what he said it was nae play, 
I wlnna yentor't in my rhymes.!'' 



COPY OF A POETICAL ADDRESS TO MB. 
WILLIAM TYTLER, 

WITH TBI PRE8EKT OV THE BASO'S PICTURE. 

Bbvsred defender of beauteous Stuart, 
Of Stuart, a name once respected— 

A name, which to love was the mark of a true 
heart. 
But now ^tis despised and neglected. 

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my 
eye, 
Let no one misdeem me disloyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a 
sigh, 
Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. 

My fathers that name have rcvcr'd on a throne ; 

My fathers have fallen to right It ; 
Those fathers would spuni thuir degenerate son, 

That name should he scofflngly slight it. 

Still in prayers for King George I most heartily 
Join, 
The Queen and the rest of the gentry: 
Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of 
mine; 
Th8ir title's avow'd by the country. 

But why of that epocha make such a fuss, 

That gave ns the Hanover stem ; 
If bringing them over was lucky for us, 

I'm sure^twas as lucky for them. 

But loyalty, true ! we're on dangerous ground, 
' Who knows how tho fashions may alter. 
The doctrine, to-day, that Is loyalty sound, 
TO-morrow may bring ns a halter I 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A trine scarce worthy your care ; 
Bnt accept it, good sir, as a mark of regard, 

Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on your eye, 

And nshers tne long dreary night : 
But yon, like the star that athwart gilds the sky. 

Your course to the latest Is bright. 

My muse jilted me here, and turned a comer 
on me, and I have not jpfot again Into her good 
graces. Do me the justice to believe me sincere 
m my grateful remembrance of the many 
cIvilltles3'ou httTo honoured me with sinoe 1 
came to Edinburgh, and In assuring yon that I 
have the honour to be. 

Reverend Sir, 
Your obllRcd and very humble Servant, 
Edinbusoh, 1787. B. BuBsrs. 



CALEDONIA. 
Tune—'' Caledonian Hunt's I>ellght."i 

There was once a day— bnt old lime then waa 
yonng— 
That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line. 



From some of your northern deities sprung, 
(Who knows not that brave Ca* 
divine?) 



From Tweed to the Oreadcs was her domain, 
To hunt, or to pasture, or to do what she 
would : 
Her heavenly relations there flxed her reign, 
And pledg'd her their godheads to warrant it 
good. 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion In war. 

The pride of her kindred the heroine grew: 
Hergrandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore,— 
"Whoe'er shall provoke thee th' encoimter 
shaUroe!" 
With tillage or pasture at times she would sport. 
To feed her fair flocks by her green mstling 
com; 
But chiefly the woods were her fav'rlte resort. 
Her darUng amusement, tho hounds and the 
hom. 
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Hdit cul^brut Fmwlsa MideaVafo htt) 
II SvBDlard. Portagooe, or Swiss, 
Wer« iBshi or lahbi oughbanilni: 

lloiw TDjai Genrne— liio Lm^ lent o'er bliL 
Wfts uiaimclnB *■ Hioiihen's qnornin ; 
lIHcekll Llmim™ WiVl tns llvln', 

llWniTco llKi'i Niks' nc'kwaV^JnSilii" ' 
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SONNET ON THE DEATH OF MB. KlDDBL. 
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rHE BATTLE OF 8HERIFF-MUIR. 

N THE DUKE OF ASGTLB AKD THE SABL 
OF IIAB. 

( ve here the fiffht to shun, 
rci the sheep wi me, m&n'i 
i ye at the Sherra-mnir, 
Id the battle see, man'r* 
the tMittle, sair and tengh, 
;kiii*-red ran mony a sheagh, 
rt, for fear, gae songh for sough, 
the thads, and see the dads, 
frae woods, in tartan duds, 
flaum'd at kingdoms three, man. 

-coat lads, wi' black cockades, 

et them were na slow, man ; 

sh*d, and push'd, and bloid oatgash'd, 

lony a book did la', man: 

at Argyle led on his flies, 

ley glanc&d twenty miles: 

ack'd and hash'd while broadswords 

ish'd, 

0' they dash'd, and hew'd, and smashed, 

y men died awa', man. 

. yon seen the philabegs, 
tcyrin tartan trews, man, 

I the teeth they dar'd our Whigs 
ovenant true-blues, man ; 
extended lang and large, 
ayonets opposed the large, 
nsands li8ten*d to the charge, 
hland wrath they frae the sheath, 
lades o' death, till, out o' breath, 
led like frighted does, man." 

deil. Tarn, can that be true ? 
lase gaed frae the North, man ; 
yself, they did pursue 
)rsemau back to Forth, man ; 
Dnmblane, in my ain sight, 
ok the brig wi' a' their might : 
iught to Stirling winged their flight , 
sfed lot ! the gates were shut, 
ny a hunted poor red-coat, 
ar amalst did swarf, man." 

ter Kate came up the gate 
owdle unto me, man : 
•re she saw some rebels run, 
*erth unto Dundee, man; 
ft-hand general had nae skill, 
nis lads had nae good will 
y their nelboors' blood to spill ; 
•, by foes, that they should lose 
•gs o' brose— all crying woes, 
)lt goes, you see, man. 

lost some gallant gentlemen, 
g the Highland clans, man ; 
y Lord Panmure Is slain, 
en in whiggish hands, man: 
d ve sing this double fight, 

II f»r wrang, and some for right ; 
ly bade the world guid-ulght ; 

may tell, how pelland mcll, 
laymorea, and muskets' knell, 
ig yell, the Tories fell, 
higs to hell did flee, man."i44 



ETCH ON NEW YEAR'S DAY. 

TO MBS. IJDKLOP, 1790. 

% Time winds th* exhausted chain, 
he twelvemonths' length again : 
i old, bald-pated fellow I 
lent eyes, complexion sallow, 
he unlmpair'd machine, 
1 the equal, dull routine. 

jnt lover, minor heir, 
Eissail him with their prayer, 
my friend, he sees them press, ' 
Les the hour one moment less. 



Will yon (the Blajor's with the hounds. 

The happy tenants share his rounds 

Coila's fair Rachel's care to-day, h& 

And blooming Keith*s engaged with Gray;) 

From housewife cares a minute borrow— 

— Tliat grandchild's cap will do to-morrow— 

And Join with me a moralizing. 

This day's propitious to be wise in. 

First, wliatdid yesternight deliver ? 

"Another year is gone for ever," 

And what u tills day's strong suggestion ! 

*'The passing moment's all we rest on !" 

Rest on— for what ? What do we here ? 

Or why regard the passing year? 

Will time, amus'd with proverb'd lore, 

Add to our date one minute more i 

A few days may— a few years must— 

Repose us in the silent dust. 

Then is it wise to damp our bliss ? 

Yes— all such reasonings are amiss ! 

The voice of nature loudly cries, 

And many a message from the skies, 

Tliat something in us never dies : 

That on this frail, uncertain state. 

Hang matters of eternal weight : 

That future-life in worlds unknown 

Must take its hue from this alone: 

Whether as heavenly gtory bright. 

Or dark as misery's woeful night. 

Since then, my honour'd first of friends. 

On this poor being all depends : 

Let us th' important now employ. 

And live as those who never die. 

Tho'you, with days and honours crown 'd. 

Witness that filial circle round. 

(A sight life's sorrows to repulse, 

A sight pale Envy to convulse) 

Others now claim your chief regard ; 

Yourself, you wait your bright reward. 



EXTESIPORE, 

ON THE LATE MR. WILLIAM SMELL1E,H6 

AUTHOR OF THE PHILOSOPHY OF NATURAL HIS- 
TORY, AKD MEMBER OF THE ANTIQUARIAN AND 
SOYAL SOCIETIES OF EDINBURGH. 

Shrewd Willie Smcllie to Crochallan came. 
The old cock'd hat, the grey snrtout, the same; 
His bristling beard Just rising in its might. 
'Twas four long nights and days to shaving 

night; ^ 

His nncombed grizzly locks wild, staring, 

thatch'd. 
A head for thought profound and clear, un- 

match'd ; 
Yet, tho' his caustic wit was biting rude. 
His heart was warm, benevolent and good 



POETICAL INSCRIPTION, FOR AN ALTAR 
TO INDEPENDENCE, 

AT KERROUGHTREE, THE SEAT OF MR. HERON— 
WRITTEN IN SUMMER, 1795. 

Thou of an Independent mind. 

With soul resolved, with soul resigned: 

Prepared Power's proudest frown to brave, 

Who wilt thou be, nor have a slave ; 

Virtue alone who dost revere. 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear. 

Approach this shrine, and worship here. 



SONNET ON THE DEATH OF MR. 
RIDDEL. 
No more, ye warblers of the wood— no more. 
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my ear: 
Thou yonug-eyed Spring thy cnarms 1 cannot 
bear; 

More welcome were to me grim Winter's wildest 
roar. 



M 



BDRNB* POETICAL WORKS. 



How can ye please, ye flowcri, with all yonr 
dyo«? 
Yc bluw upon the sod that wrtpa my friend : 
How can i to the tonoful Htraln attend ? 
Tliut fitraln noun itmnd th* untimely tomb 
whore Biddcl lies: 147 

Yes, ponr, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe, 
And soothe the Virtues weeping on his bier ; 
The Man of Worth, and hoi not left his peer, 

Is In his 'narrow house' for over darkly low. 

Thee. Spring, again with Joy shall others greet: 

Me, mem'ry of my loss will only meet ! 

MONODY ON A LADY FAMED FOtt HER 
CAPKICE. 

How cold Is that bosom which folly once flr'd! 
How pale Is that cheek where the rouge lately 
gllstcn'd! 
How silent that tongue which the echoes oft 
tired ! 
How dull is that car which to flattery so 
listened ! 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await. 
From friendship and dearest affection re- 
moved 1 

How doubly severer, Eliza, thy fate, 
Thou dledst nnwept, as thou Uvedst unloved! 

Loves, Graces, and Vlrtnes, I call not on you ; 

So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a 
tear: 
Bnt come, all ye offsprings of Folly so true, 

And flowers let us cull for Eliza s cold blcr. 

We'll search through the garden for each silly 
flower, 
We'll roam through the forest for each idle 
\^eed * 
But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower. 
For none e'er approach'd her but rued the 
rash deed. 

We'll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the 
lay; 
Here. Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 
There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey. 
Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from 
his ire. 



THE EriTAPH. 

Hers lies, now a prey to insulting neglect. 
What once was a butterfly gay in lire's beam ; 

Want only of wisdom denied Tier respect, 
Want only of goodness denied her esteem. 



ANSWER TO A M.VNDATE. 

SEirr BY THE SUBVETOR OP THE WINDOWS, CAR- 
BIAGES, Ac, TO EACH FARMER, ORDEUING HIM 
TO SEND A SIGNED LISf OF HIS HORSES, SEK- 
TANT8, WUSKL-CAXBIAGfSS, &C., AND WIIETHER 
HE WAS A UARKIBD HAN OR A BACHELO. > AND 
WHAT CHILDREN THET HAD. 

Sir, as yonr mandate did request, 
I send you hero a falthfu' list. 
My horses, servants, carts, and groith. 
To which I'm free to tak my aith. 

Imprimis, then, for carriage cattle, 
I hae four brutes o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew before a pettle, ' 
My hand-afore'8,»« a guld auld has-been. 
And wight and wilfu' a' his days been; 
My hand a hin's,!'*^ a weel gaun filly, 
Wha aft has borne me safe frae Kline ;i^o 
And your auld borough mony a time. 
In days when riding was nae crime- 
But ance, when in my wooing pride, 
I like a blockhead boost to ride. 
The wllfn' creatnre sae I pnt to, 
(Lord pardon a* my sins and that too !) 



I nlay'd my Ally sic a shavle. 
She's a' bedevA'd with the spavte. 
My fur-a-hin*8,isi a wordy beast, 
As e'er in tug or tow was traced : 
The fourth's a Highland Donald hastle, 
A damn'd red-wnd, Kilbnmle bla8tl«I 
Forhy a cowte, of cowtes the wale, 
As ever rnn before a tail ; 
An' he be spared to bo a beast, 
He'U draw me fifteen pund at least. 

Wheel carriages 1 hae but few- 
Three carts, and twa are feckly new ; 
An auld wheelrbarrow, mair for token, 
Ae leg and baith the trams are broken; 
I made a poker o' the spin'le. 
And my anld niither brunt the trin'Ie. 
For men, I've three mlschlevons boys, 
Knn-deils for rantln' and for noise ; 
A ^adsman ane. a thresher t'other. 
We Davoc bauds the nowte in fothcr. 

I rnle them, as I aught, discreetly. 
And often labour them completely ; 
And aye on Snndaya, duly, nightly, 
I on the questions targe them tightly. 
Till, fuith ; wee Davoc's grown sae gleg, 
(The' scarcely langer than my leg) 
He'll screed yon afl fffectual ecUhngt 
As fast as ony in the dwalling. 
I've nanc in female servant station, 
(I^rd keep me aye frae a' temptation!) 
I hae nae wife, and that my bliss is. 
And yc hae laid nae tax on misses : 
Wi' weans I'm malr than weel contented, 
Heaven sent me ane malr than I wanted: 
JMy sonslc, smirking, dear-bonght Bess, 
She stares the daddie in her face. 
Enough of ought ye like bnt grace. 
But her. my bonny, sweet, wee lady, 
I've said enough for her already. 
And if yc tax her or her mither. 
By tlie Lord ye'se get them a' tnegither! 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 
Nae kind of license out I'm taking, 
Tliro' dirt and dub for life I'll paldle. 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 
And a' my gates on foot I'll shank it, 
I've sturdy stumps, the Lord be thaokitl 
So dinna put me in your buke, 
Nor for my ten white shillings luke. 

This list wl' my ain hand I've wrote It, 
The day and date as under notlt; 
Then know all yc whom it concerns, 
Stibscripsi huic^ 

Robert BrstS. 

SONCK 

Xae gentle dames, tho' e'er sae fair ;m 
Shall ever be my muse's care; 
Their title's a' are empty show ; 
Ule me my Highland Lassie, O ! 

Withhi the glen sae bushy, O! 

Aboon the plain sae msh, O ! 

I set me down, wl' right good will. 

To sing my Highland Lassie, ! 

were yon hills and TaUeys mine, 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine I 
The world then the love should know 

1 bear my Highland Lassie, O! 

Within the glen, &c 

Bnt flckle fortnne frowns on me. 
And I maun cross the raghig sea ; 
But while my crimson currents flow, 
I'll love my Highland Lassie, 01 
Within the glen, Ac. 

Altho' thro' foreign climes I range, 
] know her heart will never change, 
For her bosom bnms with honoors glow. 
My faithful Highland Lassie, 01 
Within the glen, &c 



roEif. 



tr I*U dure the billow's roar, 
T I'll trace a distant shore, 
Ddlan wealth may lastre throw, 
d my Highland Lassie, O I 
thin the glen, &c. 

Ls my heart, she has my hand, 
;red trat.h and honour's band! 
e mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
me, my Highland Lassie, O ! 
thin the glen, Ac. 

re well, the glen sae bashy, O! 
rewcU. the plain sae mshy, O ! 
other lands I now ranst go, 
sing my Highland Lassie, O^m 



IMPROMPTU, 

r UBS. BIDDELS BIRTH-DAT. 

4th November, 1793. 

ter, with his frosty bcai'd, 
« to Jove his prayer preferred ; 
lave I done of all the year, 
his hated doom severe V 
•less suns no pleasure know ; 
lorrid car drags, dreary, slow • 
il months no joys are crowning, 
my English, hanging, drowning. 

re, for once be mighty civil ; 
irbalance all this evil; 
and I've no more to say, 
Maria's natal day ! 
[iant gift wfll so enrich mc, 
ammer, Antnmn cannot match me :* 
le !*' says Jove ; so end my story, 
ter once rejoiced in glory. 



ADDRESS TO A LADY, 

rt thou in the canld blast, 
mder lea, on yonder lea ; 
die to the angry airt, 
elter thee, I'd shelter thee ; 
nisfortnne's bitter storms 
id thee blaw, aronnd thee Maw, 
Id should be ray bosom, 
tre it a', to share it a'. 

} I In the wildest waste, 

lack and bare, sae black and bare, 

ert was a paradise, 

1 wert there, if thou wert there ; 

) I monarch o' the globe, 

lee to reign, wi' thee to reign; 

Subtest jewel In my crown, 

je my qneen, wad be my qnccn. 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 

r LBWAK8, OF DUMFBIES; WITH BOOKS 
QCH TBE BABD FBESENTBD HEB. 

be the volumes, Jessy fair, 
r\th them take the poet's prayer; 
Fate may in her fairest page, 
every kindliest, best presage 
nre bliss, enrol thy name : 
native worth, and spotless fame, 
rakefnl caution, still aware 
-but chief, raan^B felon snare : 
imeless Joys on earth we find, 
11 the treasures of the mind— 
be thy guardian and reward ; 
lys thy faithful friend, the Bard. 



SONNET, 

>N THE 25th JAKUABT, 1793, THE BIRTH- 
THE AUTHOR, ON HEABINQ A THRUSH 
A MOBNnfO-WALK. 

weet thrush, upon the leafless bough, 
, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain, 
1 Winter, 'mid his surly reign, 
rthe carol clears his furrowed brow. 



So in lone Porerty^s dominion drear, 
Sits meek Content with Ufi^t nnanxlons heart. 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part. 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee. Author of this opening day I 
Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient 

skies! 
Rich denied, thy boon was purer Joyt, 

What wealth comd never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care. 
That mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with 
thee I'll snare. 



EXTEMPORE, TO MR. 8YME, 

ON REFUSING TO DINE WITH HIH, AFTER HAVING 
BEEN PBOHISED THE FIBST OF COMPANY, AND 
THE FIBST OF COOKSRT, 17TH DECBXBEB, 1795. 

No more of your guests be they titled or not. 
And cookery the first in the nation: 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



TO MR. SYME,iM 

WITH A PRESENT OF A DOZEN OF POBTEB. 

O HAD the malt thy strength of mind, 
Or hops the fiavuur of thy wit ; 

'Twero drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e'cu for Syme were fit. 



THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 

y«n«— " Push about the Jorum." 

Apra, 1795. 

Does haughty Gaul invasion threat ? 

Then let the loons beware, sir : 
There's wooden walls upon our seas, 

And volunteers on shore, sir. 
The Nith shall run to Corslncon,!** 

And Criffel sink in Solway,i5« 
Ere wc permit a foreign foe 

On British ground to rally ! 

"Fall derail, Ac. 

O, let us not, like snarling tykes. 

In wrangling be divided : 
'Till slap come in an unoo loon, 

And wi' a rung decide it. 
Be Britain still to Britain true, 

Amang oursels united : 
For never but by British hands 

Mann British wrangs be righted, 
" Fall de rail, &c. 

The kettle o' the Kirk and State, 

Perhaps a clout may fall in't ; 
But deil a foreign tinkler loon 

Shall ever ca' a nail in't; 
Our father's bluld the kettle 'bought. 

And wha wad dare to spoil it ; 
By Leaven the sacrilegious dog 

ShaU fuel be to boil it! 

"FallderaU, &c. 

The wretch that wad a tyrant own. 

And the wretch his true-bom brother, 
'Who'd set the mob aboon the throne. 

May they be damned together! 
Who wlU not shig ''God save the King,'* 

Shall hang as high's the steeple ! 
But, while wo sing '*God save the King,'* 

We'll ne'er forgot the People. 



POEM, 

ADDRESSED TO MB. lUTCHBLL, COLLECTOR OF 
KXCISB, DUMFRIES, 1798. 

Friend of the poet, tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might bog or steal • 
Alake, alake, the meikle deil, 

Wr a' his witches, 



Are at 1(, skelpin* Jig and reel, 
in 



my poor pouches. 



e0 



BUIW»' POETICAL WOBKS. 



I modostljr, fii' fain wad hint it. 
Hint one nonnd one, I saiiiy want It ; 
If wr the nlzzio down ye sent it. 

It woold be kind : 
And wliile my heart wi* life-blood duntcd 

rdbear*tinmiiid. 

80 may the old year gang out moaning 
Tu see the new c<MBe laden, groaning, 
Wi' double plenty o'er the loaning 

To thee and tbuie ; 
I>omestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hole design. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Te'vo heard this while how I've been lld(efc,» 
And by fell death was nearly nicket; 
Grhu loon ! be gat mo by the fecket, 

And salr mo sbcnk ; 
But, by guid luck, I lap a wicket, 

And turnd a nonk. 

Bnt by that health, I've got a share o*t, 
And by that life I'm promised mair u*t, 
My hale and weel I'll tak a' care o't 

A tentier way : 
Then farewell folly, hide and hair o't, 

For auco und ayo ! 



SENT TO A GENTLEMAN WHOM HE DAD OFFENDED. 

The friend whom, wild from wisdom's way, 
The fumes of wine infuriate send ; 

(Not moony madness more astray) 
Who but deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was th' Insensate frenzied part. 

Ah why should I such scenes outUvc ? 
Scenes so abhorrent to my heart, 
'Tis thine to pity und forgive ! 



rOE31 ON LIFE, 

addressed to colonel de peysteb, 
dumfries, 1796. 

Mt honoured colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest In the poet's weal ; 
Ah ! how sma' heart hao I to specl 

The steep Parnassus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill, 

And potion glasses. 

O, what a canty world were it, 

would pain and care, and sickness spare It : 

And fortune favour worth and merit, 

As they deserve ; 
(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret ; 

Syne wha would starve ?) 

Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her. 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her ; 
Oh ! flickering, feeble, and unsicker 

I've found her still. 
Aye wavering like the willow wicker, 

'Tween good and ill. 

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watches like baudrons by a rattan, 
Our sinfu* sanl to get a clant on 

Wi' felon ire ; 
Syne, whip ! his tail ye'll ne'er cast saut on— 

lie's afif like Are. 

Ah Nick ! ah Nick, it is na fair. 
First showing us the tempting ware. 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare. 

To put us daft ; 
SjTte wcavCf unseen, thy spider's snare 

O hclLB damn'd waft. 

i'^/JP^^"' ^^® ^y* *»'* Wzzes by, 
-Titian US chanvc be conjes thee nigh, 



Tljy auld damn'd elbow yenks wl' Joy, 
And helUsh pleasure ; 

Already in thy f aucv'a eye, 

D17 tMcer treasure! 

Soon, heels o'er gowdle, in he gangs. 
And like a sheep-head on a tangs. 
Thy girning laogh enjoys his pangs 

And mordering wrestle, 
As, danglhig In tho wind, he hangs 

A gibbet's tasseL 

Bnt lest yon think I am uncivil, 

To plague you with this dranntlng drivel, 

Abjuriiig a' intentions evil, 

I qnat my pen ; 
The Lord preserve us frae tne devil ! 

Amen! amen! 



ADDRESS TO TIIE TOOTH-ACHE. 

Mr curse upon thy vcnom'd stang. 
That shoots my tortur'd gums alang; 
And thro' my lugs gies roony a twang, 

Wi^ gnawing vengeance ; 
Tearing my nerves wl' bitter pang. 

Like racking endues. 

When fevers bum, or ague freezes, 
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic sqneezes; 
Our neiglibour*s sympathy may case us, 

wi' pitying moan ; 
But thee— thou hell o' a* diseases. 

Aye mocks our groan. 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle : 
I throw tlic wee stools o'er the mlckie, 
As round the Are the giglets kecUe, 

To see me lonp ; 
While raving mad. I wish a heckle 

Were in their donp. 

O' a' the num'roas human dools. 

Hi har'sts, daft bargains, cutty stools. 

Or worthy friends raked 1' themools. 

Sad sight to see ! 
The tricks 0* knaves or fash o* fools— 

Thou beor'st tho grce. 

Where'er that place be, priests ca* hell, 
Whence a' the tones o' mis'ryyell. 
And ranked plagues their numbers tell. 

In dreadfu* raw. 
Thou, TooTH-ACHB, suroiy beor'st tho bell, 

Amang them a* 1 

O thou grim mischief making chiel. 
That gars tho notes o* discord sqneel, 
'Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick, 
(tie a* the facs 0' Scotland's weel 

A towmond's Tooth-ache ! 



SONG. 
TttW— "Morag." 

O, WHA is she that lo'es mo, 
And has my heart a'keeping. 

O, sweat is she that lo'es uie, 
As dews o' simmer weeping; 
In tears the rose-bads steeping. 

CHOBU8. 

heart, 

womankind, 
And no*er a ane to peer her. 

If thou Shalt meet a lassie. 

In grace and beauty charming. 
That e'en thy chosen lassie, 

\ViT«\t^vV\ft t\iy tneast sae wanning; 




II thOfl tiftdst bdArd her talking; 
And thy attentions plighted, 

That ilka body talking. 
But her by thee is slighted : 
And thon art all delighted : 
O, that's, <fec. 

If thon hast met this fatr one; 
When frne her thon hasti»arted. 

If every other fair one, 
But her thou hast deserted. 
And thou art broken hearted: 
O, that's, &G 
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SONG 

Jockte's ta'en the parting kiss. 
O'er the mountain he is gane ; 

And with him is a' my bliss. 
Nought but griefs with me remain. 

Spare my luve, ye winds that blaw, 
Plashy sleets and beating rain ! 

Spare my Inve, thon feathery snaw, 
Drifting o*er the frozen plain ! 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the day's fair, gladsome e'c, 

Sound and safely may he sleep, 
Sweetly blythc his waukenlng be ! 

He will think on her he loves. 
Fondly he'll repeat her name ; 

For where'er he distant roves, 
Jockle's heart is still at hamc. 



SONG 
My Peggy's face, ray Peggy's form 
The frost of Hermit age might warm ; 
My Peggy*s worth, my Peggy's mind, 
Might charm the first of human kind : 
1 love my Peggy's angel air, 
Her face so truly, heavenly fair, 
Her native grace so void of art, 
But I adore my Peggy's heart. 

The lily's hue, the rose's dye. 
The kindling lustre of an eye ; 
Who but owns their magic sway ! 
Who bnt knows they all decay f 
The tender thrill, the pitying tenr, 
The generous purpose, nobly clear. 
The gentle look, that rage disarms— 
These ore all immortal charms. 



WRITTEN IN A WRAPPER, 

IKCLOSIXG A LETTER TO CAPTAIN GBOSE, TO BE 
LEFT WITH MR. CABDONMEL, ANTIQUARIAN. 

Tune—'* Sir John Malcolm." 

Ken ye ought o' Captain Grose? 

Igo, and ago. 
If he's amang his friends or foes ? 

I ram, corum, dago. 

Is he South, or is he North? 

Igo, and ago. 
Or drowned In the river Forth ? 

iram, coram, dago. 

Is he slain by Illgland bodies? 

Igo, and ago. 
And eutcn like a wether-hnggic? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he to Abram's bosom gane ? 

Igo, and ago. 
Or handin' Sarah by the wamc ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Where'er he be, the Lord be near liUn' 

Igo, and ago. 
As for the Dell the daar na steer him, 

Jraw, conw, dstgfK 



But please transmit th' inclosed letter, 
Igo. and ago, • 

Which will oblige your humble debtor 
Iram, coram, dago. 

So may yon have auld stanes in store, 

Igo, and ago. 
The very stans that Adam bore, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So mov be get in glad possession, 

Igo, and ago. 
The coins o' Satan's coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY. 

ON KEOEIVINa A FAVOUR. 

I CALL no Koddess to inspire ray strains, 
A fabled Muse may salt a bird that feigns ; 
Friends of Tny life ! my ardent spirit burns, 
And all the tribute of my heart returns. 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new. 
The gift stiU dearer as the giver yon. 

Thon orb of day ! thon other paler light I 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night I 
If aught that giver from my mind efface ; 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace ; 
Then roll to inc, along your wandering spheres, 
Only to number out a villain's years! 



EPITAPH ON A FRIEND. 

An honest man hero lies at rest. 
As ever God with his image blest. 
The friend of man, the friend of truth ; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth: 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd. 
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd : 
If there's another world, he lives in bliss; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 



A GRACE BEFORE MEAT. 

O Tiiou who Idndly dost provide 

For ev'ry creature's want I 
We bless thee, God of nature wide. 

For all thy goodness lent; 
And if it please thee, heavenly guide, 

May never worse be sent ; 
But whether granted or denied. 

Lord bless us with content I 
Amen! 



TO MT DEAR AND MUCH HONOURED FRIEXD, 
MRS. DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP. 

ON SEN8IBTLITT. 

Sensibiutt how charming, 
Thou, my friend, canst truly tell ; 

But distress, with horrors arming 
Thou hast also known too wellT 

Fairest flower, behold the lily, 

Blooming in the sunny ray : 
Let the blast sleep o'er the valley. 

See it postrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark charm tlie forest, 

Telling o'er his little joys ; 
Hapless bird! a prey tlie surest. 

To each pirate of tne skies. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure, 

Finer feelings can bestow: 
Chords th&t vibrate sweetest pleasoiQ^ 



A V£RS£. 

COMPOSXD, AND REPEATED BT BURKS, TO THB 
MASTER OV TUE HOUSE, ON TAKOIO ULXVB AT A 
PLACE IN THE HIGHLANDS WBSBX HS HAD BKBV 
HOSPITABLY ENTERTACIKD. 

When death's dark stream I ferry o'er; 

A time that sorely shall come ; 
In heaven itself. 1*11 ask no more. 

Than just a llighland welcome. 



MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEB THDfO. 

Sue is a winsome woe thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnlo wee thhig, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never lo'ed a dearer, 

And nelst my heart ril wear her, 

For fear my Jewel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing. 
She is a boniUe wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 

The warld's wrack we share o't, 
The warstlo and the care o't : 
Wl' her I'll bljthely bear It, 
And iliink my lot divine. 



POSTlCAt WOlUtS. 

But Oh ! she's an heiress, aold Itobin^s a lali 
And my daddle has nongot but a coMionse 

yard; 
A wooer like me maonna hope to come spee 
The wounds I most hide that will soon be 

dead. 

The day comes to me, hat delight brings 

nane; 
The night comes to me, hut my rest It is gau 
I wander my lane like a nlght-tronblcd gfial 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst In 

breast. 



HIGHLAND MAKV. 
Tune—'' Katharine Ogle. ' 
Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 

The castle o' Montgomery. 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 

Your waters never drnmlie ! 
There simmer first unfauld her robes. 

And there the longest tarry ; 
For there I took the last farewcel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary 1 

How sweetly bloom'd the cay, jjrcon blrk, 

How rich the hawthorn s F)loss(nu ; 
As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angel wings. 

Flew o'er me and my deario ; 
For dear to me as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' mony a vow, and lock'd embrace, 

Our parting was in fu' tender ; 
And. pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore ourselves asunder : 
But Oh I fell death's untimely frost. 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green's tne sod and cauld s the clay. 

That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

Giale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

raft hae kissed so fondly! 
And closed for aye, the sparkling glance, 

That dwelt on me sae kindly ! 
And mouldering now in silent dust 

The heart that lo'ed me dearly I 
But still within my bosom's core, 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



had she bnt been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hoped she wad smiled v 

mo! 
Oh, how past describing had then been my b 
As now my distraction no woMa can expres 



AULD ROB MORRIS. 
There's auld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen, 
He's the king o' guid fellows and wale of auld 

men; 
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and 

klne. 
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 

She's fresh as the mominft the fairest in May ; 

She's sweet as the ev'nhig amang the new hay ; 

As bljthe and as artless as the lambs on the 

lea, I 

And dear to my heart ua the light to my my e'e. \ 



DUNCAN GRAY. 

Duncan Orat cam here to woo. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't 
On biytho Yule night when we were fu'. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
Maggie coost her head fa' high, 
Look'd asklont and unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

Duncan fleech'd, and Dancan pray'd; 

Ha, ha, Ac. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig,w» 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan sigh'd balth out and in, 
<}rat his een balth bleer't and bUn', 
Spak o' lowpln' o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Time and chance are bat a tide. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Slighted love Is sair to bide. 

Ha, ha, ftc. 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he, 
For a haughty hizzle die ? 
She may go to— France for me ! 

Ha, ha. Sec 

IIow it comes let doctors tell. 

Ha, ha, Ac. 
Meg grew sick— as he grrew heal. 

Ha, ha, Ac. 
Something in her bosom wrings. 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And Oh, her oen they spak sach things! 

Ha, ha, Ac. 

Duncan was a lad o' grace. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, A;c. 
Duncan could na be her death. 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they're crouse and canty baith, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

SONG. 

Ttme^'* I had a horse." 

O poortith canld, and restless love. 
Ye wreck my peace between ye ; 

Yet poortith a I could forgive, 
An' 'twere na' for my Jeanie. 

why should fate sic pleasure have, 
Life's dearest bands untwining? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 
Depend on fortune's shining ? 

Tills warld's wealth when I think oa 
It's pride, and a' the lave o't ; 

Fie. fle, on silly coward man, 
TmX Oft ftYwyoMi Vi<i t\vQ slave o't, 



JES&IE. 



ae bonnie blae betray, 
) repays my passion ; 
nee is ber o'erword aye, 
s of rank and fashion. 
O why, Ac. 

I prudence thhik npon, 
i lassie by him ? 
1 prudence think upon, 
in lore as I am? 
O why, Ac 

the humble cottar's fatc!!^^ 
IS his simple dearlo; 
ogies' wealth and state, 
er make them eerie. 

>uld fate sic pleasures have, 
arest bands untwining? 
e sweet a flower as lore, 
on fortune shining ? 



JALA WATER. 

w, braw lads on Yarrow braes, 
ter thro* the blooming heather ; 
braes, nor Ettrick shaws, 
1 the lads o' Gala Water. 

anc, a secret ane, 
m a' I love him better 
lis, and he'll be mine, 
s lad o' Gala water. 

iddio was nae laird, 

hac na melkle tocher ; 
dndness, truest loye, 

our flocks by Gala Water 

I wealth, It ne'er was wealth, 
contentment, peace, or pleasure ; 
nd bliss o' mutual love, 
le cliicfest warld s treasure! 



ORD GREGORY. 

k, is this midnight hour, 
the tempests roar ; 
Einderer seeks thy tower, 
ory ope thy door. 

e her father's ha', 
loving thee ; 
le pity on me shaw, 
nay na be. 

ry, mind'st thou not the grove, 
! Irwin side, 

I own'd that virgin love 
g had denied ? 

Udst thou pledge and vow, 
for aye be mine ; 
d heart, itscl sae true, 
ilstmsted thhic. 

heart, Lord Gregory, 
r Is thy breast— 
f heav'n that flashes by, 
u give me rest ! 

ig thunders from above 
Ing victims see! 
nd pardon my fau^o love, 
;s to Heaven and me! 



ARY 31 OR IS OX. 

'«ne— " Bide ye yet." 

it thy window be, 
wish'd, the trysted honr! 
Je5 «mf gi&nccs let me see, 
kea tbe mlaer's tteaaure poor : 



Hoir bly thelj wad I bld« the stoure, 
JL weary Btave frae son to sun ; 

Comld I the rich reward secure, 
Die lovely Mary Uorison. 

Testreen wlMa to the trembling string. 
The daace gaed thro' the lighted ha^ 

To thee my iuicy took its wing, 
I tat, but neither heard nor saw ; 

Tho* this was fair, and that was braw. 
And you the toast of a' the town, 

I sigh'd and said, amang theai a\ 

. ** X e are im Mary Monson." 

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peac^ 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ? 
Or canst thou break that nearx of his, 

Whase only faut la loving thee ? 
If love for love thou wilt nae gie, 

At least be (dty to me shown; 
A thought ungentle canna be 

The thought o' Mary Morison. 



WANDERING WILLIE. 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie. 

Now tired with wandering, baud awa hame I 
Come to my bosom, my aln only dearie. 

And tell me thou brlng'st me my Willie the 
same. 

Loud blew the cauld winter winds at our parting ; 

It was nae tjie blast brought the tear in my e e ; 
Now welcome Uie simmer, and welcome my 
Willie, 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slum- 
bers ! 
Oh, how your wild horrors a lover alarms! 
Awaken, ye breezes ! row gently, ye billows ! 
And waft my dear laddie ance malr to my 
arms. 

But If he's forgotten his falthfullest Nnnniu. 

O still flow between us, thdu wide-ruaring 
main: 
May I never see it, may I never trow It, 

But, dying, believe that my Willie's my aln ! 



OPEN THE DOOR TO ME. OH! 

WITH ALTERATION'S. 

"Oh, open the door, some pity to show. 

Oh! open the door to me. Oh! 
Tlio' thou liast been false, I'll ever prove true. 

Oh ! open the door to mo. Oh ! 

Cauld is the blast upon m:«4)ale check, 

But cauldcrthy love for me. Oh ; 
The frost that freezes the life at my heart. 

Is nought to my palfls frae thee. Oh ! 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave. 

And time is sotting with me. Oh ! 
False friends, false love, farewell! for malr 

I'll ne'er trouble them nor thee, Oh ! 

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it wide ; 

She sees his pale corse on the plain. Oh ! 
My true love, she cried, and sank dOf\'n by his 
side. 

Never to rise again, Oh! 



JESSIE. 

Tune—"' Bonnie Dundee." 

True-hearted was he, the sad swain o* the 
Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on tlic banks o' the 
Avr 
But by t\ic sweel uVflie o' VSaa ^VCc:% '^Naofitaxsj. 

Are lovws as laVVJolbaX, mA ta»JAsso& ^ Vito\ 



ro 



BURNS* POETICAL WORKS. 



To equal jonoff JMsIe seek Scotland all over : 
To equal yonng Jeulo yon aoek it in vain, 

Grace, twauty. and elegance fetter her lover. 
And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

Oh, fresh is the rose in the gay. dewy morning, 

And sweet is the lily at evening close ; 
But in the fair presence o' lovely yonng Jessie, 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her smile, a wisard ensnaring ; 

Enthron'd in hor e'en he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms she alone is a stranger !— 

lier modest demeanor's the jewel of a*. 



WHEN WILD WAR'S DEADLY BLAST 
WAS BLAWN. 

Air-'' The Mill, MIU O !" 

When wild war's deadly blast was hiawn. 

And gentle peace returning, 
Wi' raony a sweet babe fatherless. 

And mony a widow monmhig. 
1 left the lines and tented field, 

Where long I'd been a lodger. 
My humble knapsack a' my weultli, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

A leaL light heart was in my breast, 

My hand nnstain'd wi' plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

1 cheery on did wander. 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy, 
I thought upon the witching smile 

That caught my youtiiful luncy. 

At length I reach'd the bonnle glen, 

Where early life I sported; 
I pass'd the mill, und trysting thorn. 

Where Nancy aft I courted : 
Wha spied I but my uin dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling! 
And turned mo round to liido tlic Hood 

That in my e'en was swelling. 

Wi' alter'd voice, qnoth I, " Sweet lass. 

Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 
Oh ! happy, happy may he be. 

That's dearest to thy bosom! 
My purse is light, I've far to giuig, 

And fain wad be thy lodger: 
I've serv'd my king and country lang— 

Take pity on a sodger!" 

Sae wistfully she gaz'd on me, 

And lovelier was than ever : 
Quo' she, ** A sodger ance I lo'cd ; 

Forget him shall I never: 
Our humble cot, und hamely fare, 

Yc freely shall partake o't ; 
That gallant badge, the dear rocknde, 

Yo'i-e welcome for the sake o't ! * 

She gaz'd— she redden'd like a rose- 
Syne pale like ony lily: 

She sank within my arms, and cried, 
" Art thou my ain dear Willie ?" 

" By nim who made yon sun and sky— 
By whom true lore s regarded. 

I am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded. 

The wars are o'er, and I'm come hame, 

And find thee still tme-heartert : 
Tho' poor in gear, we're rich in love, 

And mair we'se ne'er be parted." 
Quo' she. •• my grandsiro left me gowd, 

A mailln plcnlsh'd fairly; 
And come, my faithful sodger lad, 

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly !" 

Forffo)d the merchant ploughs the main, 
T/je farmer idougbs the manor: 
^nt glory Is tho sodger'a prize. 
The Bodf^er'B wetilth Is honour ; 



The brave poor sodger ne'er despise. 
Nor count him as a Btranger! 

Remember he's his coantry*s stay 
In day and hour of danger. 



MEQ O' THE MILL. 

Air—'' O bonnie Lass will yon lie in « Barrack! " 

O KBN ye what Meg o* the Mill baa gotten ? 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten ? 
She has gotten a cool wi' a daut o' siller. 
And broken the heart o' the barley Miller 

The Miller was strappin*, the Miller was ruddy; 
A heart like a lord, and a hae like a lady ; 
The Laird was a widdiefu', Ueerit knurl; 
She's left the gnid fellow and ta'en the chnii 

The Miller he hecht her, a heart leal and loring; 
The Laird did address her wi' matter mair mov- 
ing, 
A fine pacing horse wi' a clear cliainfed bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing; 
And wae on the love that's fix'd on a mailin! 
A tocher's nae word in a tme lover's parte. 
But, gio me my love, and a fig for the warl'I 



WHISTLE AND I'LL COME TO YOU, MT 

LAD. 

Oil whistle, and I'll come to yon, my lad, 
Oil whlHtle, and I'll come to j-on, my lad; 
Tlio' father and niither and a' should gao mad, 
Oh whistle, and 1*11 oome to yon, my lad. 

But warily tent, when ye come to conrt me. 
And come na unless the biack-yett be a-Jec; 
Hyno up the back stile, and let iiaebody see 
And come as ye were na comln* to me. 
And come, ftc. 
Oh whistle. Sec 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me, 
(iang by me as tho' that ye cared nae a flie: 
But steal mo a blink o' your bonnie black e'e, 
Yet look as ye were na lookln' at me. 
Yet look. &c. 

Oh whistle, Ac 

Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me. 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wee; 
But court nae anither, tho' Jokin' ye be. 
For fear that she wile your fancy irae me. 
For fear, &c 

Oh whistle, &c 



A 



DAINTY DAVIE. 

2'i/n«— "Dainty Davie." 

Now rosy May comes in wl' flowers. 
To deck her gay. green spreading bowers; 
And now comes In my happy honrs, 
To wander wi' my Davie. 

CH0HC8. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe. 
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 

There I'll spend the day wi' yon. 
My ain dear dainty Davie. 

The crystal waters round ns fa," 
Tho merry birds are lovers a'. 
The scented hreozcR ronnd ns bla\% 
A-wandcrlng wi' my Davie. 
Meet me, Ac. 

When purple morning starts the hare. 
To steal upon her early fare. 
Then thro the dews I will repair, 
To Ttvec^l tDcj UMVlImI Davie. 



CA» TIIE YOWES TO THE KNOWES. 



71 



day, expiring In tho west, 
irtain draws o' nature's rest, 
to his arms I Io*e best, 
that's my aln dear Davie. 

CHOBUS. 

>et me on the warlock knowe, 
ionnio Davie, dainty Davie, 
ere I'll spend tho day wl' yon, 
aln dear dainty Davie, i^ 



FRAGMENT. 

aruiw— " Saw ye mv father ?" 

ire the Joys I hae met in tho morning, 
anc'd to the lark's early sang ? 
I tlie peace that awaited my wandering, 
lin* the wild woods amang? 

r a-wlnding the coarse o' yon river, 
arking sweet flowerets sac fair: 
r 1 trace the light footsteps o' pleasure, 
rrow and sad sighing care. 

; summer's forsaken our valleys, 
1m surly winter is near? 
the bees humming round the gay roses 
m It tlie pride o' the year. 

lid I hide, what I fear to discover, 
ig, lang too well hac I known: 
as caused the wreck in my bosom 
ly, fair Jenny alone. 



AULD LANO SYNE. 

[> anld acquaintance be forgot, 
never brought to min' ? 
auld acquaintance be forgot, 
days o* lang syne? 

CHORUS. 

• auld lang syne, my donr, 
or auld lang syne, 
•11 tak' a cup o' kindness yet, 
or auld lang syne. 

a hae run about the braes, 
pa'd the gowans flne ; 
've wandered mony a weary foot, 
.old laug syne. 

For auld. <!:c. 

I hae paidrt i' the bum, 
momiu' sun till dine: 
18 between us braid hae roar d, 
uld lang sync. 

For auld, &c. 

re's a hand, my trusty lierc, 
.'ie'sa linudo' thhic: 
ni tak' a right guld wiUie-wnught, 
aid lang syne. 

For auld, &c. 

rely ye'll be your piut-stoup, 
urely I'll be mine ; 
til tak* a cup o' kindness yet, 
aid lang syne. 

For anld, &c. 



BANNOCKBURN. 

RT BRUCE'S ADDRESS TO HIS ARMT. 

, wha hae wi* Wallace bled; 
wham Bruce has often led ; 
•mc to your gory bed, 

glorious victory ! 

1 the day, and now's the hour ; 
le front o' battle lonr ; 
sproHch prond E4I ward's power— 
^Ardl chains and Btarery! 



Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Traitor ! coward ! turn and flee ! 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
l^'reedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or Freeman fa*, 
Caledonia ! on wl' me ! 

By oppression's woes and pains ! 
Bv your sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they shall be— shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward : let us do, or die I 



OX THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY 

Tune—'' O'er the HlUs," &c 

How can my poor heart be glad. 
When absent from m v sailor lad ? 
How can I the thought forego, 
He's on the seas to meet the foe ? 
Let me wander, let me rove, 
Still my heart is with my love ; 
Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day 
Are with him that's far away. 

CHORUS. 

On the seas and far away. 
On stormy seas and far away ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day, 
Are aye with him that's far away. 

When in sommer's noon I faint. 
As weary flocks aronnd me paut, 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor's thundering at liis gun; 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Hullots, spare my daiilng boy I 
Fate do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that's far away ! 
On the seas, Ac. 

At the starless midnight hour. 
When winter rules with boundless power ; 
As tlie storms the forest tear. 
And thunders rend the howling air; 
I^istening to the doubling roar. 
Surging on the rocky siiore. 
Ail 1 can— I weep and pray, 
For his wecl that's far away. 
On the seas, &c. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend. 
And bid wild war his ravage end. 
Man with brother man to meet. 
And as a brother kindly greet : 
Then may heaven, with prosp'rous gales. 
Fill my sailor's welcome sails. 
To my arms their charge convey— 
My dear lad that's far away, 
On the seas, Ac. 



CA THE YOWES TO THE KNOWES. 
CHORUS. 

Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the burnie rowes. 
My bonnie dearie. 

Hark the mavis' evening sang 
Sounding (Huden's woods amaug'co 
Then a-faulding let us gimg, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Cai' the, (fee. 

We'll gae down by C'landen side, 
Tliro' the hazels spreading wide. 
O'er the wav^a VtvaX *vjt^\.vs ^<^'b 
To the mootk «.ct% cV&titVj . 
Ca' the, tec. 
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Yonder Cluden'i sttent towers, i«i 
Where at moonshine midnight boars, 
O'er the dejry bending flowers. 
Fairies dance sae cheerle. 
Ca' the, Ac. 

Uhaist nor bogle shalt thoa fear: 
Thon'rt to Lovo and Heaven sae dear, 
^'ocht of ill may come tbeo near, 
Mr bonnlo dearie. 
Ca' the, Ac 

Fair and lovely as thoa art. 
Thou hast stown my very heart ; 
I can die— but canna part, 
My honnic dearie. 
Ca' the, «kc. 

While waters wimple to the sea ; 
While day blinks in the Uft sae, hie ; 
Till clay-cnnld donth shall Win' my c'c. 
Ye Khnll l)e my dearie. 
Ca' the, «tec 



SHE SAYS 8HEI LO'ES ME BEST OF A*. 
Tune—'' Onagh's Lock." 
Sak flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bcwitchinply o'er-arching 

Twa laughing e'en o' bounlc blue. 
Her smiling, sae willing, 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe; 
Wliat pleasure, what treasure, 

Unto these rosy lips to grow ; 
Such was my Chloris' bonnic face. 

When first her bonnie face I saw. 
And aye my Chloris' dearest charm, 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Like harmony her motion : 

Her pretty ancle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming, 

Her faultless form and graceful air ; 
Ilk feature— auld Katnre 

Declar'd that she could do nac malr. 
Hers are the willing chains o' love. 

By conquering beauty's sovereign law ; 
And aye my Chloris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Lot others love the city. 

And gaudy show at sunny noon; 
Gle me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising moon. 
Fair beaming, and streamuig. 

Her silver light the boughs amang; 
While falling, recalling, 

The amorous thrush concludes his sang: 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thuu rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw. 
And hear my vows o' truth and love. 

And say thou lo'es me best of a'. 



HOW LAKO AND DBEART IB 'Ttit 
NIQHT. 

Tune-'' Canld kail in Aberdeen." 

How lane and dreary is the night. 

When lam frao my dearie! 
I restless lie, trae e'en to mom. 

Though I were ne*er sao weuy. 

CHORUS. 

For oh, her lanely nights are Ung ; 

And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her widow'd heart Is aair. 

That's absent frao her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome days 

I spent wi' thee, my dearie ; 
And now what seas between ns roar, 

How can I be but eerie If 
For oh, Ac. 

How slow ye move ye heavy hoars ; 

The Joyless day how dreary! 
It was na sae, ye glinted by. 

When I was wi' my dearie. 
Fur oh, dec. 



SAW YE MY PHILLY. 
(Quasi dicat Phillu.) 
Tune—" When she came ben she bobblt." 
Oh, saw ve my dear, my Phllly ? 
Oh. saw ye my dear, my Phllly ? 
She's down i' the grove, she's wi' a new love. 
She winna come came to her Willie, 

VThtit says she, my dearest, my Phllly ? 
What says she, my dearest, my Phllly? 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot. 
And for ever disowns thee, her Willie. 

O had I no 'er aeen thee, my Phllly ! 
p Jjad J ne'er seen thee, myPWily! 
'^SJ.^^^J^ ** ^^® *'^« find /a use as tnon's (air, 
Thou'a broken the heart o' tliy Willie. 



LET NOT WOMAN E'ER COMPLAIN. 
r«n€— "Duncan Gray." 

Let not woman e'er complain, 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain. 

Fickle man is apt to rove ; 
Look abroad through Nature's range. 

Nature's mighty law is change ; 
Ladies, would it not be strange : 

Man should then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and martc the tides; 

Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow: 
Sun and moon but set to rise, 

Bound and round the seasons go. 
Why then ask of silly man. 

To oppose great Nature's plan ? 
We'll bo constant while wo can— 

You can be no more, yon know. 



THE LOVER'S MORNING SALUTE TO HIJ 
MISTRESS. 

Tune—" Dell tak the wars.'* 

Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature! 

Rosy mom now lift his eye. 
Numbering Ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy: 

Now through the leafy woods, 

And by the reeking floods ; 
Wild Nature's tenants, freely, gladly stray ; 

The Untwhlte in his bower 

(Uiants o'er the breathing flower; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wl' sangs o' joy, 
While the sun and thon arise to bless the daj. 

PhoBbtts gilding the brow o' morning 

Banishes ilka darksome shkde. 
Nature gladdening and adorning; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 
When absent frae my fair. 

The murky shade o' care 
With starless gloom o'eroast my sullen sky; 

But when in beauty's light. 

She meets my ravish'd sight. 

When through my very heart 

Her beaming giorles dart— 
*Tls then I wake to life, to light and Joy. 



\ 



THE AULD MAN. 
Bxrr lately seen in gladsome green. 

The wooOa t^tAsft^ l>ci<b ^sc^ % 
T\VTo' aeut\b«^QW«x%\Xk«\aa4i^VD%tL<^^«t^ 
\u AotiXAft ptVOkft w«fe «^i \ 



fiat flow our ioya are fled. 

On winter bUtU awa' ! 
Tet maiden May, In rich arraj, 

Again shall bring thorn a\ 

Bat my white pew, nae kindly thowe 

Shall melt the Buaws of age ; 
My trunk of elld, bat boM or bleld, 

Sinks In Time's wintry rage. 
Oh, age has weary days, 

And; nights o' sleeplese pain t 
Thoa golden time o' yonthfa' prime, 

>yhy comest thon not agam? 



B0£9. 
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HT CHLOBIS. 

T'une— "My lodging is on the cold ground.'* 

Mr Chloris, mark bow green the gruTcs, 

The primrose banks how fair ; 
Hie bfumy gales awake the flowers, 

And wake thy flaxen hair. 

The lav'rock shuns the palace gay. 

And o'er the cottage sings : 
For natnre smiles as sweet, I ween. 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skllfn* string 

In lordly lighted ha*. 
The shepherd stops his simple reed, 

Biythe, in the blrkon shaw. 

The princely rerel may surrey 

Our rustic dance wi* scorn ; 
Bat are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 

The shepherd. In (ho flowery glou. 

In shepherd s phrase will woo : 
The coartier telui a finer tale, 

But is his heart as true ? 

These wild-wood flowers Tve pa*d, to deck 
That spotless breast o* thine : 

The courtier's gems may witness love- 
But 'tis na love like mine. 



8 0KG, 

ALTBBED ntOX AN OLD ENGLISH ONB. 

Tune—'' Dainty Davie." 

It was the charming month of 3Iay 
When all the flowers were fresh and gay, 
One morning by the break of day, 
The youthral, charming Chloe ; 
From peaceful slumber she arose. 
Girt on her mantle and her Iiose, 
And o'er the flowery mead she goes, 
The yoathfol, charming Chloe. 

CHOBUS. 

Lovely was she by the dawn. 
Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 

Tripping o?er the pearly luwn. 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 

The feather'd people yon might see 
Perch'd all around on every tree. 
In notes of sweetest melody 

They hail the charming Chloe : 
*T1IL, painting gay the eastern sides. 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Ontrlvaird by the radiant eves 

Of youthful, charming Chloe. 
Lovely was she, Ac. 



LASSIE WI' THB LINT-WHITE LOCKS, 
rune— **Bothiemnrchle's Rant.** 

CHOBUS. 

Lassie wl' the Unt-white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie. 

Wilt thoa wi* me tent the flocks, 
wmtboa^BJxdeMrh OH 



Now 19atnre deeds the flowery lea, 
And a' is young and sweet like thee : 
O wilt thon share its Joys wl' me. 

And say thoa'U be my dearie O? 

Lassie wl', A& 

And when the welcome summer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping Uttlu flower. 
We'll to the breathing woodbine bower, 
At sultry noon, my dearie O ! 
Lassie wl', Ac. 

When Cynthia lights, wl' silver ray. 
The weary shearer's hameward way ; 
Thro' yellow waving flelds we'll stray, 
And talk o' love, my dearie O ! 
Lossle wi*, Ac. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enclasped to my faithfn' breast, 
I'll comfort thee, my dearie O j 

Lassie wi' the Unt-white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie. 

Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks. 
Wilt thoa be my dearie 0? 



DUET. 

7'«n€-"The sow's tail" 

HE. 

Phillt, happy be that day 
When roving tnrongh thcgather'd hay. 
My youthfu' heart was stown away. 
And by thy charms, my Philly. 

SHE. 

O Willie, aye I bless the grove 
Where first I own'd my maiden love, 
'Whilst thou didst pledge the power's above, 
To be my aln dear Willie. 

HE. 

As songstefs of the early year 
Are ilka day to me luair dear 
And charmhig is my PhiUy. 

SHE. 

As on the brier the budding rose 
Still richer breathes and fairer blows. 
So in my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Willie. 

HE. 

The milder snn and bluer sky. 
That crown my har\'est cares wi' joy, 
Were ne'er see welcome to my eye 
Asisaslghtof Phiny. 

SHE. 

The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho' wafting o'er the flowery spring. 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring, 
As meeting o' my Wiiile. 

RE. 

The bee, that thro' the sunny honr 
Kips nectar in the opening flower, 
Compar'd wi' my delight is poor. 
Upon the lips o* Philly. 

SHE. 

The woodbine in the dewy weet 
When evening shades in silence meet, 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o' Willie. 

HE. 

Let fortune's wheel at random rin. 

And foola ma.^ t'jtv^%nAVsvv««^\&»:i ''«Nbl\ 

My thont^U Wft «: \MrvoALV.v^«D>KN 
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difit. 



What's n' the Joys that gowd can gic? 
I care nae wealth a slnjrks flic.; 
The lad I love's the lad for me. 
And that's my ain dear WUIIe. 



CONTENTED WI' LITTLE 

Tune—^* Lumps o' Padding." 

Contented wi' little, and cantie wi* malr, 
Whene'er I forgather wi' sorrow and care, 
I gie them a skelp, as they're creeping alang, 
Wi' a cog o' gold swats and an anld Scottish 
sang. 

I whyles claw the elbow o* tronblcsome 

thought ; 
But man is a sodger, and life is a fanght; 
My mirth and gold humour are coin in my 

pouch. 
And my freedom's my lairdship nae monarch 

dare touch. 

A towmond o* trouble, should that be mv fa, 
A night 0' gold fellowship sowthers it a ; 
When at the blythe end of our journey at last, 
Wha the deil ever thinks o' the road he has 
past ? 

Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoytc on her 

way, 
Be't to me, bo't frae me, e'on let the Jade pnc ; 
Come ease, or come travail ; come pleiisuru or 

pain. 
My warst word is: "Welcome and welcome 

again!'* 

CA^'ST TIlOU LEAVE AIE THUS, MY KATY? 
r«/«e— "Koy'sWife." 

CHORUS. 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy? 
(^anst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Well thou know'st my aching heart. 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ? 

Is this thy plighted fond regard. 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katy? 
Is this thy fathful swain's reward— 

An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 
Canst thou, &c. 

Farewell I and ne'er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Tliou may'st find those will love tliee dear— 
But not a love like mine, my Katy. 
Canst thou, &c. 



MY NANNIE'S AWA'. 

Tune— '"There'll never be peace," &c. 

Now in her green mantle blythe Nature arrays, 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the 

braes. 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw; 
But to me it's dellghtles— my Nannie^ awa' ! 

Tlie snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands 

adorn, 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the morn ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nannie— and Nannie's awa' ! 

Thon lav'rock that springs frac the dews o' the 
lawn. 

The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking 
dawn, 

And thou mellow mavis, that hails the night- 
fa', 

Give over for pity— my Nannie's awa' ! 

Come autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and gray, 
A.ndfiootbe me wi' tiding o Nature's decay ; 
2^e dark, dre&ry- winter^ and wild-driving sQaw, 
^aao caa deitght me^-now .Nannie's awa' I 



FOR A* THAT, AND A* THAT. 

TuM—'' For a' that, and a' that" 
Is there, for honest povertr, 

That hangs his head, ana a* that I 
The coward slave, we pass htm by, 

We dare be poorior a' Uukt I 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Onr toils obscure, and a* that! 
Tlie rank is but the guinea's stamp, 

The man's the gowd for a* tliat. 

What though on hamely fare we dine, 

Wear hoddin' grey, and a' that ; 
Oie fools their suks, and knaves their wine, 

A man's a man for a' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Their tinsel show, and a* that. 
The honest man, though e'er sae poor ; 

Is king o' men for a' that! 

Yon see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a' that. 
Though hundreds worship at lUs word, 

lie's but a coof for a* that; 
For a' that, and a' that. 

His riband, star, and a' that, 
Tlie man of independent mind. 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke and a' that ; 
But an honest man's aboon his might, 

Guid faith, he raauna fa' that! 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Their dignities, and a* that. 
The pith 0^ sense, and pride o' worth, 

Are higher ranks than a* that ! 

Tlien let us pray that come it may— 

As conic it will for a' that~ 
Tliat sense and worth, o'er a* the earth. 

May bear the gree, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Its comin' yet, for a' that. 
That man to man, the warld o'er. 

Shall brothers be for a' that! 



CKAIGIE-BURN WOOD. 

Tune — " Craigie-bum Wood. 

SwKET fa's the eve on Craigie-bum, 
And blythe awakes the morrow. 

But a' the pride o' spring's return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 
I hear the wild birds singing : 

But what a weary wight can please, 
And care his bosom wringing? 

Fain, fain would I my griefis impart. 

Yet dare na for your anger ; 
But secret love will break my heart. 

If I conceal it langer. 

If thou refuse to pity me. 

If thou Shalt love anitlier, 
W^hen von green leaves fade frae the tree, 

Around my grave they'll whither,isi 



\ 



SO NO. 

Tune—" Let me in this ae night." 

O Lassie, art thou sleeping yet? 

Or art thou wakin', I would wit? 
For love has bound me hand and foot. 

And I would fain be in, Jo. 

CHORUS. 

Oh let me in this ae night. 

This ae, ae, ae night, 
¥oT ^\IV% %aawiMft aienigfatt 



Thon hear'fti the winter wind and weet, 
Kac Htur bUnks thro* the drirlng sleet, 
Tak pity on niy weary feet. 
And shield me frae the rain, Jo. 
Oh let me in, Ac 

The bitter blast that round me blaws 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's ; 
The canldness o* thy heart's the caoso 
Of a* my grief and pain, Jo. 
Oh let me in, Ac 

BKB AN8WEB. 

O Tell na me o* wind and rain, 
Tpbraid na me wi* canld diMlain ; 
Ouc imck the gait ye cam again, 
I winna let you In, Jo ! 

CHOBCS. 

I tell yon now this ao night, 

This ae, ae, ae night; 
And nncc for a' tliis ae night ; 

I winna let you in, jo ! 

The sncllcst blast, at mirkcst hours. 
Tliat round the pathless wand'rtT iiours, 
Is nought to what poor sho oinlaros 
That s trusted faithless man, Jo ! 
I tell you now, ^c. 

Tlic sweetest flower that deck'd the mead. 
Now trodden like the vflost wood: 
Let simple maid the lesson rend. 
The weird may be her uln, Jo I 
I tell you now, Ac. 

The bird that charmed Mh smnmcr-day, 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey : 
Let witless, tmsting woman say. 
How aft her fate's the same, Jo ! 
I tell you now, Ac. 



now CRCEL AKfi THE P.UUsiNTS. 

Hear roc, pow'rs divine ! 
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ADDRESS TO THE WOODLARK. 

7«nc— " Whorc'll bonnic Annie lie." Of, '*Loch- 
Eroch Side." 

On stay, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay ! 
Nor (in'it for nic the trembling spray ; 
A helpless lover conrts thy Uiy, 
Thy soothing, fond compUiining. 

Again, again that tender part, 
Tliat I may catch thy melting art : 
For surely that wnd touch her heart, 
Wlia' kflhi me wl' disdaining. 

Kay was tliy little mate unkind. 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
Oh ! nocht but love and sorrow join'd, 
Sic notes o' woe could wanken. 

Tlion tells o* never-ending care ; 
O' speechless grief, and dark despair, 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae uiair. 
Or my poor heart is broken ! 



ON CHLORIS HEING ILL. 
T'kw— " Are wakin' 01" 
cnoRUfl. 

Jjoyio. long the niglit. 
Heavy comes tlie morrow. 

AVhile my soul's deii^bt, 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

('an I cease to care. 
Can I cease to languish. 

While my darling fair 
Is on the conch of anguish 
Long, Ao. 

Every hope Is fled. 

Every fear is terror: 
Slumber e'en T drcod, 
Bvety dream Ib horror. 
' Long; Jtc, 
M 



Oh, in pity hear me ! 
Take aught else of mine. 
But my Chioris spare me ! 
Long, Ac. 



CALEDONIA. 

7mnc— *' Humours of Glen." 

TnziB groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign land? 
reckon. 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the per- 
fume. 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green brecknn, 
Wi' the bum stealing under the laug yelluw 
broom. 

Far dearer to me arc yon humble broom bower?, 
\\Tiere ilic biuc-bcil and gowan lurk lowly un- 
seen: 
For tliure, liglitly tripping amang the wild 
flowers, 
A-IIstening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 

Tlio' ricli is the breeze in their gay sunny val- 
leys. 
And cauid Calkdoxia's lilast on the wave: 
Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the 
proud palace, 
What are thcj' V— Tlie haunt of the tyrant and 
slave ! 

The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling 
fountains, 
Tlie brave Caledonian views wi' disdain ; 
He wanders as free us the winds of his monn- 
tains, 
Save Love's willing fetters— the chains o' his 
Jean ! 



SONO. 

Ti/wg— " Laddie, lie near me." 

'TwAS na her bonnie blue e'e was my ruin ; 
Fair tiio' she be, tiiat was ne'er my undoing : 
'Twas tiie dear smile when nae body did mind 

us, 
Twas tlie bewitciiing, sweet, stown glance o' 

kindness. 

Sair do I fear that to hope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear tiiat despair maun abide me; 
Hut tho fell fortune sliouid fate us to sever. 
Queen sliall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Mary, I'm thine wl' a passion sincerest. 
And thou hast piiglUed me love o' the dearest ! 
And thon'rt the angel that never can alter. 
Sooner the sun In his motion would falter. 



HOW CRUEL ARE TIIE PARENTS. 

ALTEnED FROM AN OLD ENGLISH HONG. 

-li/'-" John Anderson my jo." 

How cruel are the parents 

Who riches only prize ; 
And to tiie wealthy bool»y, 

l*oor woman sacrifice ! 
3Ieanwhiie the hapl<>ss daughter 

Has but a clioice of strife— 
To shun a tyrant father's Jmtc, 

Hecome a wretched wife. 

The rav'nlng hawk pursuing. 
The tremblinKxloTe thus flics. 

To sliun impelling ruin 
A while lier pinions tries; 

'Till of escape dcsnairln<s^ 
Ko s\\eUw at mt^iiX, 
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BURKS' POETICAL WOltKiJ. 



HONG. 
Tune—^' Deil take the wan." 



Makk yonder pomp of costlj fashion, 

Kound the wealthy, titled bride : 
Ihit when conipured with real pasnion, 

roor is all that princely pride ! 

What arc the showy trcasnres? 

What are the uoisy pleasnres? 
Tlic Kay. gaudy glare of vanity and art ; 

The pollsh'd Jewel's blaze 

May draw the wond'ring gaze. 

And courtly grandeur bright 

The fancy may delight. 
But never, never can come near the heart. 

But did yon see my dearest Chlorts, 

In Simplicity's array ; 
Love^ as yonder sweet opening flower Is, 

Hhrinking from the gaze of day. 

Oh then the heart aFarming, 

And all resistless charming. 
In Love's delightful fetters she chains the will- 
ing soul! 

Ambitton would disown 

The worid's imperial crown, 

Even Avarice would deny 

His worshipped deity, 
And feel thro* every vein Love's raptures rolL 



SONG. 

Tune—" This is no my ain IIousc." 

cnoBcs. 

On this is no ray ain lassie, 

Fair tho' the lassie l)e ; 
Oh wecl ken I my ain lassie, 

Kind love is in her e'u ! 

1 see a form, I see a face. 
Ye weel may wi' the fairest place : 
It wants to me the witching grace. 
The kind love that's in her e*e. 
O this Is no, Ac. 

She's bonnie, blooming, straight, and tall. 
And lang has had my heart in thrall; 
And aye it charms my very saul. 
The kind love that s in her e'e. 
Oh this is no, Ac. 

A thief sae pawkie is ray Jean, 
To steal a blink by a' unseen ; 
But gleg as light are lovers' e'en. 
When kind love is in her e'e. 
Oh this is no, Ac 

It may escape the courtly sparks, ' 
It may escape the learned clerks ; 
But weel the watching lover marks, 
The kind love that's in her e'c. 
Oh this is no, Ac. 



SCOTTISH SONG. 

Now spring has clad the grove in green. 

And Btrew'd the lea wi flowefs ; 
The furrow'd, waving corn Is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers ; 
While ilka thing in nature join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O why thus all alone are mine 

The weary steps of woe ! 

The trout within yon wlmpling bum 

Glides swift— a silver dart. 
And safe beneath the shady thorn 
^efies the angler's art: 
My life was ance that careless stream, 

That wanton trout wi^ I ; 
But love, wi' unrelenting beam. 

Has scorch'd my fountains dry. 

The little flow'ret's peaceful lot, 

In yonder cliff that grows, 
Which save the linners flignt, I wot, 

If Me Tader rMt knows, 



Was mine ; till love has o'er me pMt, 

And blighted a' my blooni. 
And now beneath the wlth'ring Mast, 

My youth and Joy oonsnme. 

The wakcn'd lav'rock warUfng sprlngi, 

And climbs the early sky, 
Winnowing blytbe her dewy wings 

In morning's rosy eye ; 
As little reckt I sorrow's power. 

Until the flowery snare 
O witching love, in Inckloss lionr. 

Made me the thrall o' care. 

Oh had my fate been Oreenland'e noiri, 

Or Af rlc s burning zone, 
Wi' man and nature leagn'd my fbea, 

So Peggy ne'er I'd known ! 
The wretch whase doom la, " hope nae niiri* 

That tongue bis woes can tellf 
Within whase bosom, save despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwelL 



SCOTTISH BONO. 

O BoKXiB was yon rosy brtor. 
That blooms sae far irae lurant o' man; 

And bonnie she, and ah! how dear! 
It shaded frae the e'enin' snn. 

Ton rosebuds in the morning dew. 
How pure, amang the leaves sae greni 

But purer was the lover's vow 
They wltness'd in their shade yestreen. 

All In its rude and prickly bower. 
That crimion rose, how sweet and tebrl 

But love is far a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o* eare. 

The pathless wild, and wlmpUng bom, 
Wr Chlurls in my anna, be mme; 

And I the world, nor wish, nor soom, 
Its Joys and griefs alike resign. 



SONG. 

'Tifl Friendship's pledge, my yomig^ fslrflM 

Nor thou the gift roinse. 
Nor with unwilling ear attend 

The moralizing Uose. 

.Since thou, in all thy youth and chanH, 

Must bid the world adieo, 
(A world 'gainst peace In c<mstant arms) 

To Join the friendly few. 

Since thy gay mom of life o'eroast, 

Chill came the temprat's loor ; 
(And ne'er misfortune's eastern Uait 

Did nip a f^rer flower :) 

Since life's gay scenes most ehazm no won, 

still much U left behind ; 
Still nobler wealth hast then in stwfr- 

The comfbrts of the mind I 

Tlilne is the self-approving glow, 

On conscious honour's part ; 
And, dearest gifts of heaven belmr, 

Thine Friendship's tmest heart. 

The Joys refined of sense and taste 

With every Muse to rove s 
And doubly were the poet blest 

These Joys could he improre. 



ENGLISH 80HG. 

Tune-*' Let me In this ae mght.** 

Forlorn, my love, no comfort near. 
Far, far from thee, I wander here ; 
Far, far from thee, the tete oerere 
Ai which I most repliM, lofe. 



BOXO. 
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CIIOUUS. 

rori thou love, but near me, 
ucar, near, near mu ; 
klndJy tiiou would'st chncr me, 
d mingle sighs with mine, love. 

mo scowU a wintry 8ky. 
sts each bud of liope ana joy ; 
Iter, shade, nor lioiuo have I, 
.1 those arms of thinr, love, 
rcrt, itec. 

er'd friendship's cruel part, 
II fortune's ruthless diU't— 
lot break thr faithful heart, 
y that fate is mine, love. 
'crL, &c. 

ry tho' the moments fleet, 
e think we yet shall meet ! 
y ray of solace sweet 
thy ClUoris sliine, love, 
'erf, Ac. 

COTTISn n ALL AD. 
'tme— "The Lothian Lassie." 
a braw wooer cam down the 



lang 



wi' his love he did deave me ; 
o was uaething I hated like men— 
CO gac wi'm, to believe me, believe 

e gae wi'in, to believe me ! 

the darts iu my bonnie black e'en, 
'd for my love ne was dyhig; 
light die when he liked, for Jean— 
, lorgie mc for lying, for lying : 
[ forgio mc for lying ! 

eked mallon— hlmscl' for tho laird 
rlagc aff-hand, wore hh ))roffei's : 
t on that I keun'd it, or card, 
ight I might hae waur offers, wanr 

i; 

ght I miglit luic wftur offers. 

vad ye think? — in a fortniglit or less, 

:ak his taste to go near licr! 

ang loan to my black cousin Bess 

i how, tho jaud! I could bear her, 

bear her, 

how, the jandl I could bear her. 

niest week as I fretted wi' care, 
the trysto o' Dalgarnock, 
at my fine flckle lover was there I 
d as I'd seen a warlock, a warlocic ; 
d as I'd seen a warlock. 

ly left shoulder I gae him a blink, 
ors mi gilt say I was sauey ; 
le caper'd as lie'd been in drink, 
d I was his dear lassie, dour lassie; 
d I was his dear lassie. 

r my cousin, fu' conthy and sweet, 

ad rccover'd her hearin', 

sr new shoon At her auld sachl't feet, 

vcns! how he fell a swearin', a 

•in' ! 

ens ! how he fell n swearin' ! 

for Guidsake! I wad be his wife, 
•vouldkill him wi* sorrow: 
reserve the poor body in life, 
maun wed hiiu to-morrow ; 
iiaun wed him to-morrow. 



FRAGMENT. 

The Caledonian Hunt's delight." 

Iiy tell thy lover, 
lie never must enjoy? 
hy undeceive him, 
ivc all his hopes the lie^ 



O why, while fancy, raptur'd, slumbers 
Chloris, C'hloris ail the theme — 

Why, why wouldst thou, crncl. 
\\ akc thy lover from his dream ? 



HEY FOR A LASS WF A TOCHER, 
rtf/te— ** Baliiiamonia Ora." 
\wA wi' your witchcraft o' beauty's alarms, 
Tlie slender bit beauty vou grasp in your arms ; 
O, pie me the lass that has acres o' cnarms, 
O, gio mo the labs wi* th» weel-stocklt farms. 

CHORUS. 

TliL'ii hey for a lass wi' a tocher, then hey ior a 
lass wi' a tocber. 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher — the nice yel- 
low guineas for mo. 

Your beauty's a flower, in the morning that 

blows. 
And withers the faster, the faster it grows ; 
But the rapturous charm o* the bonnie green 

knowes. 
Ilk spring they're new decklt wi' bonnie white 

yowes. 

Thenj hey, &c. 

And e'en when this beauty your bosom has 
blest. 

The briglitest o' beauty may cloy, when pos- 
sest ; 

But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie im- 
prest. 

The langcr ye hac them — the mair tlicy're 
carest. 

Tlicn, hey, &c. 



JESSY. 
Tune — " Here's a health to them that's awa'." 
IlF.RE'.«? a health to ane I lo'c dear! 
Here's a health to ane I lo'c dear I 
Tliou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers 

meet. 
And soft as the parting tear— Jessy ! 

Although thou maun never be mi no, 

Although even hope Is denied, 
'Tls sweeter for thee despairing. 

Than aught in the world beside— Jessy t 
Here's health, &c. 

I mourn thro' the gay. gaudy day, 
As hopeless, I muse on thy charms ; 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber, 
For then I am lock't in thy arms— Jessy ! 
Here's a health, d:c. 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 

1 guess by the love-rolling e'e ; 
But why urge the tender confession, 

'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decroc--Jess7! 
Here's a health, &c. 



SONG. 

Ti/ne— " Rothiomnrchie.'* 
Faikest maid on Devon banks. 

Crystal Devon, wlndhig Devon, 
Wilt thou lay that frown aaide. 

And smile as thou were wont to do? 

Full well thou know'st I love thee dear, 
Conldst thou to maliee lend an ear? 
O did not love exclaim, '*ForbearI 
Nor use a fathfui lover so!" 
Fairest maid, Ac. 

Then come, thou fairest of tho fair, 
Those wonted smiles. Oh let mo share ! 
And by that beauteous self I swear, 
So love but thiuo my heart shall know ! 
Fairest oiaid. *c.t«» 
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IJlltNS' rOETlCAL WOKKS. 



S N 0. 



Tune—^^ Tlio last timo I canio o'or the Moor." 

Farewell, thou stream thnt windhig Hows 

^Vrouiul Maria's UwclliiiK'. 
All crael mcin'ry ! spare tlic throes 

Within nij bosom swelliiiK: 
Condemn'd to drag a hopeless clmin, 

Aud still in secret languish; 
To feel a Are in every vein. 

Yet dare not speak my auguibh. 

The wretch of love, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my crime would cover : 
The bursting sigh, th' unweetUig groan, 

Betray the hopeless lover. 
I know ray doom must be despair, 

Tlioa wflt, nor canst relievo me 
But, oh! Maria, hear one prayer. 

For pity's sake forgive me ! 

The music of thy tongue I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I 8aw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd, 

'Till fears no more had saved me. 
The unwary sailor thus aghast. 

The wheeling torrent viewing : 
'Mid circling liorrors yields at last 

To overwhelming ruin. 



IJ X N I E J E A N. 

There was a lass, and she Avas f..ir, 
At kirk and market to l>e scon : 

When a' the fairest maids wore mot. 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 

And aye she wrought her nuinimlc's wark. 
And aye she sang saie merrille ; 

The blythest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhitc's nest : 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers, 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the brawcst lad. 
The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he had owscn, sheep, aud kye, 
And wanton nalgics nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryst, 
lie danced wl' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 
Ilcr heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As In the bosom o' the stream. 

The moon-beam dwells ot dewy e'en; 
So trembling pure, was tender love 

Within the breast o' bonnie Jean. 

And now she works her mammle's wark, 
And nye she sighs wi' care and pain ; 

Yet wist na what her ail might be. 
Or what wad mak her weel again. 

But did na Jeanle's heart loup light. 
And did na joy blink In lier e'e, 

As Kol)ie tauld a talc o' love 
Ae e'enlu, on tlie lily lea? 

The sun was sinking in the west 
The birds aang sweet in ilka grove ; 

Ills cheek to liors he fondly prest, 
.Vnd whisperd thus his tale o' love : 

" Oh! Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear: 
Oh, canst thou think to fancy me? 

Or wilt thou leave thy mannniu's cot. 
And learn to tent the farms wi' me ? 

At barn or byre thou shalt na drudge, 
Or naething else to trouble thee ; 

But stray amang the heather-lieils, 
Aud tent tl^c waving vpni wi' me." 



Now what could artloss Jeanie do? 

She had nao will to say hhn na : 
At length she blushed a Mwcet consent. 

And love was aye between them twa. 



BALLADS ON MR. HERON'S ELECT10^'S. 

THE fivecTarlines. 

[BALLAD FIRST.] 

There were flvecarlincs m tho south. 
They fell upon a scheme. 
To send a lad to Lon'on town. 
To bring them tidings hamc. 

Nor only bring them tidings -faamc. 

But do their errands tliere. 
And aibllns gowd and honour baith 

Might 1)0 that laddie's shore. 

There was IMaggio by the banks o' Nith,i»* 

.V dame with pride enough. 
And Marjory o' the Monyloch8,i«* 

A carlinc old and teugn. 

And bllnkin' Bess o' Annandalc,i6« 

That dwelt near Solwaysidc, 
And Whisky Jean, that took her gill. 

In OttllowayJ«' sao wide. 

And Black Joan, frac Crichton Pecl,i« 

O' gipsy kith and kin- 
Five wighter carllnes warna foun' 

Tlie south countrie within. 

To send a lad to Lon'on town, 

They met upon a day. 
And mony a knight, and mony a laird, 

Tlieir errand fain would gac. 

Oh, mony a knight and mony a laird. 

Tills errand fain would gae ; 
But nac ane could their fancy please, 

Oh, ne'er a ane but twae. 

The rtrst he was a belted knlghti«> 

Ilri'd o' a border clan. 
And he wad gae to Lon'on town. 

Might nae man him withstan'. 

And he wad do their errands wccl 

And meikle he wad say, 
And ilka ano at Lon'on court 

Would bid to him guld-day. 

Then next came In a soilgcr youth,J"o 

And spak wl' modest grace. 
And ho wad gae to Lon'on town. 

If sae their pleasure was. 

He wadna hccht them courtly gifts. 

Nor raelkle speech pretend. 
But he wad liccht an honest licart. 

Wad ne'er desert a friend. 

Now, wham to choose, and wham refasc, 

At strife thlr carllnes fell! 
For some had gentle folks to please, 

And some would please themsol'. 

Then out spak mira-mou'd Meg o' NIth, 

And she spak up wl' pride, 
Ami she wad send the sotlger youth, 

Whatever might betide. 

For the auld guldman o' Lon*on conrt»'t 
She dldna care a pin ; 
But she wad send the sodger youth 
To greet his eldest son.J^* 

Then up sprang Bess o' Annandale, 

And a deadly alth she's ta'en. 
That she wad vote the border knight, 

Tliough she should vote her lane. 

For far-atf fowls hae feathers fair. 

And fools o' change aro fain ; 
But 1 hae tried the uorder knight, 

And I'll try him yet again. 



THE ELECTION. 
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Sav8 Black Joan frae Crichton Peel, 

A cariine stoor and Krimi 
TIiu ttold gnidman, ana the young guidman, 

For mc may sink or swim ; 

For fool win frcit o' right or wrang. 
While knaves laagh them to scorn : 

Bnt the sodgcr's friends hae blawn the best, 
80 he shall bear the horn. 

Then Whisky Jean spak owre her drink, 

Ye weel ken, kimmers a*. 
The auld gnidman o* Lon'on court, 

His t>ack*8 been at the wa' : 

And mouy n friend that klss'd his cup, 

Is now a fremit wight : 
Bnt it's ne'er be said o' Whisky Jeon^ 

111 send the border knight. 

Then slow raise Marjory o* the Loch, 

And wrinkled was her brow. 
Her ancient weed was russet grey, 

Her auld Scots bluid was true ; 

There's some great folks set light by me— 

I set as light by them ; 
But I will sen' to Lon'on town 

Wliam I like best at hamc. 

Sae how this weighty plea may end, 

Nae mortal wight can tell : 
Gol grant the Icing and ilka man 

May look weel to himscl'. 

[BALLAD SECOND.] 

Whom will you send to London town. 

To Parlhiment and ii' that ? 
Or wlia in a' the country round 
The best deserves to fa' that '/ 
Fur a' that, and a' tluit, 
Tliro' Galloway, and u' that : 
Where is the laird or l)elted knight 
Tlittt best deserves to fii' that ? 

Wha sees Kerronghtrec's open yett 'i 

And wha is't never saw that ? 
Wlia ever wl' Kerronghtrec's met, 
And has a doubt of u' tliat? 
For a' that, and a' tliat. 
Here's Heron yet for a' that I 
The indei)cndcnt patriot, 
Tlic honest man, and a' that. 

TIio' wit and wortli in citlicr 8cx, 
tit. Mary's Isle cun sliuw tliat : 
Wi' dukes and lordn let Selkirk mix. 
And weel does Selkirk fu' tliat. 
For a' that, and a* that, 
Here's Heron yet for a' that I 
Tlie Independent commoner 
Sinill be the man for a' tliat 

Bnt why should we to nobles jouk 'i 

And is't against the law that i 
For why, a lord may Iks a gouk, 
Wi' ribbon, star, and a' tint. 
For a' that, and a* that, 
Hero's Heron yet for a' that ! 
A lord may be a lou^y loun, 
Wi' ribbon, star, and a' that. 

A 1>eardlc.ss boy comes o'er the hills, 

Wi' uncle's purse and a' that ; 
But we'll hae nne frae *mang oorsels, 
A man we ken, and a' tlmt. 
For a' that, and u' that. 
Hero's Heron yet for a' that ! 
For we're not to be t)ought and sold, 
Like imigs, and nowt, and a' that. 

Tlien let us drink the Stewartry, 

Kcrroughtree's laird, and a* that. 
Our representative to be. 
For well he's worthy a that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 
Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
A Hou&o o* Commons such as he. 
Tliey would be blCht tluit ^nrfc that. 



THE ELECTION. 

[BALLAD TniKD.] 

Ft, let US a' to Kircudbright, 

For there will be bickcrin' there ; 
For Murray's light horse arc to muster. 

And oh, how the heroes will swear ! 
And there will be Murray commander, 

And Gordon the battle to win ; 
Like brothers they'll stand by each other, 

Sae knit in alliance an' sin. 

And tlierc will be black-lippit Johnnie 

Tiic tongue o' the trump to them a ; 
An' he gets na hell for his haddin , 

The deil gotK us justice ava' ; 
And there will be Kempleton's birkic, 

A boy no sae black at the biine, 
But, as for his fine nabob fortune. 

We'll e'en let the subject ahine. 

And there will be Wigton's new sheriff; 

Dame Justice f u' brawlie has sped ; 
She's gotten the heart of a Bn.shby, 

But. LdTd, what's become o' the head ? 
And there will be Cardoness, Esquire, 

Sae mighty in Cardoness' eyes ; 
A wight that will weather damnation. 

For the deil the prey will despise. 

And there will be Douglasses doughty, 

New Christ 'ning towns far and near; ' 
Abjuring their democrat doings. 

By kissing the— o' a peer ; 
Ami there will be Konmure sae gcn'rous ! 

Whose honour Is proof to the storm ; 
To save them from stark reprobation, 

He lent them his name to the linu. 

Bnt we winna mention KcdcastIc, 

The body, e'en let him escape ; 
He'd venture the gallows for siller. 

An' 'twere not the cost o' the rape. 
And where is our king's lord lieutenant, 

Sae fam'd for his gratefu' return 'i 
The billie Is getting his questions, 

To say in St. Stephen's the morn. 

And there will he lads o* the gospel, 

Muirhead wha's as gaid as lie's true : 
And there will be Bnittle's apostle, 

Wha's more o' the bhick than the l>luc ; 
Ami there will be folk from St. Marj "^«, 

A house o' great merit and note , 
The deil ane but honours them Iiiglily— 

'ilie deil ane will gie them his vote ! 

And there will be wealthy young KIcliard, 

Dame Fortune should liiiig l>y the neck ; 
For prodigal, thriftlesH, bestowing. 

Ills merit hiid won him respect : 
And there will be rich brother nabob", 

Tho' nabobs, yet men of the first. 
And there will be CoUieston's whisi;ers. 

And Quentin, o' lads not the wurst. 

.Viid there will be stamp-otflco Johnni?, 

Tak tent how ye purchase a dram ; 
-\nd tliere will be gay Casscncarrie, 

-\nd there will be gleg Cohmei Tarn ; 
And there will be trnsty Kerroughtree, 

Whose honour was ever his law; 
If the virtues were packed in a parcel. 

His worth might be sample for a'. 

And can we forget the auld major, 

Whu'll ne'er be forgot in tho Greys ? 
Our fiatt'ry we'll keep for some other. 

Him only 'tis justice to praise. 
And tlittre will be maiden Kilkerran, 

And also Barskimming's jf^nid knight. 
And there will be roarin Bfrtwhistle, 

AVlia, luckily, roars in the riglit. 

And tliere friio the Xiddesdalo borders. 

Will mingle tlie MaxweilK in drovob : 
Tough Johnnie, stauucli Gcordie, and Wattic, 

Tliat gricns for the fishes and loaves ; 
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And there nrill be JjOgan Mac Doiall, 
Scnldudd'ry iind ho wUl bo there. 

And also thu wlid Scot o* Gallowaj, 
Sodgeriir guiipov/dcr Blair. 

Tlien hej the chaste lut'rett o' Bronghton, 

Aud hey for the blOHaings 'twill bruig! 
It mav send Balmaghle to the Cominoiu, 

lu Sodom twouldniake hiin a kiug ; 
Aud hej for the sanctifled Mnrrajr, 

Oar land who wi' chapeU has ator'd ; 
lie fonnder'd his horse aiuong hurluts, 

Bat gicd the old naig to the Lord. 

AS EXCELLENT NEW BONO. 

[BALLAD rOUBTH.] 

Tune—'* Buy broom bosom:*.** 
WnA will bay my troggin 

Fine election ware ; 
Broken trade o' Broughton, 
A' In Iiigh repair. 

Bnv Draw troggin, 

Frae the banks o' Dee ; ' 
Who wants trogKtn 
Let him come tu mc. 

Here's a noblo Eorrs 

Fame and high renown 
For an aakl sang— 

It's tbonght the gndcs were stown. 
Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here's the worth o' Broaghtun 

In n needle's c'c : 
Here's a repntatiou 

Tint by Balmaghle. 

Bay bruw troggin, Jko. 

Here's an honest conscience, 

Might a prince ndorn ; 
Frae the downs o' Thnvald— 

So was never worn. 

Buy bmw trop/jhi, &c. 

Hero its stnff nnd lining, 

O' Cnrdoncss's head; 
Fine for a f^odgcr 

A" tlic wn!o o' lend. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Hero's a Ilttio wadset, 

Buittlo's scrap o' truth, 
Pawn'd in a gin shop, 

Qnencliing noly drouth. 

Buy braw trog^n, &c. 

Hero's armorial bearings, 

Frae tho manse o' Urr ; 
The crest, an anld crab-apple 

Kotten at the core. 

Buy braw trogghi, ice. 

Here is Satan's picture^ 

Like a bizzard glcd. 
Pouncing poor Redeastic, 

Sprawlin' like a taed. 

puy braw troggin, &c. 

Here's the worth and wisdom 

Collieston can boast ; 
By a thievish midge 

Tlicy had been nearly lost. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here is Murray's fragments 

O' the ten commands ; 
Gifted by black Jock, 

To get them all his handa. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Saw ye e'er sic troggin ? 

If to bay ye'er slack, 
Hornio'B tamln' chapraan— 
Hc'il buy a* the pack. 

Boy braw troggin 
r lx9A^banlUo'Pce; 
WIMi wanite tsogsln 
Sat him come to me. 



JOHN BUSUBY'S4'4 LAMENTATIO: 
[BALLAD nprji J 

ftow—^Tho ^atjcs in the Wood.** 

'TwAS in the seventeen hundred year 

O' Christ, and ninury-fivc. 
That year I was the wao'cst man 

O* ony man alive. 

In March, tho throc-and-twenticth daj 
The sun rose clear and bright ; 

But oh, I was a waefui man 
Ere toofa* o' tho ni^Iit. 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this land 

Wi* eqaal right and fame, 
And thereto was his kinsman joln'd 

The Morray's nable name ! 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule the land 
Made me the Judge o' strife; 

But now Yerl Galloway's sceptre's brok 
And eke my hangman's knife. 

'Twas by the banks o' bonnle Dec, 
Beside Kirkcudbrlglit towor?^. 

Tlie Stewart and the Murray tliurc, 
Did muster a* their powers. 

The Murray, and tho auld gray yaud, 

Wi' winged spurs did ride, 
Tliat auld gray yaod, yea, Kidsdalc rftd( 

He staw apon Nldslde. 

And tliero had been tho Yerl Ijiuisel', 
Oil, tliore iuid boon nae play : 

But Garlics was to London ganc. 
And sac the kyc might stray. 

And there was Balmaghle, I ween. 
In the front rank he wad shine ; 

But Balmnghio had Ijcttcr been 
Drhiking Madeira wine. 

Frae tho Olcnkens came to oivr aid 

A chief o' doughty deed, 
In case that worth should wanted be, 

O' Kenniore wc had need. 

And there sao grave Sqnire Cnrdoncss 

IXK>k'd on till a' was dune; 
Sao, ill a tower o' Carduncss, 

A howlct sits at noon. 

And there led I the Bushbys a'; 

My gamesome billie Will, 
And my son Maitland, ^ise as brave, 

My footsteps follow'd stilL 

TIic Douglas and the Heron's name, 
We set nouglit to their score: 

Ttic Douglas and the Heron's name 
Had felt our weight before. 

But Douglasses o* weight had we. 

The pair o' lusty lairds, 
For building cot-noases sac famed. 

And christening kail yards-. 

And by oor banners march'd Muirhead, 

And Bulttle was na slack : 
Wiioso holy priesthood nane can stain, 

For wha can dye tho black ? 



THE HIGHLAND WIDOW'S LAMENl 
On! I am come to the low countrie, 

Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 
Without a peniiy in my purse. 

To boy a meal to mo. 

It was na sao lu the Uighluud hills, 

Och-on. och-on, och-difl! 
Nae wora'tin in the coontrie wide 

Sae happy was as mc. 

For then I had a score o' kye, 

Och-oo, och-on, och-rie ! 
Fewltaff on tlM mlUi ao high. 

Andfivltf nrilktonf 



Holy Wiluk-s rKAVEit. 
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And there 1 had three More e* JOl«re^ 

Octa-on, och*on. och-rie ! 
Skipping on yon bonnie knowes, 

And casting woo* to me. 

I was the happiest o* a dan, 

Sair, sair may 1 repine ; 
For l>onald was the bra west lad, 

And Douold ho was mine. 

Till Charlie Stewart cam* at last, 

Sac far to set ns free: 
Mv Donahl's arm was wanted then, 
. For Scotland and for mo. 

heir waefu' fate what need I tell? 
KlKht to the wrang did yield . 
3Iy Donald and his coantry fell 
U)K>n CnUodon's Held. 

Oh ! I am come to the low coantrie, 

Och-on, och-ou, och-rie ! 
Nae woman in the world wide 

Sac wretched now as me. 



ELECT. 

ON THE PKATU OF KOBIRT RCISSEAUS.l'^ 

Now Robin lies in liis last lair, 

llu'll grabble riiyme nor sing nao-malr ; 

Canld poverty, wi* hungry stare, 

Kae mair shall fear him ; 
Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care 

E'er mair come near him. 

To tell the trutli, they seldom fash'd liim. 
Except the moment that they crush d him ; 
Fur soon as chance or fate had hnsh'd uui, 

Thoagh e'er sao stiort. 
Then wi* a rhyme or sang he lash'd em, 

And thought it sport. 

Tliough he was born to kintra wark, 
And counted was baith wight and stark. 
Yet tliat was never Robert s mark, 

To mak a man : 
But tell him he was leani*d and dark, 

Ye roosed him then! 



EPISTLE TO JOHN GOUDIE, 

OF KILMARNOCK, ON TUB PUBUCATION OF HIS 
ESflAYS.>'» 

On (*.oudie! terror of the Whigs, 
]>rva(l of black coats and rev'rend wigsi, 
s«)ur Bigotry, on her last legs, 

Ulmin', looks back, 
Wishin* tho ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize yon quick. 

Poor gapin*, glowrin* Superstition, 

Waes me ! she's in a sad condition : 

FIc ! bring Black Jock, her state physician, 

Tb see her water; 
Alas! there's ground o' great suspicion 

She'll ne'er get better. 

Anid Orthodoxy lang did grapple, 
But now she's got an unco rlpnle ; 
Haste, gie her name np 1* the chapel, 

Klgh unto death: 
See, how she fetches at the tbrapple, 

And gasps for breath ! 
Enthnsiann's past redemption, 
(}aue in a galloping consnmptloo, 
Not a' the quacks, wi' a' their gumption. 

Will ever mend tier. 
Her feeble pulse gles strong presumption, 
Death soon will end her. 
'Tis yon and Taylori^e are the chief, 
Wha are to blame for this mischief. 
But gin the'Lord's ain foak gat leare, 

A toom tar-barrel 
And twa rad peata wad send relief. 

Aod oBd tlM qnarrel. 



HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYEII.I?' 

Oh thou, wha in the heavens dost dwell, 
Wha, AS it pleases best thysel*. 
Sends ane to heaven, and ten to hell, 

A' for thy glory. 
And no for onjrgni^ or ill 

'Tney've done afore thee ! 

1 l>less and praise thy matchless might, 
Wlien thousands thou hast left In night, 
lliat I am here afore thy sight. 

For gifts ana grace, 
A bnmiu* and a shinin' light 

To a* this place. 

What was I. or my generation. 
That I should get sic exaltation, 
I wha deserve sic Just damnation, 

^or broken laws, 
Five thousand vcars 'fore my creation, 

Tliro' Adam's cause! 

When frae my mithcr's womb I fell, 
Thou might liae plunged me in hell, 
To gnash my gums, to weep and wail, 

In burning fake. 
Where damnM Devils roar and yell, 

Chain'd to a stake. 

Yet 1 am here a chosen sample, 

Tu show thy grace is great and ample; 

I'm here a pillar in thy temple. 

Strong as a rock, 
A guide, a buckler, and example 

To a' thy flock. 

O Lord ! thou kens what zeal I bear, 
When drinkers drink, and swearers swear. 
And singin' there, and danein' here, 

Wi' great and smu'. 
For I am keepit by thy fear, 

Free frae them a'. 

But yet O Lord ! confess I must, 
At limes I'm fash d wi' fleshy lust. 
And sometimes too, wi' warklly trust, 

Vile self gets in ; 
But thoa remembers wo are dust, 

Defll'd in sin. 

O Lord! yestreen, thou kens, wi' Meg— 

Thy pardon I sincerely beg. 

Oh! may*t ne'er be a livin' plague, 

To my dishonour. 
And I'll ne'er lift a lawless leg 

Again upon her. 

Besides, I further maun avow, 

wr Leezie's lass, three times, I trow; 

But, Lord! that Friday I was fou, 

When I came near her. 
Or else, thou kens, thy servant tme 

Wad ne'er hae steer'd her. 

Maybe thou leta't this fleshly thorn, 

Beset thy servant e'en and morn. 

Lest he owre high and proud should turn, 

'Cause he's sae gifted : 
If sae, thy han' maun e'en be borne, 

VntU thou lift It. 

Lord ! bless thy chosen In this place. 
For here thou bast a chosen race : 
But God confonnd their stubborn face. 

And blast their name, 
Wha bring thy elders to disgrace 

Aud pnbllc shame. 

Lord ! mind Gaw'n Hamilton's doserta, 
He drinks, and swears, and plays at cartes, 
Yet has sae mony takln* artsi 

Wi' grat and sma', 
Frae God's ain priests the people's hearts 

He steals awa*. 

And when we chasten'd him therefore, 
Thou kens how IM br^d idem splore, 
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As !*ct the wnrhl in a roar 

O* laujrliln" at lis;— 
Curse thou Ills basket and his store. 

Kail nitd potatoes. 

Ix>rd 1 hear my earnest cry and prayY, 

Against tlie presbyt'ry of Ayr ; 

Tliy strong right liauu. Lord, niak It bare 

Upo' tlicir heads. 
Lord I weigh it down, and dinna spare, 

For their misdeeds. 

O Lord my God ! that cUb-tonga'd Aiken, 
My very lieart and saiil arc oualcin', 
To think bow we stood groanin*, shakin* 

And swat wi* dread. 
While he wi* hiugiu' lips and snakin*, 

Held up his head. 

Lord ! in the day of vengeance try him, 
Lord ! visit them wha did employ him, 
And pass not in thy mercy by 'em. 

Sot hear their pray'r : 
But for thy peoples sake destroy 'cm, 

And dinna spare. 

Bnt, Lord ! remember me and mine, 
Wi' mercies temporal and divine, 
Hiat I fur gear and crace may shine, 

Exceli'd Dv iiane. 
And a' tiie glory shall bo thine. 

Amen! Amen! 



E1»ITAPII OK HOLY WILLIE. 

Hkrk Holy Willie's sair-worn clay 

Taks up its last ni>ode ; 
His Houl has ta'eu Nome other way, 

1 fear the left-hand road. 

Stop! there he is, as sure's a gun, 

roor, silly body, see him ; 
Nae wonder he's as l)lack's the grun'. 

Observe wha's standing wi' liim. 

Your bmnstane dcviiship, I sec, 
IIus got liim there l>efore ye ; 

But baud your nine-tail cat a wee. 
Till ance you've heard ray story. 

Your pity I will not implore, 

For pity ye hae nane: 
Justice, Alas! has gi'cn him o'er. 

And Jklerey's day is gaen. 

Bnt hear me, sir, dcil as ye are. 
Look something to your credit ; 

A coof like him wad stain your name, 
If It were kent ye did it. 

THIRD EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK.>*8 

September 13, 1785. 

(fUiD speed ond furder to you, Johnny, 
(iuid health, hale ban's and weather bonny ; 
Now when ye' re nickan down fn' canny 

The staff o' bread, 
May ye ne'er want a stoup o* bran'y 

To clear your head. 
May Boreas never thresh your rigs, 
Nor kick yonrrickles aff tneir legs, 
SeniUn' the stuff o'er muii-s and haggs 

Like drivin' wrack : 
But may the tapmast grain that wags 

Come to the sack ! 

I'm blzzie too, and skelpln' at it, 
But bitter, daudin' showers liae wat It 
Sue my auld stumpie pen I gat it 

Wi' mucklc wark. 
And took my jokteleg and whatt it. 

Like ony clark. 
It's now twa month that I'm your delitor. 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter, 
Abu.sin* me for harsh ill nature 

On holy men, 
WliUe deil a liair yoarsel' ye're better, 

Bat nudr profane. 



But let the kirk-folk ring their beli^ 
Let's sing about our noble sel's; 
We'ci cry nao Jauds frao heathen hills 

To help, or roosc na, 
But browster wives and whiskey stills. 

They are the Muses. 

Your friendship, 81r, I winna qnat it, 

And if ye mak objections at it, 

llieii han' in nieve some day we'll knot It, 

And witness take. 
And when wi' usqnebae weVe wat it, 

It winna break. 

But if the beast and branks be spar'd 
Till kye l>e gann withoat the herd, 
And a' the vlttel in the yard. 

And theeklt right, 
I mean your inglc-sldc to gnard 

Ae winter night. 

Tlien mnse-lnsniring' aqna-vit« 

Shall make us bait h sae blytheand witty. 

Till ye forget ye're auld and gatty. 

And be as canty 
As ye were nine year less than thretty. 

Sweet aue and twenty. 

But stooks are cowpit wi' the blast, 
Ami now the sin keeks in the west, 
Tlien I maun rin amaug the rest 

And quat my chanter ; 
Sae I subscribe myself in liasto 

Your's Rab the Banter. 



EPISTLE TO THE REV. JOHN M'MATII »'» 

September 17, ITK. 

While at the stook the shearers cow'r. 
To shun the bitter blaadin' show'r. 
Or in gulravage rinnin' scow'r 

To pass the time. 
To you I dedicate the honr 

In idle rhyme. 

« 

My musle, tlr'd wi' niony a sonnet 

On gown, and ban', and douse black bonnet, 

Is grown right eerie now she's done it, 

Lest they should blame her, 
And rouse their holy thunder on it, 

And anathem her. 

I own 'twas rasli, and rather hardy, 
That I, a simple, countra bardic, 
Shou'd meddle wi' a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me. 
Can easy, wi' a single wordic. 

Loose hell upon me. 

But I gae mad at their grimaces, 
Tlieir sighin', cantin', graco-preud faces, 
Tlieir three-mile prayers, and hauf-mlUT graces, 

Their raxin* conscience, 
Whase greed, revenge, and pride disgraces, 

Waur not their nonsense. 

Tliere's GawniM mlsca't waur than a beast, 
Wha has inalr honour in his breast 
Tlian moiiy scores as guid's the priest 

Wha sae abns't him. 
And may a bard no crack his Jest 

What way they're used him? 

See him, the poor man's friend in need. 
The gentleman in word and deed. 
And shall his fame and honour bleed 

By worthless skellnms, 
And not a Mose erect her head 

To cowe the blcllums? 

Oh, Pope, had I thy satire's darts 
To gie the rascals their deserts, 
I'd rip their rotten, hollow hearts, 

And tell aloud. 
Their Jngglln*, hocns-jiocus arts 

To cheat the cr<>wcL 



(tKl kuows, I'm no the thing I sboa'd bo, 
iSor am I even the thing I ooa'd be. 
Bat twe nty times I rather woa'd bo 

An atheist clean, 
Inan under gospel colours hid be. 

Just for a screen. 

An honest man may like a glass, 
An honest man may like a lass, 
iintmcan revenge, and malice fause. 

Hell stUl disdain, 
And then cry zeal for gospel lavrs, 

Like sofne we ken. 

llicy take religion bi their montli ; 
They talk o* mercy, grace, and truth. 
For what?— to gie tlieUr malice skoutli 

On some pulr wiglit, 
And hunt him down, o^er rlglit and ruth. 

To ruin straight. 

All hall, KeUglon ! maid dlylne! 
iNirdon a Hnse sae mean as mine, 
Who in her rough imperfect line, 
^ Thus daurs to name thcc ; 

To stigmatise false friends o* thine 
Can ne*er defame thee. 

Tlio' blotch't and foul wl' mony a stain, 
A lid far unworthy of thy train, 
With trembling voice I tune my strain. 

To join with those 
AVIio boldly danrthy cause maintain. 

In spite o' foes : 

In spite o croAvds, in spite o' mobs. 
In spite o' undermining Jobs, 
In spite o* dark banditti stabs 

At worth and merit. 
Ijy scoundrels, even wl' holy robes. 

lint hellish spirit. 

Oh Ayr ! my dear, my native ground, 
Withiu thy presbyterlal bound 
A candid, liberal band is found 

Of public teachers, 
As men, as Christians too, rcnown'd. 

And manly preachers. 

Sir, In that circle you are nam'd : 
Sir, in that circle you are fam'd ; 
And some, by whom your doctrine's blam'd, 
... , «. w i Which gles you honour), 
Lv n Sir by them your heart's cstecm'd, 
And winning manner. 

rnrdon tliis freedom I have ta'cn, 
And if iui|)ertinent I've been. 
Impute it not, good 81r, In ane 

whase heart ne'er wrang'd yc. 
But to his utmost would befriend 

Ought that belang'd yc. 
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A ^'OTE TO GAVIX HAMILTON, ESQ., 

MAUCHLIXE. 
(REC0M3IEXDIKG A BOY.) 

Jfossgiel, May 8, 1766. 
I HOLD It, Sir. my bounden duty, 
To warn you how that Master Tootle, 

Alias, Laird M'Gaun, 
Was here to hire yon lad away 
'Bout whom ye spak the tltlicr day. 

And wad liae don't aff han' : 
Bnt lest he learn the callan tricks, 

As, faith, I muckle doubt him. 
Like scrapin' out auld Crummlc's nicksisi 
And tellin* lies about them : 
As lleve, then, I'd have, then, 

Your clerkship be should sair. 
If sae be, ye may be 
Not fitted other where. 

Altbo' 1 sny't, he's gleg enongh. 

And iwut a house that's rnde and rough, 



The boy might learn to swear; 
But then wi' you he'll be sac tanglit. 
All get sic fair example straugbt, 

I have iioe only fear. 

Ye'll catechise him every quirk. 

And shore hlin weel wi' hell : 

And gar him follow to the kirk— 

—Aye when ye gang yoiirseL 

II ye, then, maun be, then 

Frae hame this comin' Friday; 
Then please, Sir, to lea'e. Sir, 
The orders wl' your lady. 

My word of honour I hae gicu. 

In Paisley John's, that night at e'en. 

To meet the warld's worn ; 
To try to get the twa to groe. 
And name the airlesisz and the fee. 

In legal mode and fonn : 
I ken he weel a snick can craw, 
Wljcn simple bodies let him : 
And If a Devil be at a'. 
I faith he's sure to get lilm. 
To phrase you, and praise you. 
Ye ken your Laureat scorns ; 
The pray'r stUl. you share still. 
Of grateful Mixstrel Burns. 
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WILLIE CnALMERS.»83 

Wi" braw new branks In micklc pride. 
And eke a braw new breclian. 

My Pegasus I'm got astride, 

,„And up Parnassus pcchiii ; 

*^mu ^^^^^'^ ? '^"sh, wi' downward crush. 
The doited bcastic stammers ; 

Tlien up he gets, and oflf he sets 
l-or sake o* Willie Chalmers. 

I doubt na, lass, that weel kcnn'd name 

Alay cost a pair o' blushes ; 
I am iiae stranger to your fame, 

^or his warm urgfed wishes. 
1 our l)onnio face, sae mild and sweet 

Ills honest lieart enamours. 
And faith, yell no be lost a whit, 

Tho' waired on Willie Clialmers. 

Aula truth lierser might swear yc'rc fair. 

And honour safely back her. 
And modesty assume j-our air. 

And ne'er a ane mistak' her : 
And sic twa love insniring e'en 

Might Arc even holy palmers: 
Jsue wonder, then, thoy'>*e fatal been 

To honest WlUle Chalmers, 

I doubtna fortune may you shore 

Some mim-mou'd pouther'd prlestic, 
Fu' lifted up wl' Hebrew lore, 

And band upon his brcastle • 
But oh ! what signifies to you 

Ilis lexicons and grammars ; 
Tlie feeling heart's the royal blue. 

And that's wi Willie Chalmers 

Some gapin' glowrin' countra laird. 

May warsle for your favour; 
May claw his lug, and stralk his beard. 

And boast up some palaver. 
My hoiinie maid, before ye wed 

Sic chimsy-wltted hammers. 
Seek Ilcnyen for help, and bareflt skein, 

Awa' wl' Willie Chalmers. 

Forgive tlic Bard ! my fond regard 

lor ane that shares my bosom, 
Inspires my Muse to gle'ra his dues, 

!• or deil a hair 1 roose him. 
3Iay i)owcr8 aboon unite you soon. 

And fructify your amours. 
And every year come in mair dear 

To you and Willie Chalmers. 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKH. 



LINES ^VRITTEN ON A BANK NOTE-i** 

Wak worth thy power, thou cursed leaf, 
Fell scarce o' a* my woe and nief ! 
For lack o' thee I're lost my lasa, 
For lack o* thee I scrimp my ^ass. 
I see the children of affliction 
Unaided, through thy cuned restriction. 
I've seen the oppressor's omel smile 
Amid his hapless victim's spolL 
And, for thy potence, valnur wlsh'd 
To crush the villain In the dost. 
For lack o* thee I leave this much loved shore. 
Never, perhaps, to greet old Beotland more 

R. B-Kyle. 



TO A KI88. 

HnxiD seal of soft affections, 
Tend'rcst pledge of future bliss. 

Dearest tie of yuung connections. 
Love's first snow-drop, virgin kiss. 

Speaking silence, dumb opjafcssion. 
Passion's birth, and infants' ploy, 

Dove-like fondness, chaste concession, 
Glowing dawn of brighter day. 

Sorrowing joy, adiea's Inst action, 
When liHg'ring lips no more mnst join ; 

What works can ever speak affection, 
So thrilling and sincere as thine! 



VERSES WiilTTEX UNDER VIOLENT 
GRIEF. IM 

ACCEPT the gift a friend sincere 

Wad on thy worth be prcssin' ; 
Remembrance oft may start a tear, 
Bat oh ! that tenderness forbcnr. 
Though 'twad my sorrows lessen. 

My 'morning raise snc clear and fair, 
I thought salr storms wad never 

Bedew the scene; but grief and caro 

In wildest fury hac made bare 
My peace, my hope, for ever! 

Yon think I'm glad ; oh, I pay wcel, 

For a' the Joy I borrow, 
In solitndc— then, then I feci 
I canna to roysel' conceal 

My deeply ranklin' sorrow. 

Farewell ! within thy bosom free 

A sigh may whiles awakon ; 
A tear may wet thy langhin' eo. 
For Scotia 8 son— ance gay like theo— 

Now hopeless, comfortlcs.'*, forsaken ! 



TO MR. M'ADAM, 

OF CRAIGEN-GILTJ^N. 

IN ANSWER TO AN OBLIOINO LKTTKll HB PENT IN 

TUB COMMENCliuENT OF BURNS' 1*OLTIO CAREER. 

Sir, o'or a gill I gat yonr card, 

I trow it made me proud : 
" See whft taks notice o' the bard t" 

I lap and cried f u* loud. 

Now deil-ma-care about tlicir juw, 

TIio sensolpsK. gawky million : 
I'll cock my n«»sc ubuun tliein a'— 

I'm roos'd by Craigcu-Gillan! 

'Twas nol>ie. Sir: 'twas like yoursd, 
To Krant your hifrli protection : 

A Krc'ot mail's smile, ye ken fu' well, 
Is aye a blust infection. 

Tlio* by his banosiM who in a tub 

Match'd Macedonian Sandy I 
On my ain logs thro' dirt ana dub, 

J independent stand aye. 



And when those logs to guld, warm kail, 

Wi' welcome canna bear mo ; 
A Ice -dyke side, a syboe-4aiI, 

A barlcy-scouo shall cheer me. 

Heaven spai e you lang to kiss the breath 

O' many flow'ry simmers ! 
And bless your bonnle lasses balth— 

I'm tauld they're lo'esome Ummersi 

And (k>d bless young Dnnaskin's hiird, 

The blossom of our gentry ! 
And may he wear an Mid man's beard, 

A credit to his country! 

LINES ON HEfiTTNcTwrTH BAStL, LOBD 
DAER.m 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I, Rhymer Robin, alias Bums, 

October twentj -third, 
A ne'er-to-be-forgotten day, 
Sae far I sprachled up the orae, 

I dinnerd wi*. a Lord. 

I've been at dmcken writers* feasts. 
Nay, been bltdi-fon 'rnang godly priests, 

Wr reverence be it spoken; 
I've cv'n join'd the honour*d Jorum, 
When mighty squlreshlps of the quomm. 

Their hydra drouth did sloken. 

Bnt wi* a Jjord !— stand out my shin ! 
A Lord— a Peer— an Earl's son! 

Up higher yet my bonnet ! 
And sic a Lord !— lang Scotch ells twa. 
Our Peerage he o'crlooks them a'. 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 

Bnt. on, for Hogarth's magic pow'rl 
To show Sir Bardie's wRlyart glow'r. 

And how he star'd and stammcr'd, 
When goavan, as if led wl' branka. 
And stumpin' on his ploughman shanks. 

Ho in the ^arionr hammcr'd. 

I sidling shclter'd In a nook, 
And at his Lordship steal't a look. 

Like some potentons omen : 
Except good sense and social gteo. 
And (wliat surprised me) modesty, 

I markit nought anc<Hnmon. 

I watch'd the symptons o' tbo Qrcat, 
The gentle pride, tue lordly atatc. 

The arrogant assuming; 
Tlic fiont a pride, nae pride had he. 
Nor sauce, nor state, tnat I could see, 

Alair than an honest plougfamtn. 

Then from his Lordship I shall Icam, 
Ilcuccfortii to meet with unconcern 

One rank as wcePs another: 
Nac holiest worthy man need care 
To meet with noble, youthful Duer, 

For he but raocts a brother. 



EPISTLE TO MAJOR LOOAN.iM 
Hail, thoirm-inspirinff', rattlin* Willie! 
Tiiongh fortune's road be roqah and hilly 
To every Addling, rhyming Ulllo, 

We never heed. 
But take It like the uuback'd flHy, 
Proud 0' her speed. 

When idly goavan whylos we uantor 
YIrr! fancy bark»; awe we cniitor 
Uphill, down brae, till some mhutonter, 

Some black bog-hoto| 
Arrests us, tiion the scathe and banter 

We're forced to thule. 

Hale lie yonr heart !— halo 1)0 voqr fiddle! 
Lang may your clbuck jink uiid diddle. 
To cheer you through the weary trtddw 

O' this vUo warr. 
Until you on a cunimock drlddle 

A grey halr'a cart«. 



VEIWES. 
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'omc wealth, came poortlth, lato or soon 
leaven send your heart-atrbiRB aye lu taae I 
.nd scruw your tempar-pins abooa 

A fifth or malr. 
he nielanchollous, lazy croon 

O' cunkrio care! 

lay still your life from day to <^y 
rtc "lento largo" In the play, 
at '• allegretto forte" gay 

Hannouiout flow : 
. sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey- • 

Eucorcl Bravo 1 

blcssinff on the cheery gang 
Hia dearly like a Jig or sang, 
nd nc*cr think o' right and wntng 

By snuaro and rnlc, 
.ut as the clegs o^ feeling stang, 
^Vre wise or fool I 

[y hand-waled corse keep hard in chase 
he hariiy, hoodock, nnrse-prond race, 
t'ha count onpoortitn as disgrace— 

Their tuneless hearts 1 
[ay fireside discords iar a base 

To a* their parts ! 

;nt couje— your hand, my careless brithcr, 
th' itijer warl\ If there's anlthor— 
.nd that there is, I've little swithcr 

About the matter— 
Vc, check for cliow, shall jog theglthcr ; 

I'se ucer bid better. 

rc've fanlts and failings— granted clearly; 

rc'rc frail. backsUdlhg mortals merely, 

ive's bonnle squad, pnests wyte them sheerly 

For our grand f a ; 
:nt still, but still, I like them dearly— 

God bless them a' ! 

•chon ! for poor Castalian drinkers, 
^'hen they fall fon' o' earthly linkers! 
lie witching, cnrs'd dcllcions blinkers 

Ilae put me hyte, 
.nd gart me weet my waukrife winkers 

Wi' giniin' spite. 

int by yon moon!— and that's high swearin*— 
.nd every star within my bearin' I 
.nd by her e'en wha was a dear ane ! 

I'll ne'er forget! 
hope to gic the Jauds a elearin' 

In fair play yet. 

ly loss I mourn, but not repent it, 
'u seek my nursle whare 1 tint It, 
lUce to the Indies I were wonted, 

Some cantrip hour, 
ly some sweet elf 111 yet be dinted. 

Then vire Famour! 

"aites met baikmaint rttpectueuui^ 

\t sentimental sister 8atie, 

lud honest Lucky ; no to roose yon, 

Ye may bo prond, 
"hnt sic a couple Fate allows yo 

To grace your blood. 

Cac malr at present can I measure, 

iiitl, trotlu my rhyndn* ware's nae treasure; 

lilt when in Ayr, some half-hour's leisure, 

Bet light, be*t dart, 
)ir Bard will do hitnself the pleasure 

To call at Park. 
ilossgieU 3<UA October, 1788. Bobebt Bcbns. 

LAMENT. 

VKITTEV WHEN THE POET WAS ABOCT TO LEAVE 

8COTLA!fD. 

)*ER the mlst-shronded cliffs of the lone moun- 
tain straying, 
Where the wild winds of winter Incos-santly 
rave, 
IVbat woes wrinc my licart while intently sur- 
veying 
The storm's gloomy paHi OD the breast of the 
wave! 



Ye foam-crested billows, allow wo to wail, 
£re re toss me afar from my lov'd ni^tlte 
shore ; 
Where the flower which bloom'd sweetest in 
Coila's green vale. 
The pride of my bosom, my Mnry's no more ! 

Ko more by the banks of the streamlet we'll 
'vrftudfip 
And smile at the moon's rippled face In the 
wave; 
No more shall my arm cling with fondness 
around her, 
For the dew-drops of morning fall cold on her 
grave. 

No more shall the soft thrill of love warm jnj 
breast, 
I haste with the storm to a far distant shore : 
Were unknown, unlamehted, my ashes sluill 
rest. 
And joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 



THE FAKEWELL. 

**The valiant, in himself, what can he snifer ? 
Or what does he regard his single woes? 
But when alas ! he multiplies himself. 
To dearer selves, to the lov'd tender fair. 
To those whose bliss, whose being hang upon 

him. 
To helpless children !— then, oh then! he feels 
The point of misery festering in his heart. 
And weakly weeps his fortune like a coward.' 
Huch, such am If undone!" 

Tho3I80N's Edward and Eleanora. 

Farewell, old Scotia's bleak domains, 
Far dearer than the torrid plains 

Where rich ananas blow ! 
Farewell, a mother's blessing dear! 
A brother's sigh ! a sister's tear ! 
My Jean's heart-rending throe ! 
Farewell, my Bess ! tho thou'rt bereft 

Of my parental care ; 
A faithful brother I have left. 
My part in him thou'lt share ! 
Adieu, too. to yon too. 

My Smith, my bosom frien* ; 
When kindly vou mind nic. 
Oh then befriend ray Jean ! 

What bursting anguish tears my heart ! 
From thee, my Jean^% must I part? 
Thou, weeping, answ'rest »• No !" 
Alas! misfortune stares my face. 
And points to ruin and disgrace, 

I for thy sake must go ! 
Thee, Ilaraltton, and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu ! 
I, with a much Indebted tear. 
Shall still remember yon ! 
All-hall then, the mlo then. 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore! 
It rustles, and whistles— 
I'll never see thee more ! 



VERSES 
written under the fobtbait or fbboussox, 

THE POET, IN A COPY OF THAT AUTHOR'S WORK.S, 
PRE.SBNTED TO A YOUNG LADY IN EDINBCROH, 
MARCH It, 1787. 

('CRSE on ungrateful man, that can 0b pleas'd. 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure ! 
O thun, my eider brother lu misfortune, 
Bv far my elder brother in tiie muses. 
With tears 1 pltv thy unhappy fate ! 
Why is the bard unpltted by {he world. 
Yet has so keen a relish ofits ideasores? 
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nCRNS' POETICAL WOKKS. 



PROLOGUE, 



SPOKEN BT UIL WOODS ON HIS BBKKPIT KIQHT. 

Monday, IGth AprU, I787.i«» 
When by a generoas Public's kind acclaim. 
That dearest need is granted— lionest fame : 
When liere year favonr Is tlio actor's lot, 
Nor even the man in private life forgot : 
What breast so dead to heav'niy Virtne's glow, 
Bnt heaves Impassion'd with the fpnteful throo ! 

Poor is the task to please a btirb roiis throng. 
It needs no Siddons' powers in Southern's song ; 
But here an ancient nation fam'd afar, 
For genins, learning high, as great in war— 
Hall, Caledonia, name for ever dear ! 
Before whose sons I'm honour'd to appear! 
Where every science— every nobler art— 
That can liiiorm the mind, or mend tlio lieart. 
Is known; as grateful nations oft have found 
Far as the mde barbarian marks the bound. 
Philosophy, no idle pedant dream, 
Here holds her search by heaven-taught Rea- 
son's beam ; 
Here History paints with elegance and force. 
The tide of Empire's fluctuating course ; 
Here Douglas forms wild Shakespeare Into plan. 
And Uarleyi'^) rouses all the god In man. 
When well-form'd taste and sparkling wit unite 
With manly lore, or female beauty bright 
(Beauty, wnere faultless symmetry and grace 
Can only charm us In the second place). 
Witness my heart, how oft with panting fear 
As on this night, I've met these judges lioro ! 
Bnt still the hope experience taught to live. 
Equal to Judge— you re candid to forgive. 
No hundred-headed Riot hero we meet, 
With Decency and Law beneath his feet ; 
Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom's name ; 
Like Caledonians, yon applaud or blame. 

Oh thou dread Power ! whose emplre-glbing 

hand 
Has oft been strech't to shield the honour'd 

land ! 
Strong may she glow with all her ancient lire ! 
May every son be worthy of his sire ! 
Firm may she rise with generous disdain 
At Tyranny's, or direr Pleasure's chain ! 
Still self-dependent in her native shore. 
Bold may s»ie brave gi-hn Danger's loudest roar, 
Till Fate tlie curtain drop on words to be no 

more. 



EPISTLE TO WILLIAIkl CREECn.i»i 
AULD chuckle Reekie's iw salr distrest, 
Down droops her anco weel-burnlsh'd crest, 
Nac joy hcrbonnle buskit nest, 

Can yield ava'. 
Her darling bird that she Io*es best- 
Willie's awa' 1 

Oh. Willie was a witty wight. 
And had o' things an unco slight ; 
A aid Reekie aye he keeplt ti|^t. 

And trig and braw : 
But now they'll bnsk her like a fright— 

Willie's awa' ! 

The stiffest o' them a' he bow'd ; 
The bauldest o' them a' he cow'<l ; 
Tliey durst nao mair than he allow'd, 

Tliat was a law: 
We've lost a birkie weel wortli gowd— 

Willie's awa'! 

Now gawkles, tawpies, gowks, and fools, 
Frae colleges and boarding-schools. 
May sprout nke simmer puddock-stools, 

In glen or shaw ; 
He wha could brush them down to mools, 

WiiUe's awa' ! 

The brethren o' the Commerce Chaumeri** 
Majrnjoum their loss wl' dolofa' clamour; 



He was a dlctionar* and graramaf 

Among them a' ; 
I fear they'll now mak mony a stammer^ 

Willie's awa' I 

Nae mair we see his levee door 

Philosophers and poets pour. 

And toothy critics by the score, 
In bloody raw! 

The adjutant o' a' the core- 
Willie's awa' ! 

Now worthy Gregory's Latin face, 

Tytier's and Greenfield's modest grace ; 

Mackenzie, Stewart, sic a brtico 
As Rome ne'er saw ; 

They a' maun meet some Ither place- 
Willie's awa' ! 

Poor Bums— e'en Scotch drink cannn quicken, 
He cheeps like some bewilder'd chicken, 
Scar'd frae Its luinnie and the cleckin' • 

By hoodlo-craw ! 
Grief's gicn his heart an unco kickin'— 

Willie's awa' ! 

Now ev'ry sour-mou'e gimin' blellum— 
And Calvin's folk, are fit to feU him ; 
And self -conceited critic skelUim 

His quill may draw ; 
He wha could brawlle ward their blellum, 

Willie's awa' ! 

Up wimpling stately Tweed I've sped, 
And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 
And Ettrick banks now roaring red, 

While tempests bhiw : 
But every Joy and pleasure's fled— 

Willies ttwa' ! 

May I be slander's common speech ; 
A text for infamy to preach ; 
And lastly, streek it out to bleach 

In winter snaw ; 
When I forgot thee, Willie Creech, 

Tho' far awa' ! 

May never wicked fortune touzle him ! 
Mav never wicked men bamboozle him! 
Until a pow as auld's Mothu$ialem 

He canty claw I 
Then to the blessed New Jerusalem 

Fleet wing awa' ! 

THE HERMIT. 

WRITTEN ON A MARBLE SIDEBOARD, IK THB HD- 
5IITAOE BELONGING TO THE DUKE OF ATBOUE, 
IN THE WOOD OF ABERFELDT. 

Whoe'er thou art, these lines now reading, 
TJilnk not, though from the world receding, 
I Joy my lonely days to lead In 

This desert drear ; 
Tliat fell remorse a conscience bleeding 

Hath led me here. 

No thought of guilt my bosoms soars ; 
Free-wilrd I fled from courtly bowei-s ; 
For well I saw in halls and towers 

That lust and pride. 
The arch-floud's dearest, darkest powers. 

In state preside. 

I saw mankind with vice encmstcd ; 
I saw that honour's sword was rusted: 
Tliat few for aught but folly lusted ; 
That he was still deceiv'd who trusted 

To love or friend ; 
And hither came, with men disgusted, 

My life to endr 

In this lone cave, in garments lowly, 

Alike a foe to noisy folly. 

And brow-bent gloomy melancholy, 

I wear away 
My life, and In my oflicojiioly 

Consume the day. 



El'iSTLK TO liaiH I'AltlvKU. 
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•ck my shield; wlion Kt(>riu>t arc blowing, 
i|>i(l streamlet yonder (iowiii^. 
Ing drink, the earth bestowing 

My simple food ; 
v enjoy the calm I know in 

Tills dcsort wood. 

t and comfort bless me more in 

•ot, than e'er I felt before In 

ye — and with thoughts still soaring 

To God on high, 
Ight and morn with voice imploring, 

This wish I sigh. 

ic, oh Lord I from life retire, 

tvn each guilty worldly lire, 

sc's throb, or loose desire ; 
And when I die, 

in till-* belief expire- 
To God 1 fly." 

cr, if full of youth and riot, 

t no grief has marr'd thy qnlet, 

nply tlirow'st a scornful eye ut 

The hennit's pray or— 
hou liast good cause to sigh at 

Thy fault or care; 

hast known false love's vexation, 
; been «'xilod from thy nation, 
t affrights thy contornplation. 

And makes thee pine, 
w must th(m lament thy station. 

And envy mine ! 



{ ON THE DEATH OV LORD PRE- 
SIDENT DlINI)AS.i9i 

n the bicaky hills the straying flocks, 

he fierce storms among the sheltering 

>cks; 

rom the rivulets, red with dashing rains, 

h'ring floods burst o'er t lie distant iiluins ; 

h the blasts the leafless forests groan ; 

How caves return a sullen moan. 

I, yc plains, yc forests, and ye caves, 

•ling winds, and wintry swelling waves I 

•d, anseen, by human ear or eye, 

your symnathetic scenes 1 fly ; 

to the w^hlstling blast and waters' roar, 

otia's recent wound I may deplore. 

vy loss, thy country ill could bear I 

hese evil days can ne'er repair; 

, the high vicegerent of her (lod, 

ibtf ul balance cy'd, and sway'd her rod ; 

g the tidings of the fatal blow 

ik, abandon'd to the wildest woo. 

i. Injuries, from many a darksome den, 

ly in hope explores the paths of men ; 

oni his cavern grim Oppression rise, 

row on Poverty his cruel eyes: 

n the helpless victim see him fly, 

fle, dark, the feeble-bursting cry. 

ufflan Violence, distained with crimes, 
g elate in these degenerate times; 
nsHsnecting Innocence a j)rey, 
eful fraud points out the erring way; 
mbtle Litigation's pliant tongun 
i-blood equal sucks of Might and Wrong: 
njur'd Wont recounts th' unllsten'd tale, 
mch-wroug'd ails'ry pours th' uaplticd 
ail! 

c waste hills, and brown unsightly plains, 
I sing my grief-inspired strains: 
posts, rage! ye turbid torrents, roll! 
the joyless tenor of my soul, 
ocial liannts and pleasures I resign, 
icless wilds and lonely wanderings mine, 
irn the woes my country must endure, 
onld degenerate ages cannot care. 



A SKElX:il. 



.V LITTLE, upright, iKjrt, tart, tripping wlght,iM- 

-\nd still his precious self his dear delight : 

WIju loves his own smart shadow in the streets, 

lietter than e'er the fairest she ho meets. 

A man of fashion, too. he made his tour, 

Learn'd virela bagatelle, et vive Famour. 

So travelled monkies their grimace Improve, 

I*olish their grin, nay, sigh for ladies love. 

Much snccious lore, but lirtlo understood ; 

Veneering oft outshines the solid wood ; 

His solid soupe l)y inches you nmst tell. 

Hut mete his cunning by tiie old Scots ell; 

His meddling vanity, a busy fiend 

Still making work his selfish craft must mend. 



AN EXTEMPORE EFFUSION, 
ON BEING APPOINTED TO THE EXCISE. 

Skarciung auld wives' barrels. 

Och, hou I tiie day ! 
Tli.at clarty barm sliouid stain my laurels! 

But— .what'll ye say '/ 
Tliese movin' things ca'd wives and weans. 
Wad move the very iiearts o' stanes I 



TO CLARINDA, 

V.ITH A PRESENT OF A PAIR OP DRINKIXa 
tS LASSES. 

Fair Empress of the Poet's soul. 

And Queen of Poetesses ; 
Clarinda, take tills little b(><m. 

Tills humbie pair of glasses! 

And fill them high with generous juice. 

As generous as your mind ; 
And nledge me in the generous toast— 

"The whole of human kind!" 

"To those who love us !"— second fill ; 

liut not to those whom we love ; 
Lest we love those wiio love not us I— 

A third—" To tliee and me, love I" 



EPISTLE TO nr(ill PARKER.IM 

In this strange land, this uncouth clime, 

A land unknown to prose or rliyme ; 

Wlicrc words ne'er crossed the Muse's heckles, 

Nor limpet in poetic shackles; 

A land that Prose did never view it. 

Except wlien drunk he staehur'd thro' it; 

Here, ambush'd by the ciiiinlu cheek, 

Hid in an atmosphere of reek. 

1 liear a weei tlirum i' the ncuk, 

I liear it— for in vain I leuk, 

I'he red peat gl 'anis, a fiery kernel, 

I'.Mliusked by a fog infernal: 

Here for my wonted rhyming rapture.*, 

I sit and count my sins and cliapters ; 

For life and spunk like Ither ('lirlstlans, 

I'm dwindled down to mere existence, 

\Vi* nae converse but Gallowa' l>()di(fs, 

Wi' nae-kenn'd face but Jenny (leddes. 

.lenny, my Pegasean pride! 

Dowie she saunters down Nlthside, 

.\iul aye a w(v*tlin' heuk she throws. 

While tears hap o'er her anld brown nose? 

Was it for this, wI* canny care. 

Thou bure the Bard through many a shire ? 

At howesor hillocks never stuinolod. 

And late or early never grumbled ? 

Oh, had I power like inclination, 

I'd heezethee up a constellation, 

To canter with the Sagitarre, 

Or loup the ecliptic like a bar! 

Or turn the pole like any arrow; 

Or, when anld Phoebus Bids good morrow. 

Down the zodiac urge the race, 

And cast dirt on his godshlp's lace ; 
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UURNS' POETICAL WOUKS. 



For I conld lay my bread and knll, 
lio'd ne'er ciist sjilt ni)o' thy tail. 
Wi* a' this caro and a* this cricf, 
And sma\ sma' prospects of relief. 
And nought but pent-reek i' my head, . 
How can I write wliat ye can read? 
Tarbultun, twcnty-fourtli o' June, 
Yc'll find me in a better tunc ; 
But till we meet and wcct our whistle, 
Tall this excuse for nac epistle. 

RuBERT BunKS. 

E1»TEMP0RE TO CAITAIN RIDDKL. 

)T CLEXIJIDDKL, OS UKTrUNIXG A NKWSPAl'BR.*^' 

EUislanJ, Monday Evening. 

Your news and review, Sir, I've rend throujjh 
and throuffh. Sir, 

With little adniirhig or Marain?; 
The papers are barren of lunne-nows or foreign, 

No murder or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends, the reviewers, those chlppcrs and 
hewers. 

Are Jiidgos of mortar and stono. Sir : 
But of meet, or unmeet. In a fabric coniplotc, 

I'll boldly pronounce they arc none, Sir. 

My poose-<|uiIl too rude is to tell all your good- 
ness 

Bestowed on y^onr servant, the Poet : 
Would to (;od I had one like a beam of the sun, 

And then all the world. Sir, should know it ! 



MY AIN' KIND DEARIE, O! 
i'wwe-"The Lca-rlg." 

Whex o*or the hill the eastern star, 

Tells bnghtin-time is near, my jo; 
And owseh frae the furrow'd field. 

Return sac dowf and weary O ! 
Down by the burn, where scented birks 

Wi' de"\v are hanging clear, my jo, 
I'll meet tlice on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O ! 

In mirkest glen at midnight hour, 

I'd rove and ne'er l>e eerie O ! 
If through that glen I gacd to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O ! 
Altho' the night were ne'er sac wild. 

And I were ne'er sac weary O ! 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O ! 

Tlje hunter lo'es the morning sun 

To rouse the mountain deer, my joe ; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen. 

Along the bum to steer, my joe ; 
(lie ujo the hour o' gloamin' grcv 

It maks my heart sac cheery O ! 
To meet thee mi the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie ! 



TO MARY. 

Tune—'-' Ewe-bughts." 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Iklafy, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across til' Atlantic's roar? 

sweet grows the lime and the orange. 
And the apple on the pine : 

But a' the charms o' the Indies, 
Can never equal thine. 

1 hne sworn by the Heavens to my Marv, 
I hao sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 

And sae may tluj Heavens forget me, 
When 1 twget my vow ! 



O plight mo your faith, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white liund : 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's strand. 

Wo hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual alTcction to Join ; 
And curst be the cause that shall part ns! 

The hour, and the moment o' time ! 



LETTER TO JAMES TEXXAXT, 
Ol? GLESCONTJER . "8 

Ai:ld comrade dear, and brlther sinner, 
How's a' the folk about (Jlenconner? 
How do you, tills blae, castlin win', 
That's like to blaw a body blln'? 
For mc, my faculties are frozen. 
And ilka member nearly dozen'. 

I've sent yon here, by Johnnie Slmsr.n. 
Twa sage i)hilosophers to glimpse on:~ 
Smith, wi* his sj-mpathetlc feeling. 
And Rood, to conm.on sense appealing. 
Plulosopliers have fanglit and wrangled, 
And melkle (Ireek and Latin mangled, 
Tin. wi' tljelr logic-jargon tir'd. 
And In the dejith of science mir'd, 
Tv) Connnon Sense they now ap])eHl, 
What wives and wal)ster8 see and feci. 
But, hark ye, friend! I cliargo you strictly, 
PciHise thorn, and return them quickly. 
For now I'm grown sae cursed nonce* 
I pray and i)onder butt the house : 
^ly shins, my lane, I there sit roastin'. 
Perusing Bunyan. Brown, and Boston: 
Tin bye and bye, if I baud on, 
I'll grunt a blousct gospel-groan : 
Already I begin to try it. 
To cast my e'en up like a pyet, 
"When by the gun she tumbles o'er, 
Flutt'rlng and gasping In her gore: 
Sae shortly you shall sec mo brii^t, 
A burning a'nd a shining light. 

My heart-warm love to guid auld Oloii 
Tlie ace and wale o' honest men: 
When bending down wi' auld grey Jialrs, 
Beneath the load of years anacarcs. 
I^fay He who made him still support hiin, 
And views beyond the grave comfort hiuL 
His worthy fanu'lv, far and near, 
Cod bless them a wi' grace and gear! 

My auld schoolfellow, Preacher Willie, 
The manly tar, my mason blllie. 
And Auchcnbay, I wish hiiu Joy! 
If he's a parent, lass or bov, 
^lay he be dad, and Meg the mithcr. 
Just flve-and-forty years ihegithorl 
And no forgetting wabster Cliaille, 
I'm told he oflfei-s very fairly. 
And, Lord remember singlug Sannock, 
Wr hale breeks, saxponce, and a bannock; 
And next my auld acquaintance Nancy, 
Since she Is fitted to her fancy ; 
And her kind stars hae airted till her 
A good chlel wr a ])ickle siller. 
^iy kindest, best respects I sen* It, 
To cousin Kate and sister Janet ; 
Toil them, frae mc, wl' cblels be cantions. 
For, faith, they'll ail^iius flu' them faBbluni. 
And lastly. Jamie, for yonrsel* 
May guardian angels tak a speli. 
And steer you seven miles soath o' heU. 
Rut first, before yon see hoaven's glory, 
jSIay ye got mony a merry story, 
^loiiy a laugh, and raony a diWK, 
And aye enough o' neeafu* clink. 
Xow fare ye weel, and Joy be -wP yott, 
For my sake this I beg It o* yon, 
Assist poor SImson a' ye can, 
Yc'll fin' him Just nn honest man : 
Sae I conclude, and qoat xny chanter. 
Yours, saint or sinner, Rob the Rasteb. 



SECOND EPISTLE 

DELIA. 
.0 faco of orient day, 
:he tints of opening rose : 
rer still my Delia dawns, 
loToIy far her beaaty shows. 

he lark's wild warbled lay, 
t the UnkUng rlU to hear ; 
ilia, more dellgbtful still, 
thhie accents on mine ear. 

vcr-enamonred bosy bee, 
}sy banquet loves to- sip ; 
ho streamlet's limpid lapse 
) saii4>rown*d Arab's Up. 

lla, vn thy balmy lips 

le, no vagrant insect, rove ! 

me steal one Uquid kiss, 

h! my soul is parched with love I 



EG NICHOLS ON. »» 

)lson WAS a good bay mare, 
trod on aim ; 

kbe's floating down the Nith, 
it the mouth 0' Cairn. 

dson was a good bay mare, 
e thro' thick and tliiu ; 
ihe's floating down the Nitb, 
nting e'en the skin. 

»lson was a good bay marc, 
c she t)orc a priest ; 
iho's floating down the Nith, 
vay fish a fcust. 

>l8on was a good bay marc, 

priest he rodo lier sair < 

oppressed and bruisd she was, 
t-rid cattle arc. 



TO MY BED. 
d. in which I flrst l)ogan 
it various crenturn— i/a/i .' 
3n again the Fates decree, 
e wliere I must cease to be ; 
ckness comes, to whom I fly, 
e my pain, or close mine eye : 
ires surround me, where I weep, 
hem all in balmy sleep; 
•re with labour, whom I court, 
liy downy breast resort ; 
>o, ecstatic joys I flnd, 
igns my Delia to bo kind, 
of love, in all her charms, 
'st the fair one to my arms, 
re thou, whoro griof'and pain, 
ind rest, altonmtc reign, 
J within thy lit tie space, 
various scenes take placu ; 
iH useful Shalt tlioit teach, 
dictate— churchmen prcich; 
I, convinced by thee alwne. 
It important truth shall own : 
in partitions do divuie 
is icere good anil ill reside ; 
yht is pet feet here bflow 
I still oordeniiij npon woE.'"2oo 



EPISPLE TO Mil. (iUAIlAM, 

OF F1STHY.201 

itay in worldly strife, 

muse, friend o* my life! 
IS idle s I am ? 
vi' uncouth, klntra flcg, 

I'll \\\\^^ my Ivk. 

shall Hoenie try Jihn. 

:o.al Drumlanri;: b.-ars, 
uU-important c:ii\'<* 



TO MK. GRAUA^I. 

Of princes and their darlings; 
And, bent on winning borough towni, 
Came shaking hands wi' wabster loons. 

And kissing bureflt carlins. 

Combustion through our boroughs rode 
Whistling his roaring pack abroad, 

Of mad, unmuzzled lions ; 
As Queensberry buff and bhie nnforrd. 
And westerha' and Hopetoun hnrl'd 

To every Whig defiance. 

But Queensberry, cautions, left the war. 
The unmanner'd dust might soil his star, 

Besides, he hated bleeding; 
Bnt left behind him heroes bnght. 
Heroes in Caesarean flght 

Or Ciceronian pleading. 

O for a throat like huge J(ons-meg,2M 
To muster o'er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Drnmlanrig's banners: 
Heroes and heroines commix 
All In the field of politics. 

To win immortal honours. 

M'Mnrdo and his lovely spouse, 

(Til' enamour'd laurels kiss her brows,) 

Led on the laves and graces ; 
^he won each gaping burgess' heart, 
>\ hile he, all-conquering, piay'd his part. 

Among their wives and lasses. 

Craigdarroch led a llght-arm'd corps ; 
Tropes, metaphors, and figures pour. 

Like Hecla streaming thunder ; 
Glcnriddel, skUl'd in rusty coins, 
Blew up each Tory's dark designs, 

And bared the treason nnder. 

In either wing two champions fought, 
Kedoubted Staig, who set at nought 

The wildest savage Tory ; 
And Welsh, who ne'er yet fllnch'd his ground. 
High wav'd his magnum bonum round 

With Cyclopean fury. 

Miller brought up the artillery ranks, 
The many pounders of the Banks, 

Resistless desolation ; 
While Maxwellon. that baron bold. 
Mid Lawson's port cntrench'd his hold, 

And threateu'd worse damnation. 

To these, what Tory hosts oppos'd ; 
With these, what Tory warriors clos'd. 

Surpasses my dcscriving: 
Squadrons extended long and largo, 
mth furious speed msh'd to the charge. 

Like raging devils driving. 

^Miat verse can sing, what prose narrate. 
The butcher deeds of bloody fate 

Amid this mighty tnlzie ? 
tirim Horror grlnn'a ; pale Terror roared 
As Murthcr at his tbrapplc shor'd: 

And hell mixt in the brulzie! 

As IlighUnd crags, by thunder cleft, 

When lightnings fire the stormy lift, 
Hurl down wi* craslilng rattle ; 

As flames amang a hundred woods ; 

As headlong foam a hundred floods- 
Such is the rage of battle. 

The stubborn Tories dare to die ; 
As soon the rooted oaks would fly. 

Before th' approaching fellers; 
The >Vhig8 come on like ocean's roar. 
When allhls wintry billows pour 

Against the Buchan Bnllcrs.SM 

Lo, from the shades of Death's deep night. 
Departed Whigs enjoy the flc^t. 

And think on former darlns ! 
The niuflHed murthoror of Charles>N 
The Maffna Charta flag nnfnrls 

All deadly gules its bearing. 



BURNS- I 

I Mug ghoili or Tory fune ; 
-' -'" loUoin gnUtult I 



■nionllv'«OBti]gh(Sre™r!) 



TliBl I Hilcht greet, tliiit I lulKlit cry, 

While Toflei fiiU, wblle Tories fly, 

And f nrloiuWhIgi pursnlngl 



'^" And'Mcwfie'mrjl'llow^ilii^r' 

Thy poB-Br Is aU-pmvullViiBl" ' 
For yoqr fioor friend, tho UnnJ, Atnr, 
A caul ftpccLator pnroly ; 
And aobcr ehirps Mcntcly. 

.S OF DEELZEBUU. 



Lmro lite, my Loid, uul hotlih ho Tonn, 
UnsMUh^dlV liDDin'il Hlghhuid iKiorn ! 
Iiird, iiniit nu diuldlt, de>]>CT<ilo tieG{;sr, 
wr dlit, dumon. or nmy triiscr, 
Uor twin liaa aoMland a- B lllo 

Fidih, run and Applnawt were right 
To kMP tbs nistaliud honnilB In nlglii : 
I dosft u- UwT wad Ud nue hcttcr- 
"nuin, IbI thtmaitM est own tho wolci i 
Hun on amaiirtbna lake* uid hu 
TIHT'lTmak whit rwlm nnd taws iho j pleui 
BonwdiirinirHniiooolt, oraFmnkllH, 
UayRttnBlrHt|#lndIilDiilii-»nkUii'; 
Hod* Wathlngtm ngidn tair bend Ili«ni, 
Or Mine UontgooieiTt fearleii. lend tlwui I 
TillUod know* whunuT be eflecled 
When 1^ encit lieadi and bearts directed ; 
Poor dnngtaUl khu otdirt snd loJre, 
Ubt tu Patrlcan rigliU nwlra I 
yU URO Xorlli. now, nor Hfor SBCkTlIle, 
To watch and Bramltr o^r tho |«ckvl1e: 
And whare will ye nt Hawaii and Clluiuni 
Td bring Ibem to a ngbt npeatancc. 
To eowB the nbel aeuentlun. 
And inve the bononr o' the nation ? 

They ! and be d — d ! wliat richt has the; 
To meat or ritap, nrll|*t o- day y 
Far leu to riehei. pow'r, or liwdom, 
Bnt what yonr loidililp llkos to trie them! 
Bnt hear, Diy lord t Oleivarry, hcnr! 
Tonr hand's owre IbAt on them. I (car; 
Year faelorm grfereb tnuteee, and bsIUet, 
1 canna say bat t/ttt do faylloi : 

ThcjTl Wop iBrtr >" u6i™n'HlghlBljfl°>'plf it 



.-n . 



my rl«hl hao aailiDed yoar leat 
Veen Betod a hip and Mycnta— 






t ye-rsweo dBieninti 



LIBEBTV-A FRAGMEKT. 

Thoo' fain^hMr' '"SSl dMd'"'d"OTj' 

To thee 1 Inm with iwlmn^ff erost 
Where 1> that Bonl ottrocdon l^f 
1, — '--"-■ wMbfbBiidBMj dead. 



iiviir EL nm, IVIUIBBB, m uy DBU OI OB 

Ye liBbbUng whida. In •Utnoe eweei 

Ulstnrb noTyo theWtfa alMp, 
.Nor |rtf a Uw coward leoet breffli. 

Ii ihla t]M power In IrBedrnn'a war, 

THHt woDl to bid the battle rasa 7 
liehold that ojo vtaleh )bot hnmortal hale, 

C rniblng the deepofa proudest boarlac I 
Uchnhl e'en irlialy deaai'a uuUoellc etato 

When Freedom's sacred glance o'eu death I 

TO US. ILIXWELL, 
IlEiLTH to the Mnxweil-s vel'mn chief 1 
■lu^jplr'irf inrnTilD'8 wSl'toui " 



Tliy Icniithen'd days on this hlest niorrow 



If ncar'st my heart I dlniaweaV^o, 
WWlc IJuBsa they en mt 



EPISTLE num iBSOPtS TO SIASIA. 
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THE THEE OF UBEETT. 

Bbabd je o* the tree o* Fnnoe, 

I watna wbat's the name ot ; 
AriNUid It a* the patrloCs dance, 

Weel Enn^ie kens the fame o*t. 
It stands where ance the BastUe stood, 

A prison bnilt bj kings, man. 
When Saperstltion's helliah brood 

Kept Fnnce in leading strings, man, 

Upo* this tree there grows sic fruit. 

It's virtues a* can tell, man ; 
It raises man alMMm the Iwule, 

it malu him ken liimsel', man. 
If ance the peasant taste a bite, 

lie's greater than a lord, man. 
And wi the be«ar shares a mite 

O* a' he can afford, man. 

This fmit is worth a* Afric's wealtb. 

To comfort ns *twas sent, man : 
To glc the sweetest Mash o' lieaith. 

And mak ns a* content, man. 
It clears the e'en, it cheers the lieart. 

Sfalu his^h and low gnid f rends, man ; 
And he wna acts tlie traitor's part. 

It to perdition sends, man. 

Hv blessings ave attend the chief. 

wha pitied Gallia's slaves man. 
And straw*d a branch, spite o' the deil, 

Frae jon't the western waves, man. 
Fair Mrtnc water'd it wi' care. 

And now she sees wf* pride, man. 
How weel it bads and blossoms, there. 

Its branches spreading wide. man. 

Bat vicions ft^k ajc hate to sec 

The w<>rks o* Vlrtne thrive, man : 
The courtiv vermin's banned the tree. 

And grat to see it thrive, man. 
King L4rals thought to cat it down, 

when it was unco snia'. man: 
For this the watchman cracked bU crown. 

Cut aff his head and a% man. 

A wicked crew sjne. on a time. 

Did tak a solemn aith. man. 
It ne'er slurald flonrisb to its prime, 

I wat they pledged tlieir faith, man ; 
Awa', thev gaed wi' mock parade 

Like lieagtes hunting game, man. 
But soon iprew weary o the trade. 

And wbhed they'd been at tuune, man. 

For Freedom, standing by tlie time. 

Her sons did loudlr ca', man ; 
She sang a song o* liberty. 

Which pleased them an« and a*, man. 
By her inspLred. the new-bom rao^ 

Sfoon drew the aveusin? 5tr«I. mnc : 
The hirelings ran— her foc9 irf«:«) chanr. 

And banged the despot wceL man. 

Let Britain boast her hardy onk. 

Ilerpo|iiar and her pine, miiii. 
Auld Britain ance could crack h<:r Joke, 

And o'er her neighbour* »liinc-. man. 
But seek tho forest roond anil nnind. 

And so«m 'twill be agrei-d. nuin, 
Tliat sic a tree can not be (tmnd. 

'Twixt Loudon and the TweetL man. 

Without this tree, alack thi^ life 

Is iNit a vale o* woe, man : 
A scene o' burrow, mixed wi' .strife, 

Nac re al joys we kn w. iiiah. 
Wv labour v^.in. wu Isfcoor late. 

To feed the titled kaavt*. man ; 
And a' the comfort we're to get. 

Is that ayunt the grave, man. 

Wr plenty o' sic tree^. I trow. 

The wartd wMiId live In peace, man : . 
The sword would help to mak' a frtoDgli. 

7be dia o' wmr wad cease, man. 



Like brethren in a common cause. 
We'd on each other smUe, man ; 

And eqmU rights and equal laws 
Wad Madden every isle, man. 

Wae worth the loon wha wadna eat 

8ic halesome, dainty cheer, man. 
I'd gie my shoon f rae aff my feet. 

To taste sic fruit, I swear, man. 
Syne let us pray, auld £n|dand may 

Sure plant this far-famed tree, man : 
And blytbe well sing, and hail the day 

That gave us liberty, man. 



OX GEXEBAL DUMOUBIER. 

A PJUBODT OX SOBIX AOAIB.<M 

Vou'as wdcome to Despots, Dnnvmrier; 
You're welcome to Despots, Dnmouricr. 
How does Dampiere do'/ 
\y and Bonmmiville too? 
Why did they not come along with you,Dii- 
monrier? 

I will fight France with you. Dnmouricr ; 
I will fight France with yun, Dumuuncr 
1 will fight France with yon : 
I will take my chance with yon ; 
By by sonL I'll liave a dance with yon Du- 
mourier. 

Tlien let ns fight about, Dumoarier; 

Then let as fight about, Dnmonrivr : 

Then let ns fight aboat. 

Till freedom's spark is out. 

Then well be damn'd, no doubt— Dimioaricr. 



I EPISTLE FROM .XSOPl'S TO MAKI.V.aw 

' From those drear solitudes and frowsy cells. 
Where infamy with sad repentance dwells; 

• Where tarnkeys make the jealous portal fast. 
' .\nd deal from iron hands the spare repast: 

Where truant 'prentices, yet young in sin, 
. Blu«h at the curious stranger peeping in : 
! ^liere strumpets, relics of the drunken roar. 
: Resolve to dnuk. nay. half to whurc no more : 
I Where tiny thieves not dehtin'd yet to swing. 

Beat hemp for others, riper for tnc string: 

Frum these dire scenes my wretched lines I 
date. 

To tell Maria her iEsopus' fate. 

** Alas : f feel I am no actor here !" 
Tls real hangmen, real scourges bear. 

• I'repare. Maria, for a horrid tale. 

\ Will turn tbv very rouge to deadly pale : 

■ Will make thy hair, tho' erst from gipsy poU'd. 
. By tMuiter woven, and bv barber uM. 

Tnoogh twisted smootQ with Harry's nicest 

care. 
Like hooxy bristles to erect and «tan>. 
The hero «t( the mimic scene, no mun.-, 
I <tan in llamlet. In Otlv^llo roar: 
Or haaghty chieftain, mid the din of anui^ 
In Iliirhlaod tmnnct woo 3Ialvina'4 cliarm^ : 
^liile sans-cuiottes stoop up the moantam high. 
And steal from me Maria's prying eye. 
Blen Highland bonnet I oneemy proudest dress, 
Now nroodcr sttIL Maria'« temyle% pnr«'«. 

■ I see ner wave tby towering plame^ afar. 
.%nd call each coxcomb to ite wonty nar: 
I see her (ace the first of IrelAnd'* >t«n«.-i* 
.%nd even out- Irish hi« Hibernian hrunzc: 
The crafty ooloneini leaves the tartaiic-d line5 
For other war«. wbon- he a hern «-hlno<: 

The hopeful youth, in .Scottish «enate hreif. 
Who owts a Buhby'?* heart withnot the head. 
Comes mid a string of coxcomt»s to di^plav. 
> That Ttm. rtdL na. l* his way : 
I The shrinking bard adown an allev skulks. 

And dreads a meeting wune tiun Wuvlwlch 
I hulks: 

Though there, \iV« \Mec««^a« NaOEWKVvBtf^^^vttu^ 
M^sht wcM a'?rai^Yi\m'Au\x «nlW«^ssGlKi %Vk.\K-. 
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BUKN8* POETICAL WORKS. 



HtiU she nndannted reels and rattlea on. 
And dares the public like a moontldo ann. 
(What scandal called Maria's jaunty stamier. 
The ricket reeling of a crooked swaffitor ; 
Whose spleen e'en worse than Burns* venom, 

when 
He dips in gall anmlx*d his eager pen, 
And pours his yengeance In the burning line, 
Who cbristen'd thus Maria's lyre divine, 
The idiot Strom of ranit j bemnted. 
And even th* abuse of poesj abased : 
Who caU*d her verse a parish Wortihouso, made 
For motley, foundling fancies, stolen or stray 'd'O 

A Workhoosel ah, that sound awakes my woes. 
And pillows on the thorn my rack'd repose! 
In durance vile here must I wake and weep, . 
And ail my frowsy conch hi sorrow steep 1 
That straw where many a rogue has lain of 

yore. 
And vcrmin'd (Mp.sics littor'd heretofore. 
Why Lonsdale thus, thy wrath on vagrants 

pour? 
Must earth no rascal save thyself endure ? 
Must thou alone in gnilt Immortal swell, 
And make a vast niono|)oly of licll ? 
Thou know'st the Virtues cannot hute thee 

worse ; 
The Vices also, must they club their curse ? 
Or must no tiny sin to others fall. 
Because thy guilt's supreme enough for all? 

Maria, send me, too thy griefs and cares ; 
In all of thee sure thy .Ssopns shares. 
As thou at all mankind the flag nnfurls. 
Who en ray fair one Satire's vengeance hnrls? 
Who calls thee pert, affected, vain, coquette, 
A wit iu folly, end n fool In witl! 
Wlio says tliat fool alone is not thy duo. 
And quotes thy treacheries to prove it true ? 
Our force united on thy foes we'll turn, 
And dare the war with all of women bom : 
For who can write and speak as thou and I ? 
]^Iy periods that dccyphering defy, 
And thy etlU matchless tongue that concjuers oil 
reply. 



THE VOWELS. 

A T A L E. 

'TwAS where the birch and sonndlng thdng are 

plied. 
The noisy domicile of pedant prid^ : 
Where Ignorance herdark'nhig vaponr throws, 
And Cruelty directs the thick' nlng blows; 
I^pon a time, 0ir A-bc-ce the great. 
In all liiH pedagogic powers elate, 
Ifin awful chair of state resolves to mount. 
And cull the trembling vowels to account. 

First entcr'd A, a grave, broad, solemn wight, 
l^iit, ah ! deform'd, dishonest to the sight! 
His twisted head look'd backward on his wny. 
And flagrant from the scourge he grunted, ai ! 

lU-lnctant, E stalk'd in ; with piteous race 
The, jostling tears t\\\\ down his honest facet 
That name, thitt well-worn name, and all his 

own, 
l*rtlc he surrenders at the tyrant's throne! 
Tiie I'cdant stifles keen the lioman sound 
Xot all his mongrel diphtliongs can compound ; 
And next the title following close behhid. 
He to the nameless, ghastly wretch assign d. 

The cobwch'd Gothic dome resounded Y ! 
In snilcn venjrounce, I, disdain'd reply: 
Tiie pedant swung his felon cudgel round. 
And knock'd the groaning vowel to the ground! 

In rueful apprehension enter'd O, 
The wailing minstrel of despairing woe : 
Th' Inquisitor of Spain the most expert. 
Might there have learut new mysteries of bis 
art; 



So grim, deform'd, with horrors entering U, 
Uis dearest friend and brother Bcarcelyknew! 

As trembling U stood staring all afthast. 
The pedant in hla left hand cIutehM hUn fast. 
In helpless infant's tears he dlppM his light, 
Baptlz'd him e u, and Uck'd him from his slgnt. 



VERSES TO JOHN RANKISE. 

OxK day, as Death, that grusomc carle. 
Was driving to the tithar warl* 
A mixtie-maxtio. motley squad. 
And mony a guili-besnotted lad: 
Black gowns of each aonomlnatlon. 
And thieves of OTery rank and station. 
From him that wears the star and garter, 
To him that wlntles In a halter: 
Ashamed himser to sea the wretches. 
He mutters^lowrin' at the bitches, 
*' By O— , I'linot be seen behlut them, 
Nor *mang tir sp'rViial core present them, 
Without, at least, ane honest man. 
To grace this d— a infernal clan." 
By AdamhUl a glance he threw. 
'• L— G-d !" quoth he, " I have It now, 
"There's just the roan I want, Y faith !'* 
And quickly stoppitBankiue's breath. 



ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE 
C!HILD.«« 

On. sweet bo thy sleep in the land of the grave, 

My dear little angel, tor ever ; 
For ever— oh, no ! let not man be a slave. 

His hopes from existence to sever. 

Tliongh cold be the cloy where thou pillow'st thy 
liead. 

In the dark silent mansions of sorrow, 
Tlic spring shall return to thy low narrow bed, 

Like the beam of the day star to>morrow. 

Tlie flower stem shall bloom like thy sweet 
seraph form. 
Ere the spoiler had nipt thee in blossom. 
When thou shruuk'st frae the scowl of the loml 
winter storm. 
And nestled thee close to that bosom. 

Oh ! still I behold thee, all lovely In death, 
Ilccllned on the lap of thy mother ; 

When the tear trickled bright, when the short 

stifled brenth, 
Told how dear ye were aye to each other. 

Mv child, tliou art gone to the home of thy rest, 

Wlicre sufTeriugno longer can harm thee. 
Where the songs of the good, where the bynnis 
of the blest, 
Tlirough an endless existence shall charm 
thee. 

While he, thy fond parent, must Kighlug so- 
journ. 

Through the dire dcs>crt regions of sorrow. 
O'er thciiope and misfortune of l)ctng to mourn. 

And sigh for this life's latest morrow. 



THE RUINED MAID'S L.V31ENT. 

On, meiklc do I rue, fause love, 

Or salrly do I rue, 
Tliat c"er I heard your flattertng tongue, 

Tliat e'er your face I knew. 

Oh, I hae tent my rosy cheeks. 
Likewise my waist sac sma' ; 

And I hae lost my lightsome heart. 
That Uttlo wist a fa'. 

Now I maun thole the scornfn' sneer 

O' mony a saucy qu^an: 
When, frm the truth were a' bnt kcnt, 

Her Ufe's beeii warso tHaa mine. 



]MPU03U*TL* ON WILLI K 8TEWAUT. 
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I'er niy father thinks on luCt 
tares into the wa* ; 
thcr, she has taen the bed 
hinklng on my fa*. 

t*er 1 hear my father's fi>ut, 
eart wad borst wl' i>ain : 
!*er 1 meet my mother's o'c, 
sars rin down like rabi. 

sac sweet a tree ns love 
itter fruit should bear ! 
that e'er a bonnio face 
Id draw u sauty tear! 



. DEAN or THE FACULU'. 

A NEW BALLAD.*" 

ii«— "Tlie Dragon of Wantley." 

the hate at old Ilarlaw, 

t to Scot did carry ; 

lie discord Land saw, 

tcons liapless Blary : 

rltli Scot ne'er so hot, 

more in fury seen. Sir, * 

:t Hai and Bob for the famous Job— 

uld be Faculty's Dean, Sir. 

»r genius, wit, and lore, 

he first was nnml)er'd ; 

Bob, mid leaming'K store, 

dment tenth reraembcr'd. 

Bob the victory got, 

his heart's desire ; 

ws that Heaven can boil the po^, 

he devil J) in the fire. 

besides had in tliis case 
ms rather brassy, 
I to deserve a place 
itlcations saucy : 
orships of the ''racnlty," 
Ic of merit's nideness, 
i who should owe it all, d'ye see, 
gratis grace and goodness. 

I Pisgoh purg'd was tlic sight 
of Circumcision. 

on this Pisgah height, 
rblind, mental vision : 
y's mouth may be open'd yet, 
oquence yon hail him, 

he lias the Angel met 

the Ass of Balaam. 

retic .sins may you live and die, 
c £ight-and-thirty, 
, ye sublime majority, 
'atulations hearty. 
Honours and a certain King 
crvants this is striking, 
ncapacity they bring 
! they're to your Ukuig. 



VERSES 

>£3TKUCnON OF THB WOODS NEAR 
DRUMLANRIG,21« 

mnks o' wandering Nith, 
ing simmer-mom 1 strayed, 
. its bonnie howes and haughs, 
itics sang and lamblUns pliiy'd : 
wn u|)on a craig, 
k ray fill o' fancy's dream, 
3 tlie eddying deep t>clow, 
le genius of the stream. 

:he frowning rock, his brow, 
bled, like his wintry wave, 
IS sighs the boding wind 
is eaves, the sigh no gave— 
J ye here, my son," he cried, 
(ier In my l)rrlvcn shade ? 
me favourite Scottish theme, 
>mc favourite Scottisli maid r 



"Thcro was a time— it's nae lang s/ne, 

Ye inltflit hae seen nM In my prim, 
When a my banks sae bravely saw 

Their woody pictmres In ray tide : 
Wlien hanging tK'Ccli and spreading elm 

Sltaded by streams sae clear and cool ; 
And stately oaks their twl^^ted anns 

Threw broad and dark across the pool. • 

*' When, glinting through the trcK^s, appeared 

Tlie wee white cot aboon the mill. 
And peacefu' ra<tc Its ingle t^qIl, 

Tliat slowly curled up the hill. 
But now the cot is bare andcauld, 

it's branchy* shelter's lost and gane, 
And scarce a stinted blrk Is left 

To shiver in the blast its lapc." 

"Alas!' said I, ''what ruefu' chance 

Has twin'd ye o' your stately trees '/ 
Has laid your rocky tiosom bare 'i 

Has stripp'd tlie deeding o' your braes ? 
Was it the bitter eustern blast. 

That scattered blight in early spring'/ 
Or was't the wH'flre scorched their boughs, 

Or canker-worm wi' secret sting?" 

"Nae eastlin' blast," the sprlteropUcd: 

" It blew na here sae fierce and fell, 
And on iny dry and wholesome banks 

Nae caiiKcr-worms get leave to dwell : 
Man ! cruel noan!" the genius sigh'd— 

As through the cliffs he sank him down— 
"The worm that gnaw'd my bonnio trees, 

Tliat reptile wears a ducal crown." 



OX THE DCKE OF QUEEXSBERRT.S" 
IIow shall I sing Druitilanrig's Uraco— 
Discarded remnant of a race 

Once great in martial storv? 
His forbears' virtues all contra.sto(l— 
Tlie very name of Douglaj blasted— 
His that inverted glory. 

Hate, envy, oft the Douglas bore ; 
But he has superadded more, 
« And sunk them in contempt ; 

Follies and crimes have stain'd tlic name, 
But, Queensberry, tiiinu the virgin claim. 
From ought tliat s good exempt. 

VERSES TO JOHN M'MCRDO, ESi^. 

[WITH A PRKSENTT OP BOOKS.JWS 

Oh, could I give tiiec India's wealth 

As 1 this trifle seud ! 
Because thy Joy in both would bo 

To share them with a friend. 

But golden sands did never grace 

The Heliconian stream : 
Tlien take what gold could never buy— 

An honest Bard's esteem. 

ON MR. M'MURDO. 

INSCRIBED OX A I'ANB OF GLASS IX HIS HOCSE. 

Blest be M'.Murdo to his latest day! 
No envions cloud o'crcast his evening my ; 
No wrinkle furrowed l>y the hand of care. 
Nor ever sorrow add one stiver hair! 
i)ii, may no son the father's honoor stein, 
Nur ever daugiiter give the piother pain ! 



IMPROMPTU ON WILLIE STEWART.SI- 
Yoi'RE welcome, Willie Stewart, 
You're welcorac, Willie Stewart, 
There's ne'er a flower that bloimis in May, 
Tliat's half snc welcome s thou art. 

Come, bumpers high, express your joy, 

The bowl we maun n«iiew it ; 
Hie tapMt-ken gae bring iier ben, 

To welcome Willie Stewart. 
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May foes be Strang, and friends be slack, 

Ilk action may he rne It ; 
May woman on him turn her back. 

That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart. 



MONTOOMERrS PEOOT.«« 
2Vtne.— '' GAla-Watcr. 
Altho* my bed were In yon mulr, 

Amang the heather, In my plaidic. 
Yet happy, hoppy wonid I be, 



POETICAL WOllUS. 

YOUNG pEaora* 

Tune—'' Last time I came o'er the Mnir/ 
YouNo Pe«ot blooms our boinilest lass, 

Her blush is like the morning', 
nic rosy dawn, the sprlnfiing grass, 

With early jjems mlorning: 
Her eyes outshine the rndlant beams 

That ffild the passing shower, 
And jrlltter o'er the crystal streams. 

And cheer each fresU'ning flower. 



Had I my deiur'^ontgomery's Peggy. 

When o'er the hill bent snrly storms, 
And winter nights were dark and rainy ; 

I'd seek some dell, and in my arms 
I'd shelter dear Montgomery's Peggy. 

Were I a baron proud and high. 
And corse and servants waiting ready, 

Then a' 'twad gie o' Joy to me. 
The sharln't with Montgomery's Peggy. 

BONNY PEGGY ALI80N.M» 
Tune—^^Bviiea o' Balquhiddor." 

I'll klHs thee yet. yet. 
And I'll kiss thee o'er again ; 

And I'll kiss thee yet, yet, 
My bonnic Peggy Alison ! 

Ilk cnre and fear, when then art hoar, 

I ever niair defy them, O ! 
Young kings upon their hansel throne 

Are no sae blest as I am, O ! 

When in my arras, wi' a' thy charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure, O ! 

1 seek nae mair o' Heaven to share, 
Than sic a moment's pleasure, O ! 

And by thy e'en, sac bonnle blue, 
1 swear I'm thine for ever, O ! 

And on thy lips I seal my vow. 
And break it shall I never, O ! 



HERE'S TO THY HEALTH, MY BONNIE • 
LASS. 

7V<n«— "Luggnn Burn." 

Here's to thy health, my bonnle lasp, '' 

(ruid night, and joy be wi' thee ; 
I'll come nae mair to thy bower-door, 

To tell thee that I lo'e thee: 
Oh, dinna think, my pretty pink. 

But I can live without thee : 
I vow and swear I dinna care 

How lang ye look about ye. 

Tljou'rt aye sac free informing mc 
Thou hast nae mind to marry : 

I'll be as free informing tlieo 
Nae time liae I to tarry. 

I ken thy friends try ilka means, 
Frne wedlock to delay thee ; 

Depending on some higher chance- 
But fortune may betray thee. 

I ken they scorn my low estate, 

But that does never grieve me ; 
But I'm as free as any he, 

Snia' siller will relieve me. 
1 count my health my greatest wealtli, 

Sne long as I'll enjoy it : 
I'll fear nae scant, I'll bode nae want. 

As lang's I get employment. 

But far-off fowls hac feathers fair, 

And aye until ye try them : 
The' they seem fair, still have a care, 

Tl»ey may prove wnur than I am. 
But at twal at night, when the moon shines 
bright. 

My dear, rll come and see thee ; 
For the mnn that lo'es his mistress weel, 

Nae travel makes him weary. 



Her lips, more than the cherries bright, 

A rither dye has graced them ; 
They ehurm th' admiring gazer's siglit, 

And sweetly tempt to taste them : 
Her smile is, as the evening mild. 

When feather'd tribes are conrtinp. 
And little l:\mhklns wanton wild, 

In playful bands disporting. 

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe. 

Such sweetness would relent her ; 
As blooming spring unbends the brow 

Of surly, savage winter. 
Detraction's eye no aim can gain, 

Her wliming i^owers to lessen ; 
And fretful envy grins In vuln, 

Tlie polson'd tooth to fasten. 

Ye pow'rs of honour, love, and trntli, 

From ev'ry III defend her: 
Inspire the highly-favour'd yenth, 

The Destinies Intend her: 
Still fan the sweet connblal flame 

Res|)onslvc In each bosom, 
And bless the dear parental name 

With many a flllai blossom.^ 

THE PLOUGHMAN. 

Tune—'' Up wl' the Plonghmon." 

TnE ploughman he's a bonnic lad, 

His mind is ever true, ju ; 
His garters knit below iiis knee. 
His bonnet it is blue, jo. 
Then up wi' ray ploughman lad. 

And hey my merry ploughman! 
Of a' the trades that I d(» ken. 
Commend me to the ploughman. 

My ploughman he comes hame at e'en, 

lie's often wat and weary ; 
Cast off the wat, put on the dry. 

And gae to bed, my dearie ! 

1 will wash my ploughman's hose, 
. And I will dress his o'erhiy ; 
I will mak my i)louKhmnn's bed. 
And cheer him late and curly. 

I hae been oast, I liae l>ecn west, 

I hae been at .St. Johnston ; 
Hie lionniest sight that e'er I saw 

Was the plunglnuan laddie dancln*. 

Snaw-wlilte stocklns' on his legs. 

And siller buckles glancin' ; 
A uuid blue Ixmnct un his head— 

And oh, but he was handsome ! 

Commend me to the bam-yaixl, 

And at the corn-mou', man ; 
I never gat my coggie fou, 

Tin 1 meet wi' the ploughman. 



YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS.221 

Tune—'' Yon wild mossy momitalns." 

Yox wild mossy mountains sac lofty and wide, 
Tluit nurse in their bosom the youth o' th 

Clyde 
Where the grouse lead their coveys thro' th 

heather to feed, 
And the shepherd tests his flock as he pipes 

his reed. 



M*PUEli.SOiV*S i-AUEWELL 
Where the groufto lead their coveys thro* the 
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heather to feed. 
And the shepherd tents his flock as ho pipes 
ou liis reed. 

^ot Go^rrie's ricli valUas, nor Fortli's sanny 

shoru8f 
To mc lias the charm o' yon wild, mossy moors ; 
l-'or there, by a lanely and scqnester'd stream, 
licsldes a sweet lassie, my tliought and my 
dream. 
For there, by a lanely and seqnester'd stream, 
Kesides a sweet lassie, my thought and my 
dream. 

Amang the wild mountains shall still be my 

path, 
*IIk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow 

strath : 
For there wi* my lassie, the day lang I rove, 
lYhiie o'er us unheeded flee the swift hours o' 

love. 
For there wi' my lassie, the dny lang I rove, 
>Vliile o'er tis unheeded flee the swift hours o' 

love. 

She is not the fairest, altho' she is fair; 
O' nice education but sma' is her sliare ; 
lier parentage humble as humble can be ; 
lint I lo'e the dear lassie because she lu'cs me. 

Her parentage humble as humble can be ; 

But I lo'e the dear lassie because she lo'es me. 

To beauty what man but maun yield him a 

prize. 
In her arniunr of glances, and blushes, and sighs ? 
And when wit and refinement hae ])olish'd her 

darts, 
Tliey dazzle our e'en, as they flee to our hearts. 
And when wit and reflnement has polish'd her 

darts. 
They dazzle our e'en, as they flee to our 

hearts. 

But kindness, sweet kindness, inthe-fond spark- 

Ihige'e, 
lias lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 
And the heart beating love, as I'm clasp'd in her 

arms. 
Oh, those are my lassie's all-conqncringcharmsl 
And the heart beating love as I'm clasp'd in 

her arms. 
Oh, these are my lassie's all-conqucrlng 

charms ! 



ON CESSNOCK BANKS. 
Tune—^'U he be a Batcher neat and trim." 
Ok Ccssnock banks there lives a lass, 

Could i describe her shape and mien ; 
The graces of her weel-fanr'd face. 
And the glancin' of her sparklin' e'en ! 

She's fresher than the morning dawn, 
When rbhjg Phoebus first is seen. 

When dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

She's stately like yon youthful ash, 
That grows the cowslip braes between. 

And shoots Its head above each bush ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en, 

She's spotless as the flow'rlng thorn. 
With flow'rs so white, and leaves so green, 

When purest In the dewy mom ; 
And she's twa glancin sparklin' e'en. 

Her looks are like the sportive Iamb, 
When flow'ry May adorns the scene, 

Tlmt wantons round its bleating dam ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparkUn' e'en. 

Her hair is like the curling mist 
That shades the mountain-side at e'en, 

When flow'ry-revlving rains are past ; 
And site's twa glancin' 8])arklln^ e'en. 



Her forehead 8 like the show'ry bow. 
When shining sunbeams Intervene, 

And gild the iHstant mountain's brow ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her voice is like the evening thrush 
Tliat sings on Cessnock banks unseen. 

While his mate sets nestling in the bush ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her lips are like the cherries ripe 
That sunny walls from Boreas screen. 

They tempt the taste and charm tfio sight ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep. 
With fleeces newly washen clean. 

That slowly mount the rising steep ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en, 

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze 
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean, 

When Phoebus sinks beneath the seas; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

But It's not her air, her form, her face, 
Tlio' matching beauty's fabled queen ; 

But the mind that shines in ev'ry grace. 
And chiefly in her sparklin' e'en. 



P O W E R S E L E STI A L. 
Tune—'' Blue Bonnets." 

PowF.ns celestial I whose protection 

P'ver guards the virtuous fair. 
While in distant climes I wander. 

Let my Mary be your care : 
Let her form sae fair and faultless, 

Fair and faultless as your own. 
Let my JMary's kindred spirit 

Draw your choicest Influence down. 

Make the gales you waft around her 

Soft and peaceful as her breast, 
Breathing in the breeze that fans her, 

Soothe her bosom Into rest: 
(luardian angels! oh protect her, 

When In distant lands I roam: 
To rcahus unknown while fate exiles nve, 

Make her bosom still my home. 



I'M OWRE YOUNG TO MARRY YET. 
Tune—'''' I'm owre young to marry yet." 

I AJ[ my mammy's ae bairn, 

Wi' unco folk I weary, Sir; 
And If I gang to your house, 

I'm fley <l *twill make me eerie. Sir. 

I'm owre young to marry yet ; 

I'm owre young to marry yet ; 
I'm owre yonng— 'twad be a sin 

To take me frae my mammy yet. 

Hallowmas is come and gane, 
The nights are lang in winter. f5ir ; 

And you and I in wedlock's bands. 
In troth, I dare not venture, Sir. 
I'm owre young, <&c. 

Fu' loud and shrill the frosty wind 
Blaws through the leafless timmer, Sir; 

But if ye come this gate again. 
I'll aulder be gin simmer. Sir. 
I'm owre yonng, &c. 



MTIIERSONS FAREWELL.222 
Tune—^'- Alacpherson's Rant." 

Farrweli^ ye dungeons dark and strong, 

The wretcn's dostinio! 
Macpherson's time will not be long 

On yonder gallows-tree. 
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Sae rantlngly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauutingly gaed he ; 
He play'd a spring, and dauc*d it round, 

Below tlie gallows-tree. 

Oh. what is death but parting brcatb?— 

On mony a bloody plain 
I've dar'd his face, and in this place 

I scorn hiui yet again! 

Untie these bands from off my hands. 

And bring to me my sword ; 
And there's no man in all Scotland, 

But ril brave him at a word. 

Tvc liv*d a life of stnrt and strife ; 

I die by trcacheric : 
It bums my heart I must depart. 

And not avenged be. 

Now farewell light— thou snushinc bright, 

And ail beneath the sliy! 
Mav coward shame disdain liis name. 

The wretch that dares not die I 



HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM THATS AWA'. 

TMne— "Here's a health to them that's awa'." 

Here's a health to them that's awa'. 

An* wha winna wish Kuid lucli to our cause, 

.Miiy never guid luck be their fa' I 

it's guid to be mftrry and wise. 

It's gold to be honest and true, 

Its gmid to sunport Caledonia's, 

And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here's a health to them that's awa' 

Here's a health to them tliat's awa' ; 

Here's a health to Charlie,223 the chief o' the 

clan, 
Altho' that his band be but sma'. 
May Liberty meet wi' success I 
:May Prudence protect her frac evil! 
May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mist, 
Anil wander their way to the devil ! 

Here's a health to them that's awa'. 

Here's a health to them that's awa' ; 

Here's a health to Tammie, the Norland laddie. 

That lives at the lug o' the law ! 

Here's freedom to him that wad read! 

Here's freedom to him that wad write ! 

Tlicre's nane ever fcar'd that tlic truth should 

be heard. 
But they wham the truth wad indite. 

Heme's a health to them that's awa'. 
Here's a health to them that's awa'; 
Here's Chieftain M'Leod, a Cliicftain worth 

Kow'd, 
Tlio' bred amang mountains o' snaw ! 
Here's friends on l>oth sides of the Forth, 
And friends on both sides of the Tweed ; 
And wha wad betray old Albion's rights, 
May they never cat of her bread! 



THE BLUD^-RED ROSE AT YULE MAY 

BLAW. 
Tune— ^^To daunton me." 

The blude-red rose at Yule may blaw, 
Tlic simmer lilies bloom in snaw. 
The frost may freeze the deepest sea; 
But an auld man shall never daantou me. 

To daunton me, and me so young, 
WI' his fause heart and flatt'rlng tongue. 
That is the thing you ne'er shailsee : 
For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

For a' his meal, and a' his maut. 
For a' his fresh beef and his sant. 
For a' his gold and white monie. 
An auld man shall never daunton me. 

Iflsg-enrnmy bay him kye and yowes, 
Jiis ^enr may bny hJin glcna and knowcs; 



Bat me he shall not boy nor foe. 

For an auld man shall never daant<m me. 

He hirples twa-fanld as he dow, 

Wi* his teethless gab and his anld bold pow. 

And the rain rains down from his red bleer'd 

ee— 
That auld man shall never daunton me. 



WHEN JANUAR' WIND.Mi 
Tune—^'' The lass that made the bed to me." 

WnEX Januar* wind was blawing canld, 

As to the north I took my wa^. 
The mirksome night did me enfaul^, 

I knew na where to lodge till day. 

By my good Inck a maid I met. 

Just In the middle o' my care ; 
And kindly she did me Invite 

To walk into a chamber fair. 

I bow'd fu* low unto this maid. 
And thank'd her for her conrtoslc ; 

1 bow'd fu' low unto this maid, 
And bade her niak a bed to me. 

She made the bed baith large and wide, 
Wi' twa white Ii&uds she spread it down; 

She put tlie cup to her rosy ups. 
And drank, " Young man, now sleep yesouu'." 

She snatch'd the candle in her hand. 
And frae my chamber went wi' speed; 

But I call'd her qnicklv back again, 
To lay some mair below my head. 

A cod she laid below my head. 

And served ine wi' due respect ; 
And to salute her wi* a kiss, 

I put my arms about her neck. 

" Hand aff your hands, yonng man," she says, 

" And dinna sae uncivil be : 
If ye hae ony love for me, 

wrang na my virginitle !"' 

Her hair was like the links o* gowd, 

Her teeth were like the ivorle ; 
Her checks like lilies dipt in wine. 

The lass that made the bed to me. 

Her bosom was the driven snaw, 
Twa drifted licaps sae fair to see ; 

Her limbs the pollsh'd marble stanc, 
Tlic lass that made the bed to me. 

I kiss'd her owre and owrc again. 
And aye she wist na what to say; 

I laid her 'tween me and the wa'— 
The lassie thought na lang till day. 

Upon the morrow when we rose, 

1 thank'd her for her conrtesie ; 

But aye she blush'd, and aye she sigh'd, 
And said, "Alas! ye've ruln'd me !" 

I clasp'd her waist, and kiss'd her syne. 
While the tear stood twinklln' in her o'e ; 

I said, " My lassie, dinna cry, 
For ye aye shall make the bed to roc." 

She took her n^lther's Holland sheets. 
And make them a' In tsark.s to me : 

Blythe and merry may she t>e. 
The lass that made the bed to me. 

The bonnie lass made the bed to me, 
The braw lass made the bed to me 

I'll ne'er forget till the day I die, 
The lass that made the bed to mo ! 



BONNIE ANN.2M 

Tune— Ye gallants bright." 

Ye gallants bright, I red ye right, 

Beware o' bonnlo Ann; 
Her come\7 Iti «»«k«i Vol' o' ^ace« 

Y OUT \\ea.Tt ^Yift-^wVX Vcti\>«sv, 
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n sae bright, like stars bj night, 
ikin is like the swan ; 
iply lac'd her genty waist, 
sweetly ye might span. 

grace, and love, attendant move, 
pleasure leads the van : 
keir charms, and conquering arms, 
wait on bonnie Ann. 
ptive bands may chain the hauds, 
ove enslaves the man ; 
ants braw, I red yoa a\ 
ire o' bonnie Ami ! 



BLOOMING NJ:LLY. 
we—" On a bank of Flowers." 
k of flowers, in a snmmer day, 
mmer lightly dresr, 
;hf ul blooming Nelly lay, 
}ve and sleep oppi'est ; 
iliic, wand'rlng thro' the wood, 
»r her favour oft had sued, 
I, he wlsh'd he fear'd, he blush*d, 
embled where he stood. 

id eyes like weapons sheath'd, 

leal'd in soft repose ; 

still as she fragrant breath'd, 

sr dy'd the rose. 

aging lilies sweetly prest, 

wanton, kiss'd her rival breast : 

1, he wish'd, he fear"d, he blnsh"d, 

som ill at rest. 

!S light waving in the breeze, 

nder limbs embrace ; 

ly form, her native ease, 

tnony and grace: 

ous tides his pulses roll, 

ring, ardent kiss he stole ; 

1, he wlsh'd, he fear'd, he blush'd, 

gh'd his very soul. 

:he partridge from the brake, 
r-inspirfed wings, 
starting, half awake, 
y affrighted springs : 
ie follow'd, as he should, 
srtook her in the wood: 
d, he i>ray'd, he found the maid 
ing all and good. 



EARTS IN THE HIGHLANDS. 
Tawe— "Failte na Miosg." 
s In the lllghlands, my heart is not 

• 

's in the Highlands a-cliasing the 

• 

10 wild deer, and following the roc— 
J In the Iligiilanils wherever I go. 

to the Highlands, farewell to the 

-place of valour, the country of 

•»; 

I wander, wherever I rove, 

f the lliKhlanils for ever I I'^vc. 

;o the mountains high covered with 
to the straths and green vallies be- 
to the forests and wild-hanghtg 
Is * 

to the torrents and lond-pouiing 
s. 

s in the Highlands, my heart is not 

's in the Highlands a-chasing the 

le wild deer, and following the roc— 
in the IliffbJands wherever i go. 



TO JLVRY IN HEAVEN.22fl 
Tutu—'' Death of Captahi Cook.'* 
Thou llng'ring star, with less'ning ray, 

That lov'st to greet the early morn, 
Acain thou nsher'st In the day 

Xly Mary from my soul was torn. 
Oh Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of bUssful rest? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the gi'oans that rend his breast! 

That sacred hour can I forget, 

(Jan I forget the hallowed grove. 
Where by the wlndhig Ayr we met. 

To live one day of parting love \ 
Eternity will not efface 

Tliose records dear of transports past ; 
Thy image at our last embrace ; 

All ! little thought we 'twas our last ! 

Ayr, gurgling, kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thick"nlng green! 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin'd am'rous round the raptur'd scene ; 
The flow'rs sprang wanton to bo prest. 

The birds sang love on every spray- 
Till soon, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclalm'd the speed of wingfed day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 
Time but th*^ impression stronger makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
Mt Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest T 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the gi'oans that rend his breast? 

YOrNG JOCKEY. 

Tune—"' Young Jockey." 
Young Jockey was the blythest lad 

In a' our town or here awa' : 
Fu' blythe he whistled at the gand, 

Fn' lightly danced he In the lia'. 
He roosed my e'en, sae bonnie bine. 

He roosed my waist sac genty siua'. 
And aye my heart came to my muu' 

"When ne er a body heard or saw. 

My Jockey toils npon the plain. 

Thro' wind and weet, thro' frost and snaw : 
And o'er the lea I lenk fn' vain. 

When Jockev's owsen hameward ca'. 
And aye the night comes round again, 

When in his arms he takes me a'. 
And aye he vows he'U be my ain, 

As lang's he has a breath to draw. 



1 DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR. 

I DO confess thou art sao fair, 

I wad been owre the lugs in love. 
Had I na found the slightest prayer, 

Tliy lips could speak, thy heart could move. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Tliou art sae thriftless o' thy sweets, 
Tliy favours are the silly wind, 

That kisses ilka things it meets. 

See yonder rose-bud, rich in dew, 

Anuin^' its native briers sae coy ; 
How sune it times its scent and hue 

When pou'd and worn a common toy ! 
Sic fate, ere lang, shall thee betide, 

Tho' thon may gaily bloom awhile ! 
Yot soon thon shalt be thrown aside, 

Like ony common weed and vile. 

i HUNTING SONG. 

j Tune—''l red you beware at tho hnnt!np."' 

j Thk heather was blooming, the uic.ulnvs wra 

\ Our \aaa fttx^iOc a-\i\3i\v,\.V£v^^\vi. ^vj ^^.^^^.^ 5^^^^^- 
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Owrc moors and owre mosses and mony a glen, 
At length they discorer'd a bonnic moorhen. 
I red yoa beware at the banting, young 

men; 
I red you beware at the hnntingt young 

men ; 
Tak some on the wing, and some as they 

Hpring, 
But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen. 

Sweet bmshing the dew from the brown heather 

bells, 
Her colours betray'd her on yon mossy fells: 
Ilor plumage out-lnstred the pride o' the spring, 
And oh! us she wantoned gay on the wing. 
1 red you beware, &c. 

Anld riiocbus himscl*, as he pcep'd o'er the 

hill. 
In snltc at her plumage he tribd his skill; 
lie leveli'd liis rays where she bask'd on the 

brae— 
liis eyes were outshone, and bat murk'd where 

slie lay. 
I red you beware, &c. 

Tliey hunted the vallcv, they hunted the hill; 
Tli» best uf our lads wi' the best o* their skill; 
But Rtill as the fairest she sat in their sight. 
Then, whirr ! she was over, a mile at a flight 
I red you beware, Ac. 



KE\:iIURE'S ON AND AWA' K' 
Tunc—"^OU KenmurcH on nnd awa', Willie !'* 

Oh. Kenmure's on and nwa', Willie! 

Oh, Kenmure's on and awa' ! 
And Kcuuiurc's lord's the bravest lord 

Tlnit ever Galloway saw. 

Sut-cess to Kenmure's band, Willie! 

Success to Kenmure's bund; 
Tlicrc s no a heart that fears a Whig, 

That rides by Kenmure's hand. 

Here's Kenmure's health in wine, Willie! 

Here's Kennmre's health in whie; 
Tliere ne'er was a coward o' Kenmure's blade, 

Nor yet o' Oordon's line. 

Oh, Kenmure's lads are men. Willie ! 

Oh, Kenmure's lads are men ; 
Tiicir hearts and swords are metal true— 

And that their faes shall ken. 

Tliey'U live or die wi' fame, Willie ! 

They'll live or die wl' fame ; 
But soon, wi' sounding vlctorie. 

May Kenmure's lord come hamc ! 

Here's lUm that's far awa', WiUie ! 

Here's him that'n far awa' ! 
And here's the flower that I lo'e best— 

The rose that's like the snaw ! 



SUCH A PARCEL OF ROGUES IN A 
NATION. 

Ttine—'^A parcel of rogues in a nation." 

Fauewkel to a' our Scottish fame, 

Fareweel our ancient glory, 
Fiireweel even to the Scottish name, 

Sue fam'd in martial story. 
Now Sark rins o'er the Sol way sands, 

And Tweed rins to the ocean. 
To mark where England's province stands :— 

Sucli a ))arccl of rogues in a nation ! 

Whnt force «r gnilo could not snbdne, 

Thro' many warlike ages, 
Is wrought now by a coward few. 

For hireling traitors' wages. 
The Euglisii steel we could disdain, 

Secure in valour's station ; 
But English gold lias been our bane :— . 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation. 



O would I had not seen the day 

That treason tlius could fell as. 
My auld grey head had lien In clay, 

Wi' Brace and loyal Wallace ! 
But pith and power, till my last hour, 

I'll muk this dechiration; 
We're bought and sold for Englhth gold:— 

Such a pai-cel of rogues in a nation I 



THE KXCI8EMAN.S2« 

Ttfw*- "The deil cam fiddling jthrough the 

town." 

The deil cam fiddling through the town, 
And danced awa' wi' the Exciseman, 
And ilka wife cries— "AuId Mahonn 
I wish you luck o' the prize man !" 
Tlie dell's awa', the deU's awa', 

Tlie deli's nwa' wi* the Exciseman ; 
He's danc'd awa*, he's danc'd awa'. 
He's danc'd awa' wi' the Exciseman ! 

We'll mak oar maat. we'll brew our drink, 
We'll dance, and sing, and rejoice, man: 
And mony braw thanks to the meikle black deil 
That danc'd awa' wi' the Exciseman ! 
The dell's awa', the deli's awa'. 

The dell's awa' wi' the Exciseman ; 
He's danc'd awa', he's danc'd awa', 
He's danc'd awa' wi' the Exciseman ! 

There's theesome reels, there's foursome reels, 

There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man; 
But the ae best dance e'er came to the land, 
Wa.s— the deil's awa' wi' the Exciseman! 
Tlie dell's awa', the deil's awa', 

Tlic deli's awa' wi' the Excsieman ; 
He's danc'd awa'. he's danc'd awa', 
He's danc'd awa' wi' the Exciseman ! 



I'LL AYE CA' IN BY YON TOWN. 
Tune— *^ I'll gae uae malr to yon town. 

% » ».. A 



en green, again ; 



I'll aye ca' in by yon town. 

And by yon garden greei 
I'll aye ca in by yon town, 

And see my bonnie Jean again ; 
There's nane sail ken, there's nane sail guess, 

What brings me back the gate again ; 
But she, my fairest, faithfu* lass. 

And stowlhis we sail meet again. 

She'll wander by the aiken tree. 

When trystin -time draws near again ; 
And when her love form I see. 

Oil, haith, she's doubly dear again! 
I'll aye ca' in by yon town. 

And by yon garden green, again ; 
I'll aye ca in by yon town. 

And see my bonnie Jean again. 



COULD OUGHT OF SONO. 

rune—" At setting day." 

Could anght of song declare my pains, 

Could artful numbers move thee. 
The Muse should tell. In labour'd strains, 

Oh Mary, how 1 love thee I 
They who but feign a wonnded heart 

JMay teach the lyre to langnish; 
But what avails the pride of urt. 

When wastes the soul with anguish? 

Tl»cn let the sudden bursting aigh 

Tlic heart-felt pang discover; 
And in the keen, yet tender eye. 

Oh read th' imploring lover] 
For well 1 know thy gentle mind 

Disdains art's gay disguising ; 
BejTond what fancy e'er reflu'd, 

The voice of nature prizing. 
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Oil, HTEEit HEU Ul». 
Tune—'''' Oil, steer ber u;), auU haud hur Rauii. 

Oh. steer her ui), and haud ber gaou— 

11 cr inuther's at the mill, }o; 
And glf she vriuiia take a luun, 

E'en let her take her will, Jo; 
First shore her wi' a kindly kiss, 

And ca* another gill, Jo, 
And gif she take the tuiug amiss, 

Ev*n let Iter llyte her flu, jo, 

Oh, steer her ap, and bo na blato, 

And gIf she take It ill, io, 
Then lea^e the lassie till her fate. 

And time nao langer spill, jo : 
Nu'er break your heart for ano rebut. 

But think upon it still, jo; 
Tlien gif the lassie winna do't, 

Yc'iTflud anither will, jo. 



IT 



WAS A' FOR OUU RIGIITFU' KING 22» 
Tune—'* It wos a* for our rlRhtfu' king. 
It was a' for oar rightfa' khig 

We left fair Scotland's strand ; 
It was a' for oar rightfn' king 
We e'er saw Irish land. 

My dear ; 
We e'er saw Irish land. 

l«ow a' is done that men can do. 

And a* is done in vain ; 
My love and native land farewell, 

For I maun cross the main, 
My dear ; 

Fur I mann cross the main. 

He tnnicd him right, and round about 

Upon the Irish sliore; 
And gie I) is bridle-reins a shako. 

With adieu for evermore. 
My dear ; 
With adien for evermore. 

Tlio sodger from the wars returns, 

Tlio sailor frao the main; 
But I Ime parted Irae my love, 

Mcvcr to meet again. 
My dear ; 
Never to meet again. 

When day is gane, and night is come. 

And a* folk bound to sleep ; 
I tliink on him that's far awa', 

Tlie lee-lang night and weep, 
My dear ; 
The Ico-lang night ond weep. 



OH, LAY THY LOOF IX MINE, LASS. 

Tune—'' ('ordwabier*8 March.' 

Oh, lay thy loof in mine, lass. 
In mine, lass, in mine, lass. 
And swear on thy white hand, lass, 
lliat thon wilt be my ain. 

A slave to love's nnbonnded sway. 
He aft has wrought me melkle wae ; 
But now he is my deadly fae. 
Unless thou be my ain. 

There's raony a lass has broke my rest, 
That for a blink I hae lo'cd best : 
But thou art queen within my breast. 
For ever to reuiuln. 

Oh, lay thy loof In mine, lass: 
. In mine, lass, in mine, lass : 

And swear on thy white haud, lass, 
That thou wilt be my ain. 



OH MALLY'S MEEK, MALLY'S SJWEET. 
Oh Mully's meek, Mally's sweet, 

Mally*^ modest and discreet, 
Mally's rare. Mally's fair, 

Maiiy's every wAy conqilete. 



As I was walking up ilio street. 

A bnrcflt maid I ciiunc d to meet : 
But uh! the road was very iiurd 

For that fair maiden's tender feet. 

It were mair meet that tliosc fine feet 
Were wcel lac'd np In silken shoou, 

And 'twere more tit that she should sit 
WlthUi yon chariot gilt aboon. 

Ilcr yellow hair, bevond compare. 

Comes trinkling down her swan-white neck; 
And her twa eyes, like stars In skies. 

Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck. 



CASSILLIS' BANKS. 

Now bank and brae are claith'd in green, 

And scatter'd cowslips sweetly spring ; 
By (Jlrvan's fairy-haunted stream 

Tlic birdies Alton wanton wing. 
To Cassillis' banks when oening fa's, 

Tliere wl' my Mary let me flee, 
Thoro catch her ilka glance of love, 

Tlie bonnle blink o' Aiary's e*e! 

Tlie chleld wha boasts o' warld's wealth. 

Is aften laird o' melkle care: 
But Marj' she is a' my ain— 

Ah I fortune canna gie me malr. 
Then let me range by Cassiiis' banks, 

Wr her, the lassie dear to me, 
And catch her Ilka glance o' love, 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's e'e! 



MY LADY'S GOWN, THERE'S GAIRS 
UPONT. 

Tune—'' Gregg's Pipes. 

^Iv lady's gown, there's gairs npon't. 
And gowden flow^ers sac rare npont; 
But Jenny's jimps and jirkinet, 
My lord thinks mickle malr upon't. 

My lord a-huntlng he is gano, 

But hounds or hawks wi him are nan: ; 

By Colin's cottage lies his game, 

If Colin's Jenny be at hame. 

My lady's white, my lady's red, 
And kith and kin o' Cassiliis' bluid: 
But her ten-pund lands o' tocher pnid 
Were a' the charms his lordship lo'ed. 

Out owro yon muir, out owre you mo8.<<, 
Wliero gorcocks tliro' the heather pass, 
There wons auld (!olin's bonnie lass, 
A lily hi a wilderness ! 

Sae sw£ctly move her genty limbs. 
Like music notes o" lovers' hymns : 
Tlie diamond dew is lier e'en sae blue, 
Wlicre laughing love sae wanton swims. 

My lady's dink, my lady's drest, 
Tlic flower and fancy o'^er the west ; 
But the lassie that a man lo'es best. 
Oil, that's the lass to make him blest ! 



THE FETE CHAMPETRE.23;» 
7'tfffe— "Killlcrankle." 

On wha will to Saint Stephen's house, 

To do our errands tlio re, man V 
Oh wha will to Saint Stephen's lioasCj 

O' th' merry lads of Ayr. man y 
Or will wo send a mau-oMaw'/ 

Or will we send a sodger ? 
Or him w^ha led o'er Scotland a' 

The melkle Ursa-Major "^ 

Come, will ye court a noble lord. 
Or buy a score o' lairds, man ? 

For worth and honour pawn their word, 
Their vote shall be Glencaird's, many 
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Ane g\es them coin, ane gtes them wino, 

Anithcr gies them clatter : 
Aitubank, wha guessed the ladies* taste, 

lie glcs a Fgtc Champfitre. 

When Love and Beauty beard the news, 

The gay green-woods amang, man ; 
Where, gathering flowers and basking bowern. 

They heard the blackbird's sang, man; 
A vow, they seul'd it with a kiss, 

Sir Politics to fetter, 
As theirs alone, the patcnt-bllss. 

To hold a FSte Champfitre. 

Then mounted Mirth, on gleesomc wing, 

Owre hill and dale she flew, man ; 
Ilk wimpling burn, like crystal spring, 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man : 
She summoned every social ivrlte, 

That sports by wood or water. 
On ih' bonnie banks of Ayr to meet, 

And keep this F3te Champ^tre. 

Canld Boreas, wi' his boisterous crew, 

Were bonnd to stakes like kye, man; 
And Cynthia's car, o* silver f u , 

Clamb up the starry sky, man : 
Reflected beams dwell in the streams, 

Or down the current shatter; 
The western breeze steals through the trees, 

To view this Fete Champ6tre. 

How many a robe sac golly floats ! 

What sparkling jewels glance, man ; 
To Harmony's enchanting notes, 

As moves the mazy dance, man. 
The echoing wood, the winding flood, 

Like Paradise did glitter. 
When angels met. at Adam's yett. 

To hold their Fete Champetre. 

When Politics came there, to mix. 

And make his ethcr-stanc, man ; 
lie circled round the magic ground. 

Bat entrance found he nanc, man. 
He blushed for shame, he qnat his name,23i 

Forswore it. every letter, 
Wi' humble prayer to join and share 

Tills festive Fete ChampCtre. 

now CAN I BE BLYTHE AND GLAD? 

ytfne— "The bonnie lad that's far awa'." 

On how can I be blythe and glad, 

Or how can I gang brisk and braw. 
When the bonnie lad that 1 lo'e best 
Is owre the hills and far awa* ? 
When the bonnie lad that I lo'e best 
Is owre the hills and far awa* ? 

It's no the frosty winter wind. 

It's no the driving drift and snaw ; 
But aye the tear comes in my e'e. 
To think on him that's far awa*. 
But aye the tear comes in my o'e, 
To think on him that's far awa'. 

]\Iy father put me frae his door. 

My friends they hae disowned me a', 
But 1 hae ane will tak my part. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa'. 
But I hae ane wiil tak my part. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa' 

A poir o' gloves he gave to me, 

And silken snoods he gave me twa; 
And I will wear them for his sake, 
The bonnie lad that's far awa*. 
And I will wear them for his sake. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa*. 

The weary winter soon will pass, 

And spring will deed the blrken-shaw ; 
And my sweet baby will be born. 
And he'll come hame that's far awa' ; 
And my sweet baby wiil be bom, 
And he'll come hame that's far awa*. 



LOVELY POLLY STEWART. 
Tune—'' You're welcome, Charlie Stewart." 

On lovely Polly Stewart ! 

Oh charming Polly Stewart I 
Tlieru'H not a flower that blooms in May 

That's half so ttLix as thou art. 
The flower it blaws, it fades, and fa's, 

And art can ne'er renew it ; 
Btit worth and truth eternal youth 

Will give to Polly Stewart. 

Mav he whose arms shall fanid thy charms 

Possess a leal and true heart ; 
To him be given to ken the heaven 

He grasps In Polly Stewart! 
Oh lovely Polly Stewart ! 

Oh charming Polly Stewart! 
There's ne'er a flower that blooms in May 

That's half so sweet as thou art. 



HANDSOME NELL.233 
Tune—'' I am a man unmarried.*' 

On once I lov'd a bonnie lass, 

Aye, and I love her still: 
And whilst that virtue warms my breast, 

I'll love my handsome Nell, 

As bonnie lassies I ha'e seen, 

And niony full as braw; 
But for a modest gratefa* mien, 

The like I never saw. 

A bonnie lass, I will confess, 

Is pleasant to the e'e. 
But without some better qualities, 

She's no a lass for me. 

But Nelly's looks are blythe and sweet. 

And, what is best of a*. 
Her reputation is complete, 

And fair without a flaw. 

She dresses aye sae clean and neat, 

Both decent and genteel: 
And then there's something in her gait 

Qars ony dress look weel. 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 

May slightly touch the heart; 
But it's innocence and modesty 

That polishes the dart. 

'Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 

'Tis this enchants my soul ; 
For absolutely in my breast 

She reigns without controL 

MY FATHER WAS A FARMER.»S 

T'l/na—" Tlie Weaver and his Shuttle, 1" 
Mt father was a farmer upon the Carrldt bo^ 

der, O! 
And carefully he bred me in decency and «*• 

der, O ! 
He bade me act a manly part, though I had netf 

a farthing. O ! 
For without an honest manly heart, no nun wis 

worth regarding, O ! 

Then out into the world, my coarse I did dete^ 

mine, O! . 

Tho' to f »e rich was not my wish, yet to be f«» 

was charming, O 
My talents they were not the worst, nor yet mj 

education, O ! 
Resolv'd was I, at least to try, to mend mj sittf* 

tion, 1 

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted ff 

tune's favour, 01 
Some cause unseen still stept between, to b** 

trate each endeavour, O ! 
Sometimes by foes I was o*erpower'd; son** 

times by friends forsaken, o I 
And when my hope was at the top, Istffl vm 

worst mistaken, O ! 



THE JOYFUL WIDOWEK. 
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Tbcn sore harasHVI, nnd tir'il at last, with for- 
tune's vnlii delusion, O ! 

I dropt my scbcmcs. lilce idle dreams, and came 
to tnis conclusion, O !— 

The past -wah Uad, un(t tiic f utnrc liid ; its good 
or lU untried, O ! 

But tlie present hour was In ray pow'r, and to 1 
would enjo3' it, O I 

No help, nor hope, nor view h.id I, nor person to 

befriend me, O ! 
So I must toll, and sweat, and broil, and labour 

to sastiitn me, <) ! 
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father 

bred me early, ! 
For one, ho saiil, to labour bred, was a match for 

fortune fairly, O ! 

Tims all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro' life 
Tm dooui*d to wander, O ! 

Till down my weary bones i Itiv, In everlasting 
Slumber, O! 

2fo view nor care, but shun wliatc'cr might 
breed me pain or sorrow, O ! 

I live to-day, as weirs 1 may, regardless of to- 
morrow, O ! 

Hut cheerful still, 1 am as well, as a monarcli in 

a palace. O! 
Tlio' fortune's frown still hunts me down, with 

all her wonted malice. O! 
I make Indeed my dally bread, but ne'er can 

make It farther. O! 
But, as daily broad is all I need, I do not much 

regard her, O ! 

Wheu sometimes by my labour 1 own u little 

money. O I 
Some unforcseon misfortune comes gen'rally 

upon me, O ! 
MIschnnce, mistake, or by neglect, or my good- 

natur'd folly. O! 
But come what wl!l, I've pwom it rtill, I'll ne\r 

be melancholy, O ! 

All yon who follow wealth and power with un- 
remitting ardour, O ! 

The more in thli^ you look for bli.«s you leave 
your view the farther, OI 

JIad you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to 
adore you, O ! 

A cheerful, honest-hearted clown I will prefer 
before yon, ! 



UP IN THE M01lNI^'C} EAKLY. 
Tune—*" Cold blows the wind." 

CHOBUS. 

Up in the morning's uo for me. 

Up in the mormng early : 
"When a' the hills are cover'd wi' snaw, 

I'm sure It's winter fairly. 

Canid blaws the wind frao cast to west. 

The drift Is driving sairly ; 
8ae loud and shrill I hear the blast, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 

The birds sit ctalttcriug In the thorn, 
A* day thev faro but sparely ; 

And long's the night frac e'en to morn^ 
I'm sure It's winter fairly. 

HEY, THE DUSTY MILLER. 

3\«ne— "Tlie Dusty Miller." 

IlET, the dusty miller. 
And bis dusty coat i 
He will win a shilling, 
Or he spend a groat. 
Dusty was the coat. 

Dusty was the colour, 
I>Mty was the kiss 
lllat I got frae the miller. 



llcy, tlic dusty miller, 
And his dusty sack; 
Leeze me on tne callhig 
Fills the dusty peck- 
Fills tlie dusty peck, 

Brings the dusty siller ; 
I wad ffie my coatie 
For the dusty miller. 

BOB1N.234 

T'tfne-" Dainty Davie." 

There was a lad was born In K} I", 
But whatna day o' watna style. 
I doubt it's hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice wi' Ilobln. 

Bobln was a rovin' boy, 
Uantin', rovin*. rantln', rovin" ; 

Bobin was a rovin' boy, 
Rantln' rovhi'Bobin! 

Our monarch's hindmost year but anc 
Was flve-and-twenty d.-s^-s l)egun, 
'Twas then a blast o Januar' win' 
Blew hansel In on Kobln. 

The gossip keekit in hfs loof. 
Quo she, wiia lives will see the proof. 
This waly boy will be nuc coof ; 
I think we'll ca' liim Rubin. 

He'll hac misfortunes great and sma'. 
But aye a hcart-aboon them a' ; 
He'll be a credit till us a'— 
We'll a" bo proud o' Robin. 

But sure as three times three mak nine, 
I see by Ilka score and line. 
This chap will dearly like our kin*. 
So leeze me on thee Robin. 

(Juid faith, quo' she, I doubt youll gar 
The bonnic lasses lie aspnr ; 
But twenty fauts ye may hue wrair— 
So blessin's on thee, Robin ! 

HER FLOWIN(i L0('KS.233 
IIer flowing locks, the raven's wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom lung: 
How sweet unto that breast to cling, 

And round that neck entwine her ! 
Her lips are roses wat wi' dew. 
Oh, what a feast her bonnie mou"! 
Her cheeks a malr celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner. 



THE 



SONS OF OLD KILL1E.2M 
Tune—'' Shavf^nboy.' 

Ye sons of old Killio, assembled by Willie, 

To follow the noble vocation : 
Your thrifty old mother has scarce such another 

To sit in that honoured station. 
I've little to say, but only to pray. 

As praying's the ton oiyour fasliion ; 
A prayer from the Muse you well may excuse, 

'Tis seldom her favourite passion. 

The Powers who preside o'er the wind and tlio 
tide. 

Who marked each element's border; 
Who formed this frame with beneficent aim. 

Whose sovereign statute is order ; 
Within this dear mansion may wayward conten- 
tion 

Or wIthorM envy ne'er enter; 
May secrecy round, be the mystical bound, 

And brotherly love be the centre ! 

THE JOYFUlTSviDOWER. 
Tune—^yiasSJ Lauder." 
I MARRIED with a scdlding wife. 
The fourteenth of November; 
She made mo weazj of my life, 
By one unruly member 
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Jx>ng did I hear the heavy yoke, 

And many griefs atteiutcu : 
But, to my comfort be it spoke. 

Now, now her life is eudud. 

We lived full one-and-twenty years, 

A man and wife together ; 
At length from me her conrse she's stQisr'd, 

And gone 1 know not whither : 
Woald I could guess, I do profess, 

I speak, and do not flatter. 
Of aU the women in the world, 

1 never could come at her. 

Her body is bestowed well. 

A hanasome grave does hide her ; 
But sure her sunl Is not in hell, 

Tlie deil would ne'er abide her ! 
I rather think she is aloft. 

And imitating thunder: 
For why ?— methinks 1 hear her voice 

Tearing the clouds asunder 



BtlUCS' POtTKAL WORKS. 



O, WIIARE DID YOU GET. 
Tune—'" Bonnie Dundee." 



On, 



whare did you get that hauvcr meal ban- 
nock ? 

Oil. silly blind Iwdy, oh dinna ye see? 
I uat it frue a brisk yonng sodger laddie, 

Hetwecn Saint Johmtton and bonnic Dundee, 
Oil, gin i saw the luddie that gae uic't! 
Aft has he doodled me upon his knee : 
Miiy heaven protect my bonnie Scots laddie. 
And send him safe liame to his babie and mc '. 

My blessin's upon thy sweet wee Uppic, 

3ly blessings upon tiiy bonnic c'e bree ! 
Tliv smiles are sae like my blytho so<lger laddie, 

Thou's nye the dearer and dearer to mc ! 
But I'll big u bower on yon bonnic banks, 

Where 'niy'rlns whnniln' by soe clear; 
.Vnd I'll deed thee in tlte tartan sae tine. 

And mak tiice a man like thy daddie dear. 

SECOND VERSION. 

Oil. where gat ye that bonnie blue bonnet ? 

Oil, whnt makes them aye put the question to 
me? 
1 pit it frae a l)onnie Scots callan, 

Atween Saint Johnston and bonnic Dundee. 
Oil, gin I paw the laddie that gae met ! 

Aft has he dondled mc upon his knee : 
3Iay Heaven jirotect my bonnie Scots laddie. 

And send him safe lia'inc to his l)aby and me ! 

My heart has nae room wlicn I think on my 
laddie, 
Ills dear rosy hafTcts bring tears to my o*p — 
But, oil! lie's awa', and 1 dinnu ken wliare 
he's— 
Gin we could ance meet, we'll ne'er part till we 
die. 
Oil. light be the breezes around liiin saft blawin'. 
And o'er him sweet slnnner stiil blink bonnille, 
And the rich dews o* plenty, around iiiin wide 
fain'. 
Prevent a' his fears for ray baby and me I 

]VIy blessln's upon that sweet wee Ilpple! 

iMy blessin's upon that bonnie e'ebree ! 
Tliv smiles arc sae like my blythe sodger laddie, 

'iTiou's aye the dearer and dearer to me. 
But ril big a bower on yon green bank sae bonnie, 

Thrtt'slavedbythewaterso'TaywImplln' clear, 
And deed thee in tartans, my wee smiling 
Johnnie, 

And make thee a man like thy daddie dear. 

THERE WAS A LASS, 
ytfwe— " Duncan Davison." 
There was a lass, they ca'd her I^fcg, 
.Vnd she held o'er the moors to spin ; 
Tliorc was a lad that foilow'd her 
2'hc'v ca'd him Doncun Davison. 



The moor was dreigh, and Meg was skcigh, 
Her favour Duncan could na win ; 

For wi' the rock she wad him knock. 
And aye she shook the temper-pin. 

As o'er the moor tliey lightly foor, 

A bum was clear, a glen was green, 
Upon the banks they euR'd their shanks 

And aye she set tlie wheel between : 
But Duncan sware a haly ullh. 

That Meg should be u bride the morn. 
Then Meg took up her spinniir graith. 

And flung them a' out o'er tlie burn. 

We'll big a house— a wee. wee house. 

And we will live like king aiul queen, 
Sae blythe and meiTy we will be. 

When he set by tlic wheel at e'en. 
A man may drink and no be drunk: 

A man may flght and nu be slain ; 
A man may kiss a bonnie lass. 

And aye be welcome back again 

LANDLADY, COUNT THE LA WIN'! 

Tune—'' Hey tuttle, taitlc." 

Landlady, count the lawln'. 
The day is near the duwiu'; 
Ye're a blind drunk, boys. 
And I'm but jolly fon. 

Hey tuttie, tuftle. 

How tuttle, taltic— 

Wha's fott now ? 

Cog, an ye were oye foil. 
Cog, an ye were aye f<»ii, 
1 wad sit and sing to you. 
If ye were aye fou. 

Weel may ye a' be ! 
Ill may ye never see ! 
God bless the king, boys. 
And thecompanle! 

RATTLIN' ROARIN' WILLIE. 
r//we-"Rattlin' Roarin' Willie." 

Oh rattlln' roarin* Willie, 

Oh. he held to tho fair, 
And for to sell his tidillc. 

And buy some other ware ; 
But parting wi' his fiddle. 

The saut tear blin't his e'o; 
And rattlhi' roarin* Willie, 

Ye're welcome hame to me ! 

Oh Willie, come sell your flddle, 

Oh sdl vour fiddle sac flno : 
Oh Willie, come sell your flddle. 

And buv a pint o" wine. 

if I should sell my fiddle. ""^ 

The warl would think I was mad; 
For mouv a rantin' day 

My fiddle and I hao.had. 

As I cam by Croclmllan, 

I cannlly keekit l)cn— 
Rantin' roarin' WilUo 

Was sitting at yon board en'— 
Sitting at yon board on". 

And amang gnid companie: 
Rattlln' roarin' Willie, 

Ye're welcome hame to mc I 

SIMMER S A PLEASANT TDIE. 
Tune—'' Aye waukin O!" 

Simmer's a pleasant time, 

Fhtwcrs of every colour; 
Tlie water rins o'er tho heugh. 

And I long for my true lover. 

Aye waukin' O! 

Waukin' still «nd w^earle : 
Slpf'P I tan get nunc 

For thinking on my doarlc. 



TilENIEL MENZIE'S BOXKIE MAKY. 
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Whon I ulcop I •Iroam, 

When I wAuk I'm eerie: 
Slpep 1 can Rct nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 

Luncly night comes on, 

A' the hire are slecnln' ; 
I think on ray bonnle lad. 

And blccr my e'en y>V grectin*. 

MY LOVE SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET. 
runf— ''Lady Badlnscotirs tteel.'* 

3lY love she's bat a lassie yet, 

My love she's bnt a Inssic yet. 
We'll let her stand a year or twa, 

She'll no be half sae luiacy sec. 
1 rne the day I sought her. O! 

I rne the day I sought hur, O ! 
Wlia gets her need na say rIjc's woo'd, 

But no may say he's bouirlit her, O! 

Come, draw a drap o' the best o't yet. 

Come, draw a drap o' the best o't yet ; 
Cnc seek for pleasure where ye will, 

Hut liere I never nilss'd it yet. 
We're a dry wi' drinking o't, 

We're a' dry wl' drinking o't. 
Tlic minister kiss'd the fiddler's wife. 

And could nu preach for thlukhig o't. 



THE CAPTAIN'S LADY. 
Tu n«— " O Mount and Oo." 

CUOBUS. 

OiT, mount and go. 

Mount and make you ready ; 
Oh, mount and go, 

And be the captain's lady. 

When the drums do beat. 
And the cannons rattle, 

Thou shult sit in state. 
And see thy love in battle. 

When the vanqnisl)*d foe 
Sues for peace and quiet. 

To the sliades we'll go. 
And in love enjoy it. 



FIKST WHEN MAGGY WAS MY CARE. 

r/zw^—^Whistlo o'er tlie lave o't." 
FiKsT wlicn Maggy was my caro. 
Heaven I tlionglit was in ner air; ^ 

How we're nmrried— spier nae mair— 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 
Jlcg was meek, nnd Meg wan mild, 
Bonnie Meg was Nnture's cliild; 
Wiser men than nie's bcguil'd— 

Whistle o'er the lave o'L 

How we live, my Meg and me. 
How we love, and how wo 'gree, 
1 care na by how few may sec— 

Wliistle o'er t lie lave o't. 
Wlia 1 wish were maggot's meat, 
Bisli'd up in her winding sheet, 
1 could write— but Meg maun see't— 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 

THERE'S A YOUTH IX TIHS CITY 

To a Gaelic Air. 
RE'.s a youth in this city, it were a great 

pit.v, 
lat he frac our lasses should wander awa' : 
he's bonnic and braw. woel favoured and a', 
lid his hair has a natural buckle and a', 
coat in the hue of his bonnet sae blue; 
is feckct is white as the new-driven snaw : 
hoso they arc blac, and his shcou like tlie 

slue, 
ad his clear filler bncklea tluiytliziVi us a'. 



For beauty and fortune the laddic'it been court- 
in', 
Weel-featured, wcel-tochcr'd, weel-mountcd 
and braw ; 
But chiefly the siller, that gars him gang till 
her, 
Tlie penny's the jewel that beaut Ifles a*. 
There^ Meg wi* the maiieu that fain wad a- 
hacn him ; 
And Snsie, whose daddie was laird o' the ha*. 
There's lang-tocher'd Nancy malst fetters his 
fancy— 
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But the laddie's dear scl' he io'es dearest of a'. 



OH AYE MY WIFE SHE DAXG ME. 
Tune—^ 3Iy Wife she Dang uic.' 

O AYE my w^ifo she dang me. 

And aft my wife did bang me, 
If ye gle a woman a* her will, 

Guid faith, she'll soon o'ergangyo. 
On peace and rest my mind was bent. 

And fool I was I married : 
But never honest man's intent 

As cursedly miscarried. 

Some sharo o' comfort still at hist. 

When a' ray days are done, man ; 
My pdins o' hell on earth arc past, 

I'm sure o' bliss aboon, man. 
Oil, aye my wife she dang me. 

And aft my wife did bang me. 
If ye gie a woman a' her will, 

liuid faith, she'll soon o'ergnng ye. 



EPPIE ADAIR. 

ytfne— "MyEppie." 

And oh ! my Epple, 
My jewel, my Eppie I 
Wha wudna be happy 

Wi' Epple Adair'? . 
By love, and by beauty. 
By law, and by duty, 
I swear to be true to 

My Epple Adair! 

And oh ! my Eppie, 
My jewel, my Eppie, 
Wliawadnabo happy 

Wi' Epple Ailalr? 
A' pleasure exile rac. 
Dishonour dctiie me, 
If e'er I beguile thee. 

My Eppie Adair I 

WHAKE HAE YE BEEN'/ 
Tone—'' Kllliccrankie." 

Wh.vre haeye been sae braw, lad? 

Whare hae ye been sae brankle, O '/ 
Oh, whare hae ye been sae braw, lad? 

Cam ye by KuUecrankie, O? 
An ye hae been whare I hae been. 

Ye wad nae been sae cantle, O ! 
An ye had seen what I hae seen. 

On the braes of KilUecrankie, O ! 

I fought at land, I fought at sea ; 

At name I fought rav auntie, O ! 
Bnt f met the Devil aiid Dundee. 

On the braes o' Killiecrankio, O ! 
The bauld Pltcnr fell in a furr. 

And (Mavers got a clankie, O! 
Or i had fed nn Atholegled, 

On the braes of Kllliccrankie, O ! 

THENIEL MENZIE'S BONNIE 3IARY. 
Tune—'' The RufHan's Rant." 

In coming by the brig o' Dye, 
At Dariet we a blhik did tarry; 

As day was dawln' la the sky. 
We drank a healtli to bonuio SUry. 
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riioRi's. 

Thculel Mcnziu's bonnio Mary, 
Theiilel Mcnziu's bunniu Mary ; 

Charlie Grcgur tint bU nlaidic, 
KIssIh' Thvnicl's boiiulc Mary. 

Ilor o'cn Rao briulit,* her brow sao white, 
Her haffot lucks a» brown's a berry ; 

^\n<l aye they dimpl't with a ftmilc, 
The rusy cliceks of bonnio Mary. 

We lap and <lanccd the lee lanpr day 
Till Hlper hiUs were wae and weary : 

But Cliarlic j,'rtt the sprinjf to pay. 
Fur kissin' Thcnicl's bonniu ^lary. 



FKAi: THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE. 
Tune—'' Carron Side." 

Frak the fricndu and land I love, 

Drlv'n by fortune's felly spite, 
Frao my best bclov'd I rove. 

Never inalr to taste delight! 
Never inalr luann hope to And 

Ease frac toil, rcllci frse care : 
Whon remembrance racks the niliid, 

ricasnres but unveil despair. 

Ilrightest climes shall mirk appear, 

Desert ilka blooming shore, 
Till the fates nao mair severe, 

Fricndsliip, love, and peace restore ; 
Till lievenge, wi' laarell'd head, 

firing our banlsh'd hamc again ; 
And ilka loyal bonnfe lad 

Cross the seas and win his ain. 



THE TITHER MORN. 
Tune— ''To a Highland air. 

Thk tithor morn, when I, forlorn 

Aiieath nil aik sat moaning, 
I <lld na trow,' I'd sec ray Jo, 

ik'sido me, gin the gloaming. 
Hut lie sap trig. Ian o'er the rig, 

And dawtiii^'iy iiid cheer me. 
When I, wliat reck, did least expec", 

To SCO my lad so near me. 

His bonnet he, a thought ajee, 

Cock'd sprush when first be clasp'd me ! 
And 1. 1 wat, wi' faintness grat, 

Willie in his grips he press'd me. 
Di'il tak the war ! I late and air, 

Hao wish'd since Jock departed ; 
But now as glad I'm wi' my lad. 

As short syne broken-hearted. 

Fu' aft at e'en wi' dancing keen. 

When tt' were blytlic and merry, 
I C4ir'U nn by, sao sad was I, 

In absence of my dearie. 
But, praise bo blest, my mind's at rest, 

I'm happy wi' my Johnny: 
At kirk anfl fair, I se aye be there, 

And be us canty's ony. 



COME BOAT ME O'ER TO CMARLIE. 
Tune—" O'er the water to Charlie." 

Come boat me o'er, comfl row me o'or. 

Come boat me o'er taC'harlic; 
I'll gie John Ross anither bawbee, 

Tu boat mc o'er to Charliu. 

CHOEUS. 

We'll o'er the water and o'er the sea, 
We'll o'er the water to Charlie : 

Come weal, come woo, we'll gather and go 
And live 6r dfo wi* Charlie. 

1 lo'e wool my CliarUe*8 name, 

T^o' soBse mere b6^ abhor nun : 
But olutesae anU Jilok gSLvn bamc, 

And cKrUe'tf flses befoFer hfm ! 



I swear and vow by moon and stars. 
And sun that shiuoa so oatly. 

If I had twenty thousand lives, 
I'd die as aft for Cluurlic. 



IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONNIE FACB 
Tune—" The Maid's Complaint.** 

It is na. Jean, thy lx>nnle face 

Nor aliape that I admire, 
Altho' thy beauty and thy grace 

Might wee! awake desire. 
Something, in ilka part o* thee, 

To praise, to love, I find; 
But dear as is thy form to mo. 

Still dearer is tny mJnd. 

Nae mair ongontons wish I hao, 

Nor stronger In my breast. 
Than if I canna mak thee sac. 

At least to sec the blest. 
Content am I, if Heaven shall give 

But happiness to thee : 
And as wi^ theo I'd wish to live. 

Fur thee I'd boar to dee. 



NITHSD ALE'S WELCOME HOME. 

The noble Maxwell's and their powers 

Are coming o'er the Border, 
And they'll gae blsg Terreagles towers, 

And set them a' m order. 
And they declare Terreagles fair. 

For their above they chnse it ; 
Tliero's nae a heart In a* the land, 

Bnt's lighter at the news o't. 

Tho' stars in skies may disappear. 

And angry tempests gather ; 
The happy honr may soon bo near, 

Ttiat brings us pleasant weatiier: 
Tlie weary night o' care and grief 

May hae a Joyfnl morrow : 
So dawning day has brought relief— 

Fareweelour night o' sorrow ! 



MY COLLIER LADDIE. 
Tune~"The CoUier Laddie.". 

" Where live ye, my bonnle lass ? 

And ttili mo what they ca* ye '/" 
" My name,'* she says, *' is ]^trcss Jean, 

And I follow the CoUlor Laddio." 
'^My name," she says "is Mistress Jean, 

And I foUow the Colllor Laddie." 

" Oh see yon not yon hills and dales, 
Tho sun shines on sae brawlie ! 

They a' are mine, and they shall be thhic, 
Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie : 

They a' are mine, and they shall be tliUic, 
Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie. 

" Ye shall gang in gay attire, 

Weel busklt up sae gaudy ; 
And ane to wjiit on every hand. 

Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie. 
And ane to wait on every hand : 

Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie." 

" Tlio' ye ha'd a* the son shines on. 
And the earth conceals sae lowly: 

I wad turn my back on you and it a*. 
And embrace my Collier Laddie ; 

I wad turn my back on yon and it a'. 
And embrace my C<^er Laddie. 

•' I can win my Hve pennies in a day, 
And spent at night fu' brawlie ; 

And moke my bf d Iii: the Collier's neuk. 
And lie d0Wii wf Ay Collier Laddio. 

And make. lay bed In the Collier's nenk. 
And He dowil Id* tty CoDler Laddie. 



VOU^O JAMliS, PltlBE OF A' HlK PLAIN. 



*^Lilve for lure Is the bargain for me, 
Tlio' the wee eot-hoose shooM hand me ; 

And the world before me to win mj bread, 
And fair fb* mj Cfdller Laddie ; 

And the world before nM to win my bread, 
And fuhr fa' my CoUIer Laddie." 

AS I WAS A-WANDEBING. 
Tune—'' Rinn Mendial mo Mhealladh." 

'As I wa9 a-wanderlng one midfommer e*enln*, 
The pipers and yonngstcrs were piaUog their 
game; 

Aniang them I spied my faithless fanse lorer, 
Which bled a* the wounds o' ^y d<^iir agmln. 

Weel, since he has left me, my pleasure go wi* 
nim; 

I may be distress'd, bat I winna complain; 
I flatter my fancy I may get anither. 

My heart it shall nerer be broken tor ane. 

I conldna get sleeping till dawnln* for frrcetin\ 
The tears trickled down like the hail and the 
rain; 

Had I no got greetin*, my heart wad a bn4icn, 
For oh I love forsaken's a tormenting palu. 

Althongh he has left me for greed o' the siller, 
I dinna envy him the gains he can win ; 

I rather wad Dear a* the Ude of my sorrow, 
Than oyer hae acted sae faithless to him. 



T£ JACOBITES BT NAME. 

TVfM— " Ye Jacobites by name." 

Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear ; 
Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear; 
Ye Jacobites Dv name, 
Yonr fautes I will proclaim. 
Your doctrines I mann blame— 
Yon shall hear. 

What is right and what is wrang; by the law, by 
the law? 
What is right and what is wrang, by the law ? 
IVhat is right and what is wrang r 
A short sword and a lang, 
A weak arm and a Strang 
For to draw. 

Whal makes heroic strife, fam'd afar. fam*d afar? 
What makes heroic strife, fam*d afar? 
What makes heroic strife ? 
To whet th* assassin's knife, 
Or hunt a parent's life 
Wi* blaldle war. 

Then let your schemes alone, in the state, in the 
state; 
Then let year schemes alone. In the state ; 
Then let your schemes alone. 
Adore the rising sun. 
And leave a man undone 
TO Us fate. 



LADT MABY AXIS, 

flfVue— " Craigton*s growing." 

On Lady Mary Ann looked o'er the castle wa' ; 
8he saw three bonnie boys playing at the ba' ; 
The youngest he was the flower amang them a'— 
My bonnie laddie's young, but he's growin' yet. 

Oh father ! oh father 1 an ye think it flt, 
We'll send hbn a year to the eoUege yet : 
We'll send a green ribbon round about his hat, 
And that will let them ken he's to marry yet! 

Lady Mary Ann was a flower i* the dew, 
Sweet was its smell and bonnie was its hue ; 
And the langer it biossom'dthe sweeter it grew; 
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Young Charlie Cochrane was the sprout of an 

alk; 
Bonnie and bloomhi' and straught was It smake : 
The sun took delight to shine fbr its sake, 
And it will be the brag o* the forest yet. 

The simmer is gane when the leaves they are 

green. 
And the days are awa* that we hae seen: 
Bnt far better days I trust wfli come again. 
For my bonnie laddie's young, but he% growin' 

yet. 

OUT OVER THE FORTH. 
7\me—** Charlie Gordon's welcome hame.*' 

Oct over the Forth I looked to the north. 

But what is the north and its Highlands to mo? 
The south nor the east gie ease to my breast. 

The far foreign land, or the wild-^vlling sea. 
Bat I look to the west, when I gae to rest. 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may 
be; 
For far in the west lives ho I lo'e best. 

The lad that is dear to my baby and me. 



THE CARLES 0' DY8ART. 

Up wi' the carles o' Dysart, 
And the lads o' Bnckhaven, 

And the kimmers o* Largo, 
And the lasses o' Leven, 



CHORUS. 



He 



For the lily la the Imd will be bonnier y 



T' 



ey, ca' through, ca' through. 
For we hae melkle ado ; 
Hey, ca' through, ca' throuf^ 
fx>r we hae melkle ado. 
We hae tales to tell. 

And we hae sangs to sing; 
We hae pennies to spend. 
And we hae pints to bring. 

We'll live a' our days, 

And them that come behin*. 
Let them do the like. 
And spend the gear they win. 
Hey, ca' through, ca' through, 

For we hae melkle ado; 
Hey, ca' through, ca* through. 
For we hae melkle ado. 



LADY ONLIE. 
TYfiie— ''The Ruffian's Rant." 

A' TBB lads o' niomie-bank. 

When they gae to the shore o' Bucky, 
They'll step in and tak a pint 

WI' Lady Onlie, honest Lucky! 

CHORUS. 

Lady Onlie, honest Lncky, 
Brews good ale at shore o' Bncky, 

I wish her sale for her gnde ale. 
The best on a* the shore o* Bucky. 

Her house sae Men, her cnrch sae dean, 

I wat she Is a dainty chncky : 
And cheerlle blinks the ingle-gleed 
Of Lady Onlie. honest Lucky; 
Lady Onlie, himest Lucky, 

Brews good ale at shores o' Bucky. 
I wf»h her sale of her gnde ale, 
Tlio best on a* the shore of Bucky 



YOUKO JAMIE, PRIDE OF A' THE PLAIN. 

TVuie— ** The carlln o* the glen." 

YouMO Jamie, pride of a' the plain, 
Hae gallant and sae gay a swala ; 
Through a* our lasses he did rove, 
And ragn*d resistless Idng of love : 



IM 



lldUNS* POtitlcAL VVOAKS. 



Bat now wi* sighs aud starting tears, 
]lo stray fl ainnnK tlic woods and briers ; 
Or in the gleus uud roclcy caves 
He sad, complaining, dowie ravos : 

*' I wha sae late did range and rovei 
Aud changed with every moon my love, 
I little thought the time was near, 
Bepentance I should bay sae dear : 
The slighted molds my torment sec. 
And laugh at a' the pangs I dree ; 
While sne, my crnol, scomfa* fair. 
Forbids me e er to see her mair !'^ 

JENNY'S A WAT, POOR BODY. 

7^/i»e— ** Coming through the Rye." 

Coxnro through the rye, poor body. 

Coming through the rye, 
She draiglet a' her petticoatle, 
Coming through ttie rye, 
Jenny's a' wat, poor body, 

Jenny's seldom dry; 
She draiglet a' her petticoatle, 
Coming throngli the rye. 

(iln a body meet a body 

Coming through the rye, 
(}in A body IcIhr a body, 

Need a WHly cry ? 
Crhi a iKMly meet a body 

Coming through the glen, 
Cjin a body kiss u l)ody. 

Need tlie world ken ? 

THE CARDIN O'T. 
Tune—" Salt flsli and dnmplins." 

I coFT a stane o' haslocic woo\ 
To malce a coat to Johnny o*t; 

For Johnny is ray only jo, 
I lo'e Itim best of ony yet. 

cnonus. 

The cardin' o't, the spinniu' o't. 
The warpin' o't, the winnin' o't ; 

When illcR ell cost mo a groat, 
Tlie tailor staw tlie llnin' o't. 

For though his loclcs be lyart gray. 
And though his brow Im^ held aooon ; 

Yet I hoe Keen him on a day, 
Ttie pride of a' the parishcn, 

TO THEE, LOVD NITH. 
To tlicc, lov'd NIth, thy gladsome plains. 

Where late wi' careless thought I rang'd. 
Though prest wi' care and sunk in woe. 

To thee I bring a heart unchanged.. 

I love thee, Nlth. thy banks and braes, 
Tlio* mom'ry there my bosom tear : 

For there he rov'd that brake my heart. 
Yet to that heart, ah ! still how dear ! 



SAE FAR AWAY. 



I 



Tune—** Dalkeith Maiden Bridge." 
Oh. sad and lieavy should I part 

Itiit for her sake sae far awa'; 
rnknowing what my way may thwart, 

My native land sae far awa . 
Thou that of a' things Alaker art. 

That fonn'd this Fair sae far awa*, 
Oie t>ody strength, and I'll ne'er start 

At this my way sae far awa'. 

How true is love to pure desert. 

So love to her sae far awa* : 
And nocht can heal my bosom's smart, 

Willie, oh ! she is sae far awa'. - 
2inne other love, nano other dart, 
/ /e^/ but hcr\ sae far awa' : 
-^£ /«/rer iioFcr toDch 'da heart, ' . 
TAan ber% yte Fair Me far awa*. 



W.VE IS MY IltLAJat. 

Tune—** Wao is my heart.** 

Wab is my heart, and the tear's in mj o'c $ 
Lang, laug, Joy's been n stranger to me: 
Forsaken and frieitdless, my burden I beai'« 
And the sweet voice o' pity ne'er sounds in my 
ear. 

Love, thou hast pleasures, and deep hae I 

loved: 
Love, thou hast sorrows, and salr ha« I proved ; 
Bat this bmistd heart that now bleeds in my 

breast, 
I can feci by its throbbings will soon be at rest. 

Oh, if I were happy, where happy I hae been ! 
Down by yon stream, and yon bonnie castle- 

green ; 
For there he is wand'ring, and mnsing on me, 
Wha wad soon diy the tear f rao Phillis's e'e. 

.VMANO THE TREES. 
Tmhc—** The King of France, lie rade a Race." 

Amano the trees, where hamming bees 

At buds and flowers were hinging, O ! 
Anld Caledon drew oat her drone. 

And t(» her pijKt was singing, O ! 
'Twos pibroch, sang, strathspey, or reels, 

She dirl'd them off f n' clearly, O ! 
When there cam a yell o* foreign squccls. 

That dang licr tapsalteerle, O ! 

Their capon craws and qneer ha ha's. 

They made our lugs grow eerie, O ! 
Tlie hungry byke did scr»|)e and pike 

Tin we were wae and weary, O ! 
But a royal ghaist, wha ance was cased 

A prisoner aughteen year awa'. 
Ho flrcd a fiddler hi the North 

That dang them tapsalteerle, O! 

THE HIGHLAND I^VDDIE. 
Turn— ** It thon'lt play rac fair play." 

" The bonniest lad that e'er I saw, 

Bonnie laddie, Highhmd laddie; 
Wore a plaid, and was f n' braw, 

Bonnie Highland laddie. 
On his head a bonnet blue, 

Bonnie laddie. Highland laddie ; 
His loyal heart was Arm and true, 

Bonnie HighUind Uddle.** 

** Trumpets sound, and cannons roaft 

Bonnie lassie. Lowland lassie : 
And a' the hills wl* echoes roar, 

Bonnie Lowland lassie, 
(ilory, honour, now invite, 

Bonnie lassie. Lowland lassie. 
For freedom and mv king to fight, 

Bonnie Lowland lassie?* 

**■ The sun a backward conne shall take, 

Bonnie laddie. Highland laddie. 
Ere aught thy manly courage shake, 

Bonnie Highland laddie, 
(lO ! for yourself procure renown, 

Bonnie laddie. Highland laddie ; 
And for your lawful king, his crown, 

Bonnie Highland laddie.** 

BANNOCKS O* BARLEY. 
Tun»-** The KiUogie.** 

BAinrocKs o* bear meal. 

Bannocks o* barley : 
Here's to the Hlghlandman*8 

Bannocks o' barley. 
Wha in a brnlzie 
, Will first ciy a parley ? 
L .'^^'Kc tlie lads wi* 



fiannockfl o* bear mool, 

Bannocks o* barley ; 
Hero's to the land wi* 

The bannocks o' barley. 
Wha In his wac-days 

Were loyal to Charlie ? 
Wha but the Uids wi* 

The bannocks o' barley. 

ROBIN 8HUUE IN HAIfiST. 
CHOBUS. 

BoBiH shore in halrst, 

I Hharo wl' him ; 
Ficnt aheukhad I, 

Yet I stack by hhn. 

I prncd np to Danse 
To warp a web o* plaiden; 

At his daddie'syett. 
Wha met me bnt Bobin? 

Was na Robin banld. 

Though I was a cottar, 
Play'd me sic a trick, 

And me the elder's dochtor! 

Robhi promised mo 

A' my winter vittlc ; 
FIcnt hact he had but three 

Goose feathers and a whittle. 

SWEETEST MAY. 

HWGBTEST May, let love inspire thcc ; 
Take a heart which he desires thee ; 
As thy constant slaye regard it ; 
For its faith and troth reward it. 

Proof o* shot to birth or money, 
Not the wealthie bnt the bonnie ; 
Not high-bom, bnt noble-minded, 
In love's silken band can bind it, 

THE LASS OY ECCLEFECUAN. 

Tune-'' Jacky Latin." 

Oh, gat me, oh, gat ye me. 
Oh, gat ye me wl' naething? 
ock and reel and spinning-wheel, 
A niickle Quarter basin, 
ye attoor, my gatcher has 
A hcich house and a laigh anc, 
.' forbye my bonnie ser. 
The lass of Ecclefechan." 

Oh. hand your tongue now, Luckie Laing, 

Oh, hand your tongue and Jauner; 

hold the gate till yon I met, 

Sync I began to wonder : 

tint my whistle and my sang, 

I tint my peace and pleasure : 

ut yonr green graff, now. Luckie Laing, . 

Wad uirt me to my treasure." 



ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE. lOf 

The lav'rock in the morning she'll rise frae her 
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BOTTLE AND 
FRIEND. 



AN HONEST 



IlF.nR's a bottle and an honest friend ! 

Wha wad ye wish for mair, mon 1 
WIm kens, before his life may end. 

What his sliare may be o' care, man? 
Tlien catch the moments as they fly. 

And use them as ye ought, man:— 
Beilove me, happiness is shy, 

.Vnd comes na aye when songht, man. 

ON A PLOUGHMAN. 

I was a-wand'ring ane morning In spring, 
leard a yoong ploughman sae sweetly 

sing; 
d as he was singing, these words he did sa 
>re*8 nae life like the jripogluiuui's in tlie 

mootli o* BW99tMMy, 

F 



to 



tlic 



nest. 

And mount to the air wi* the dew on her breast. 
And wl* tlie merry ploughman she'll whistle and 

sing, 
And at night she'll return to her nest back 

again. 



THE WEARY FUND O' TOW. 
7Y«««— "The weary pund o' tow." 

Thb weary pund, the weary pund, 

The weary pund o' tow ; 
1 think my wife will end her life. 

Before slie spin her tow. 

I bought my wife a stane o' lint, 
As grude as e'er did grow : 

And a' tliat she has made o that, 
Is ae poor pund o' tow. 

Tliere sat a bottle in a boie, 

Bcyont the Ingle low. 
And aye she took the tither sonk. 

To drouk the stonrie tow. 

Quoth I, " For shame, ye dirty dame, 
(Jao spin yonr tap o' tow I" 

She took the rock, and wi' a knock 
She brak it o'er my pow. 

At last her feet— I sang to see't— 
(iaed foremost o'er the knowe; 

And or I wad anither Jaud, 
ril wallop in a tow. 



THE LADDIES BY THE BANKS O* NrTH.^ 

AN ELECTION BALLAD. 

Tune—'^'' Up and waur tlicm a'." 

The iaddies by the banks o' Nlth 
Wad trust his Oraco wl' a*, Jamie : 

Bat he'll sair them as he sair'd the king— 
Turn tail and rin awa', Jamie. 

CHORUS. 

Up and wanr them a', Jamie, 

Up and wanr them a'; 
Tha Johnstons hae the groldln' o't, 

Ye turncoat Whigs, awa'. 

The day lie stude his country's friend. 

Or glcd her faes a claw. Jamie, 
Or fruo puir man a biessin' wan. 

That day the Dnke ne'er saw, Jamie. 

Bnt wha is he, his country's boast ? 

Like him there is na twa. Jamie ; 
There's no a cailant tents the kye. 

But kens o' Westerha'. Jamie. 

To end tlie wark, here's Whistleblrck, 
Lane may his whistle blaw, Jamie : 

And Maxwell trne o' sterling blue. 
And we'll l>e Johnstons a', Jamie. 

ON CAPTAIN FRANCIS OROSE,238 

THR CBLEBRATKD ANTIQUAKUN. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dylng. 
So whip ! at the summons old Satan came flying. 
But when he approached where poor Francis 

lav moaning, 
And 'saw each bed-post with Its burden a- 

gronnlng. 
Astonished, confounded, cried Satan, ♦* By O— , 
I'll want 'im ere I take such a damnable load!'* 



ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE. 

O DEATH, hadst thou bnt spared his llfe^ 
Whom iT« l\d'& 4lVs \acav«^\.\ 



loi 



Eren ah ho Ia, canld In his ffraff, 
Tho Hwan we yet will clo't ; 

Tak thou the CArlin'n carcase aff, 
'nioirso get the saul to boot. 



tiCBNS* i*0£TICAL WOftittl. 
LINES 



AXOTHEIl ON HIS WIDOW. 

OxE Qneoii Artoinisn. as old stories tell. 

When deprived of lu-r husband she lovbd so 

well, 
In respect for thu love aud affection ho'd showed 

her. 
She reduced him to dnst, and she drank off the 

powder. 

Hut Queen Kcthorplacc, of a different com- 
plexion 

When cnllM on to order the funeral direction. 

Would have eat her dead lord, on a slender 
pretence, 

Not to show her respect, bat— to save the ex- 
pense. 

ON ELPIIIN.STONES TRANSLATION OF 

MARTIAL'S EPIGRAMS. 

O Tiior whom Poetry abhors, 
Whom Prose has turned out of doors! 
llcanlst thou that ^roan— proceed no farther, 
'Twas laureird Martial roaring murder. 

ON MTS8 J. SCOTT OF AYR. 

Oh, had each Scot of ancient times, 
licen Jeanie Scot, ns thou art; 

Tiic bravest heart on English ground. 
Had yielded like a coward. 

ON AN ILLITERATE GENTLEMAN, 

WHO HAD A FINE LIBRAHY. 

FuEB through tho leaves, ye maggots, make 
your windings ; 

I>ut for tlic owner's sake, oh, spare the bind- 
ings ! 

WRITTEN 

UNDER THE PICTURE OV THE CELEBRATED MISS 

BUKSS.2W 

Cease, ye prudes, your envious railings, 
l^tvcly Burns has charms— confess : 

True it is, she had one failing- 
Had a woman ever less? 

WRITTEN ON A PANE OP GLASS 

IN THE IXN AT MOFFAT.ZW 

Ask why God made the gem so small. 
And why so huglie the granite? 

liccanso (}od meant mankind should set 
Tlie higher value on It. 



WRITTEN AND PRESENTED 
MRS. KEMBLK, 

ON 8EEIX0 HER IX TIIB CHARACTER <W TAI 
DUXTRIEA THEATRE, 1794. 

Kemble, tlioa cnr*8t my unbelief. 

Of Moses and his rod ; 
At Yarico's sweet notes of crricf. 

The rock with tears had flowed. 

LINES 

WRITTEN ON A PRW IN THE KIRK OF LAMING' 
IN CLYDESDALE. 

A CAULD, cauld kirk, and ln*t but few, 
A eaivlder minister never spak: 

His sermon made ns a* turn blue. 
But it's be warm ere 1 come back. 



THE SOLEMN 



LEAGUE 
HANT.W3 



AND CO 



F R A G M E N T.2« 

The black-headed eagle 

As keen as a beagle. 
He hunted owre height and owre howc. 

But fell in a trap 

On the* braes o' Oemappes, 
E'en let him come oat as he dowe. 

ON INCIVILITY SHOWN IIIM AT INVE- 
RARY.2" 

Whoe'er he be that sojoams here. 

I pity much his case. 
Unless he come to wait ai>on 

The Lord their God, his Grace. 

There's naethlng here Imt Higliland pride, 
And Highland soab and lifanf«r } 

If Provldenoe has eent bm mm, 
'Tvras surely te Ms angsr. 



The Solemn Loagae and Covenant 
Cost Scotland tilood— cost Scotland tears 

But it seal'd freedom's sacred canse— 
If thou'rt a slave, indnlgo thy sneers. 



ON A CERTAIN PARSON'S L^KS, 

That there is falsehood in his looks 

I must and will deny ; 
They say their master is a knave— 

And sure they do not lie. 



ON SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT 
LORD GALLOWAY. 

What dost thou in that mansion fair? 

Flit, Galloway, and And 
Some narrow, dirty, dange<m cave, 

Tlie picture of thy mhiu I 

ON THB SAME. 

No Stewart art thou, Galloway, 
The Stewarts all were brave; 

Besides, the Stewarts were bat fools. 
Not one of them a knave. 

ON THE SAME. 

IkiioHT ran thy line, O GaUotray ! 

Through manv a for-famcd sirt— 
So ran the far-famed Roman way, 

Ho ended la a mire. 



TO THE SAME. 

ON THE AUTHOR BBINQ TBi^EATKirSD 

' RBSBKTaixirr. 

Spare mo thy venceanee, Galloway, 

In quiet let mo UVe: 
I ask no kindness at thy hand. 

For tliou hast none to give. 

ON AN EMPTY FELLOW, 
WHO IN COXPAKT BHOROSSBD THE CONTERSA' 
WITH AN ACCOUNT OF HIS ORBAT CONEEKIO 

No more of your titled acquaintances boas 
And what nobles and gentles yoa've seei 

An Insect is still but an insect at most, 
Tho* it crawl on the cnri of a Queen! 

LINES WRITTEK ON A PANE OF OLA 

ON THE OCOASIOV OF A NATZOKAL THAISBMH 
FOB A KAYAL TICTOBT. 

Ye hjpocrltes ! are these your pranks?— 
To murder iseii and gle God thanks! 
For shanMl gtooV* pvocMd n* frntber- 
God wtn't accept yoar tlwiln for Bartlm 



OS A SCHOOLMASTER. 
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THE TRUE LOYAL NATIVES.*" 

iTb trao " Loyal Katlves," attend to idj soag; 
n uproar aud riot rejoice tbe night long; 
•"rom envy and liatrod rour corpa is exempt ; 
3ut where 14 your shield from tire darte of con- 
tempt '/ 

INSCRIPTION OK A GOBLEl 

BELOXOIKO TO MB. STUB. 

Tdbbe's death in the cnp— sae beware ! 

Nay, more, there is danger m touclung: 
But wiia can avoid the fell snare ? 

The man and hia wine's sae bewitcliijigl 

THE CREED OP POVERTY.*" 

In politics if thon would'st mix, 

And mean thy fortunes t>e ; 
Bear this in naiad, he deaf an4 bUod, 

Let great folks bear and see. 

LINES 
rniTTBai bztbmvobb ih a LADT'9 pockbt-book. 
•UAKT me, imlalgcnt lleaven! tliat I may live 
u see the miscreants feel the pains they give ; 
)oal freedom's sacred treasures free as air. 
Mil slave and despot be but things which were. 

EPISTLE TO JOUN TAYL0R.2W 
WrrH Pegasus upon a day, 

ApoUo weary nving. 
Through frosty hula the Jonmey lay, 

On foot the way was plying. 

Poor slip-shod giddy Pegasus 

Was but a sorry walker ; 
To Vulcan then ApoUo goes, 

To get a frosty caiker. 

Obliging Vulcan fell to work, 
Tlirew by his coat and bonnet. 

And did Sol's business in a crucK ; 
Sol paid liim with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan's sons of Wanlockhcad, 

PItT my sad disaster; 
My Piegasns Is pooriy shod— 

I'U pay you like my master. 

TO MISS FONTENBLLl!:, 
ON SEEINQ USB IS A ^AVOUBITB CUARACTEB. 

Sweet naivete of feature. 

Simple, wild, eniAanting elf, 
Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 

Thon art acting but thyself. 

Were thou awkwaid, stiff, affected. 
Spurning nature, torturing art, 

Loves and graces all rejected. 
Then indeed thou d'st act a part. 

EXCISEMEN UNIVERSAL. 

VRITTBir OV A WINDOW.M? 

E men of wit an4 wealth, why all this fnaaring 

■ainst poor excisemen ? give the (^aose a hear- 
ing. 

liat are your landlords* rent-rolls ?—taxb]g 
ledgers: 

liat premiers? whxtt even monarchs? mighty 
gangers: 

ay, what are priests, those seeming godty wise 
men? 

ON JESSY LEWAR9.«« 
Talk nqt to ine of savage 

From AfMc's burning sun. 
No savage e>r could rend nqy heart. 

As, Jestf , thou baat done. 



But Jessy's iovciy liand in mine, 

A mutual faith to plight. 
Not even to view the heavenly choir 

Would bo so blest a siglit. 

TOAST TO THE 8AME..i«3 

Fill me with the rosy wine. 
Call a toast— a toast divine ; 
Give the Poet's darling flume, 
Lovely Jessy be the name : 
Then thon maycst freely boast 
Tliou hast given a peerless tuust. 

EPITAPH ON THE SAME.?"© 

Sat, sages, wliat's the charm on earth 

Can turn death's dart aside ? 
It is not purity and worth, 

Else Jessy had not died. 

TO ThFsAME. 

But rarely seen since Nature's birth, 

Hie natives of the sky ; 
Yet still one seraph's left on cartli, 

For Jessy did not die. 

GRACES BEFORE MEAT. 

Some hae meat and canna eat, 
Ami some would eat that waul it ; 

But wc Iiao meat, and we can cut, 
Sae let the Lord bo thank it. 

On Thou, in whom we live and move, 
Who mnd'st the sea and shore; 

Thy goodness constantly we prove. 
And grateful would auore. 

And if it please thee, Pow'r above, 
Still grant us, with such store, 

Tlic friend we trust, the fair wc love, 
And wc desire no more. 

ON A HEXPECK'D~COUNTltY SQUIRE. 

As father Adam first was fool'd, 
A case that's still too conunon, 

Here lies a man a woman rul'd— 
Tlie devil mi'd the woman. 

ON Joinr DOVE. 

INNKEEPER, M A U C II L I N E. 

Ueue lies Johnny Pid^'eon ; 
What was his religion '/ 

Wha e'er desires to ken. 
To some other warl' 
Mann follow the carl, 

For here Johnny Pidgeon had uane ! 

Strong ale was ablution. 
Small Deer, iiersecntlon. 

A dram was memento mori; 
Bnt a full flowing bowl 
Was the Joy of his soul, 

Aud port was celestial glory. 

ON~WAT. 

Sic a reptile was Wat, 

Sic n mtsereaot stave. 
That the very worms damn'd hhn. 

When laid in his grave. 
** In his flesh therc^s a famine," 

A stanr'd reptile cries ; 
" And his heart is rank poison,'* 

Another replies. 

ON A SCHOOLMASTER. 
IN GLBT8R PARISH, FIPE8HIRB. 

Herb lie WiUie Michie's banes. 
Oh Satan I when ye tak him, 

Gie him the schoolin* of your weans; 
For derer deihi Uo'tt mak 'cm! 
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BURNS' 1*0ETICAL W0KK8. 



ON MR. W. CRUIKSUA1IK8. 

UoxEST Will's to Heaven sane, 
And mony shall lament him; 

His faults the J a' In Latin lay, 
In £ngli8h uane o'er kent them. 

FOR WILLIAM NICOL. 
Yb maffgots, feed on Nicol's brain. 

For few sic feasts Ton've ffotten : 
You've gut a prize o Willie s heart, 

For deil a bll o't's rotten. 



ON W- 



8T0P thief ! dumo Nature cried to Death, 
As Willie drew his latest breath; 
You have my choicest model ta'en, 
How bhall I make a fool again? 

ON THE SAME. 

Rvn gently, turf, upon his breast. 
His chicken heart s so tender;— 

lint rear huge castles on his head, 
ills skull will prop them under. 

ON GABRIEL RICHARDSON, 

BRKWER, DUMFRIES. 

Here Brewer Uabrlei's fire's extinct. 

And empty all his barrels ; 
He's blcHt— if as he brew'd the drink— 

In upright, iionest morals. 

ON JOHN B U8HIJ Y, 

WniTER, DCMFRIKS. 

HERE^Ies John Bush by, honest man ! 
C'lieat him, Devil, if you can. 



ON THE POETS DAUGHTER. 

Here lies a rose, a budding rose, 

Bla.stcd l>cfore its bloom , 
Whose innocence did sweets disclose 

Beyond that flower's perfume. 

To those wlio for her loss are griev'd. 

Tills consolation's given- 
She's from a world of woo rellev'd. 
And blooms a rose in heaven. 



ON A PICTtHE 

BErRESENTINO JACOB'S DREAM. 

Drab , I'll gie you some advice, 

Yon'll tak it no uncivil : 
Yon shonldna paint at angels mair. 

But try and paint the devil. 

To paint an angel's kittle wark, 
Wi' anld Nick there's less danger ; 

Yon'll easy draw a wrel-keiit face. 
But no aae weel a stranger. 



THE LASS O' BALLOCHMYLE. 
7Vf«e— "Miss Forbes' Farewell to Banff.' 

TwAS even— the dewy fields were green. 

On every blade the pearlies hang: 
The zephyr wanton'd round tiio bean. 

And bore Its fragrant sweets ahing: 
Ik ev'ry glen the mavis sang. 

All nature list'ning seem'd the while. 
Except where greenwood echoes rang, 

Amang the braes o' BaUochmyle. 

With careless step J ottWBfA stray'd, 
*.JSf^ ***''* njoic'd In iiAture'« Joy, 

A mMJdca tAr I cJianc'd to spy ; 



Her look was like the morning's eye. 
Her air like nature's vernal smile, 

Perfection whtoper'd. passing by. 
Behold the lass o' Ballochmyuj ! 

Fair is the mom in flow*ry May, 

And sweet is night in antanui mild; 
When roving thro* the garden umj^ 

Or wand'ruig in the lonely wild ; 
But woman, Katare's darling child ! 

There all her charms she does compil; 
Ev'n there her other works are foil'ti 

By the bounie lass o' BaUochmyle. 

Oh, had she been a coontry maid. 

And I the happy country swain! 
Tho* shelter'd in the lowest shed 

That ever rose on Scotland's plain, 
Tliro' weary winter's wind and rain ; 

With Joy, with raptnre, I woold toil ; 
And nightly to my bosom strain 

The bonnie lass o' BaUochmyle. 

Then pride might climb the sllpp'ry steep, 

Where fame and honours lofty shine ; 
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep. 

Or downward seek the Indian mine; 
Give mo the cut below the pine. 

To tend tlie flocks, or tUl the soil, 
And ev'ry day have Joys divine 

With the bonnie lass o' BaUodmiyle. 



ON A YOUNG LADY.»l 

BBSIDINO ON THE BAIIKS OF TBE SMALL KIVEX 
DEVON, IN CLA0KMANVAN8HIBE, BCT WHOSE 
INFANT TEABS WBRB SPCHT IN ATB8HIBE. 

i4<r-"Tho Pretty Milkmaid." 

How pleasant the banks of the clear-wiiidins 
Devon, 
With green-spreading bu&hcs, and flowers 
blooming fair ! 
But the bonniest flower on the banks of the 
Devon, 
Was once a sweet bud on the braes <rf (he .\.vr. 

MUd be the sun on this sweet blushing flon-er. 
In the gay rosy mom as it bathes in tlie dew : 

And gentle the full of the soft Tvroal shower. 
Tlmt steals on tho evening each leaf to renew. 

Oh, spare the dear blossom, yo orient brerze^ 
With chiU hoary wing as ye asbcr the dawn! 

And far be thou distant, thou repHle tliat seize >t 
The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn! 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies. 

And England triumphant display Ler prood 
rose * 
A fairer than either adorns the green vallers 

Where Devon, sweet Dcvmi, mcanderiogflowt. 



CASTLE-OORDON. 

ri/we-^Morag.' 

Htbkams that glide in orient plains 
Never bonnd by winter's cluuns; 
Glowing here on goldensands. 
There commiz'd with fonlest stains 
From Tyranny's emporpled bends : 
These, their rkhly-ijleamlng wares, 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle-Gordon. 

Spicy forests, ever gay, 
Shaaing from the bnming ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toU, 
Or the ruthless native*8 way. 
Bent on slaughter, blood, and qx^: 
Woods that erer rerdant wave, 
\ \«a.v« \\A lycvsL^ wad the slave : 
0\v« tQ% 1\A vtwQ« ^^A^VilVs Vcv^ 
IVitt %\.otin»x^ vlMitVbA^R^iim. 



PB0L015UE. 
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Wildly horCfVit boat control, 
Natnre reigns and mlcB the whole ; 
In that sober, pensive mood, 
Dearest to the feeling soni, ^ ^ 
She plants the forest, pours the flood; 
Life's poor day I'll mosUig rave, 
And find at night a sheltering cave. 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave, 
By bonnle Castle-€k>rdon. 

FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 
SCBHE8 of woe and scenes of pleasarc. 

Scenes that former thoughts renew, 
Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 

Kow ft sad and last adieu t 

Bonnie Doon, sao sweet at gloomin\ 
Fare thee weel, betore 1 gang! 

Bonnie Doon, whare, early roamin*, 
First i weaved the rustic sang! 

Bowers, adieu ! whare love, decoying, 
First enthrnllM this heart o' mine ! 

There the saftest sweets enjoving— 
Sweets that memory ne'er shail tyne 

Friends, so near my bosom ever, 
Ye bae rendered moments dear, 

Bnt, alas ! when forced to sever. 
Then the stroke, oh, how severe ! 

Friends! that parting tear reserve It, 
Though 'tis doubly dear to me ! 

Could I think 1 did deserve it. 
How much happier would I be ! 

Scenes of woe and scenes of plensnrc, 
Scenes that former thoughts renew, 

Scenes of woe and scenes cif pleasure, 
Now a last and sad ndicu ! 



FRAGMENT 

OF AN ODE ON PRINCE CHARLES EDWARD S DIRTH 

DAY. 

False flatterer, Hope away! 
Nor think to lure us as in days of yore : 

We solemnise this sorrowing natal day. 
To prove our loyal truth— we can no more ; 

And owing Heaven's mysterious sway. 
Submissive, low, adore. 

Ye hononr'd mighty dead! 
Who nobly perish'd in the glorious cause. 
Your King, your country, and her Laws ! 

From great Dundee who, smiling, Victory 
led 
And fell a martyr in her arms, 
(What breast of northern ice bnt warms!) 
To tiold Balmerino's undying name. 
Whose soul of Are, lighted at Heaven's high 
flame. 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes 
claim. 

Not nnrevenged your fate sliall be, 

It only lags the fatal hour ; 
Your blood shail with incessant cry. 

Awaico at last th* nnspairing power : 
As from the dilf, with tnundcring course, 

The snowy ruin smokes along. 
With doubling speed and gathering force, 
Till deep it crashing whelms the cottage in the 

vale. 
Bo vengeance 

BRUCE TO HIS TROOPS, 
ox THE EVB of the BATTLE OF BANNOCSBUSfT. 

[As originally written by Bums.} 
Scots, wha hae wi* Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Brqce has aftea led : 
Welcome to your gory tfed, 



Now's the day and now's the hour, 
.Sec the front o' battle lower; 
See approach proud Edward's power- 
Chains and slaverie I 

Wha win be a traitor-knave? 
Wha can All a coward's grave 'i 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Let him turn and flee ! 

Wlia for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw. 
Free-man stand, or Free-man fa'. 
Let him follow me ! 

By oppression's woes and pains! 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain onr dearest veins, 
But they shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Lil)erty's in every blow ! 
LetusDO, orI>IE! 



REMORSE. 

FltOX THE POET'S COMMOXPJACE-BOOK. 

Of all the numerous ills that hurt onr peace. 
That press the soul, or wring the mind with an- 
guish. 
Beyond comparison the worst are those 
That to our folly or our guilt we owe. 
In every other circumstance, the mind 
Has this to say—" it was no deed of mine!" 
But w^hen to all the evil of misfortune 
This sting is added— ''Blame thy foolish self!'* 
Or worser still, the pangs of keen remorse : 
The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt— 
Of guilt, perhaps, where we've involvM others ; 
The young, the hinoccnt, who fondly loved us. 
Nay, more, that very love their cause of ruin ! 
Oh, bnming hell! in all thy store of torments. 
There's not a keener lash f 
Lives there a man so Arm, who, while his heart 
Feels all the bitter horrors of his crime. 
Can reason down its agonising throbs : 
And, after proper purpose of amendment. 
Can flrmly ferce his jarring thoughts to peace'/ 
Oh, happy ! happy ! cnviablo man ! 
Oh, glorious magnanimity of soul! 

PROLOGUE 

FOR MR. SUTHERLAND'S BENEFIT-NIQRT, DtTMFBlRS. 

What needs this din about the town o' Lon'on, 
How this new play and that new sang is comin*? 
Why is outlandish stuff sae meikle courted'/ 
Does nonsense mend, like whisky, when im- 

ported? 
Is there nae poet, bnming keen for fame. 
Will try to gie us sangs and plays at hame ? 
For comedy abroad he needna toil, 
A fool and Knave are plants of every soil : 
Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Greece 
To gather maiter for a serious piece; 
There's themes enough in Caledonian story. 
Would show the tragic Muse in a* her glory. 

Is there no daring hard will rise, and tell 
How glorious Wallace stood, how hapless fell? 
Where are the Muses fled, that could produce 
A drama worthy o* the name o* Briico ? 
How here, even here, he first nnshcath'd the 

sword, 
'Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ; 
And after mony a bloody, deathless doing, 
Wrench'd his dear country from the Jaws of 

ruin? 
Oh, for a Shakspeare or an Otway scene. 
Te draw the lovely, tiapless Scottish Queen! 
Vain all th« omuVotibtt^^ cA.HxMiftk *^GiK<raaK , 
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llUliNS' POETICAL WOItKS. 



She fell, but fell with s|)irit truly Roman, 

To glut the vengeance of a rivni woman; 

A woman— though th(* phase may seem uncivil— 

As able and as cruel as the Devil ! 

One Douglas lives in Home's hnmortal page, 

But Douglasses were heroes every age : 

And though your fathers, prodigal of life, 

A Douglas follow'd to the martial strife. 

Perhaps, if bowls row right, and Right succeeds, 

Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads ! 

As ye hae generous done, if a' the land 
Would take the Muses* servants bv the hand ; 
Mot onlv hear, but patronise, t>efrrend them, 
And wficrc yc justly can commend, cuiumend 

them: 
And aiblins when they whinn stand the test. 
Wink hard, and say the folks hue douo their 

best ! 
Would a' the land do this, then PIl be caution 
Ye'li soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation 
Will gur Fame blaw imtil her trumi>ct crack. 
And warslc Time and lay him on his bock ! 

For us, ond for our stage, should ony spier 
*^Wliase aught thaechiels maks a' this bustle 

here?' 
My best leg foremost, I'll set up my brow, 
we have the honour to belong to you ! 
We're your ain bairns, e'en guide ns as ye like, 
But, like good mithers, shore before ye strike. 
And gratcfu' still I hope ye'II over find us, 
For a the patronage and meikic kindness 
We've got frac a' professions, sets, and ranks ; 
Ood help ns! were but i>oor — j 

thanks. 



yo'se get btit 



EXTEMFOBE IX TIIE COURT OF SESSIOX 
Tune—"-' KiUiccranklo." 

LORD ADVOCATE. 

He clenched his pamphlets in his flst, 

He quoted and he hinted. 
Till In a dcclaroation-mlst. 

His argmncnt he tint it : 
He gap^d for't, he graipfed for't, 

He rand ft was awa% man ; 
But what his common sense came short 

He eked ft ont wl* law, man. 

MR. ERSKINE. 

Collected, Harry stood a wee. 

Then opcu'd out his arm, man : 
His lordship sat wi' rucfu' o'o. 

And eyed the gathering storm, man ; 
Like wind-driven hail, it did assail, 

Or torrents owro a linn, man : 
The R«neh sae wise, lift np their eyes, 

llalf-waQkened with the din, man. 



TRAOIO FRAGMENT. 

In my early y^ars, nothing less would senre mt 
than coortlng Um tragic m use. I was, I tbiidu' 
abont eighteen or nineteen when I sfcttcboA 
the ontUiMs of a traipedy, forsooth: but tbs 
bursting of a doad of Zamily raisfortimea, 
which bad for some time t'tareaCened us, pre- 
▼ented my farther progress. In those days, I 
nevor wrote down anything; so, except a 
speech or two, the wnole nas escaped my 
memory. The following, which I most dis- 
tinctly remember, was an exclamation from a 
great character— great hi occasional instances 
of generosity, and daring at times in TiHantos. 
He Is supnosed tf) meet with a chUiiof mlseiT, 
and exclaims to himself:— B. 

'' Aix devU as I am, i^ damnbd wretch, 
A hardened, AtahDorn, nnrepentlng ylllain, 
Still uoT heart melts ut human wretchedness ; 
And fmb shiccro thonirh nnavulllng stgbs 
I view the liolpless chlldi\ u ol distress. ■ 



With tears indignant I lichold tir oppressor 
Rejoicing in the honest mau^s dextniction, 
Whose unsubmitling heart was all his crime. 
Even you, ye helpless crew, I pity yon; 
Ye, whom the seeming good tmnK sin to pity: 
Ye poor, despised, abandoned vagabonds. 
Whom vice, as usnal, has tamed o'er to rain. 
Oh, bnt for kind, though lil-reqnlted friends, 
1 had been driven forth like yoa torknn. 
The most detested worthless wretch amouz 
you!" 



ROBERT BURNS* ANSWER. 

To Thomas Walker, Ochiltrk, tailor, who 

HAD WRITTEN BURNS A STRONQ LETTER OF BE- 
MOXSTR.VNCE. 

What ails ye now, ye lousy bitch. 
To tliresh my back at sic a pitch? 
Losh man ! hae mercy wi' your natch. 

Your bodkin's baold, 
1 didna snfler half sae much 

Frae Daddy Aald. 

What though at times, when I grow cronse, 
I gie their wames a random ponse, 
Is that enough for yon to sense 

Vonr servant sae ? 
Gac mind your scam, ye prick-tbe-lonse! 

And Jag the flao. 

King David, o' poetic brief, 
■ Wrought 'rnang the lasses sic mIsctaieL 
As flU'd his after life wi* grief 

And bloody rants, 
And yet he's rank'd amang the cblof 

O* langsyne saonts. 

And maybe Tarn, for a* my cants. 

My wicked rhymes, and drucken rants, 

I'll gie auld cloven Clooty's haunts 

An unco slip yet. 
And snngly sit amang the sannti. 

At Davie's hip yet. 

: Rut fcgs, the Session says I naaun 
<;ac fa' upon anither plan, 
Tlian garrin lasses coup the cran 

Clean beels owre bo^Ji 
And fairly thole their mlther's ban. 

Afore the howdy. 

This lends rac on to tell for sport 
How I did wi' the Session sort— 
Auld Ciinkmn at the Inner Port 

Cried three times, "Robbt! 
Come hither lad, and answer for't, 

Ye're blamed for JobUn'." 

wr pinch I put a Sunday's faeo on, 
And snooved awa' before the Seaalon— 
I made an open fair confession, 

I scom'd to lie ; 
And syne Mess John, beyond ezpressfain» 

Fell fool o* me. 

' A fornicator loun ho oall'd ma. 

And said my laa't frae bUss azneird ma; 

I own'd the tale was tnie lis telPd ma: 

*' Bnt wkat the matter,** 
Quo* I, " I fear, onlesa ye g«ld me, 

I'll ne'er bo bittiar." 

" Geld you !" quo' he, " and what tor no? 
If that your right hand, leg, or toe. 
Should ever prove yonr sp^rttnal foe. 

Von should remember 
To cut 1. all, and what for no 

Yonr dearest mentfwr? 

»Na. na," quo I, '' I'm no for that, 
Gelding's nao better than it's ca*t, ' 
I'd rather suffer for my faif t, 

A hearty fleWIt, 
As fair owre hip as Vcf cah draw*t. 

Though I sboidd me it 



VERSfiS AODRfiSSED TO J. 1{ANKIN£! 
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tn ye like to end the bother, 
Kse as a*. I've Jast ae ithor; 
next vfV jon Lihs I forgather. 

Whatever betide it, 
dUv gi'e hor't a' thegtther. 

And let her guide it." 

r, this pleased them warst ara, * 
icrefore. Tain, wlien that i saw, 
'* Qade-night,*' and cam awa*. 

And left the iSesslon ; 
they were resolvM a* 

On my oppression. 

?0£TS WELCOME TO HIS ILLEGITI- 
MATE CHILD.U2 

I welcome, wean ! mishantcr fa* me. 
It of thee, or of thy mammy. 
!ver danton me, or awe me. 

My sweet wee lady, 
blush when thou shalt ea' me 

Tit-ta, or daddy. 

oagc of my bonnio Betty, 
rly will kiss and daut thee, 
T and near my heart I set thee, 

Wi* as gndc will, 
he priests had seen rae get thee 

That's ont <? heii. 

:hongh they ca' me fornicator, 
ase my name in Itintra clatter : 
&ir they talk I'm kent the better. 

E'en let them clash : 
d wife's tongae's a feckles matter 

To gle ane fash. 

fmit o* mony a merry dint, 

iny toil is now a' tint. 

on came to the world asklent, 

Which fools may scoff at ; 
last plack thy part's be in't— 

The better half o't. 

thon be what 1 wonld hae thee, 
,k the oonnsel I shall gle thee, 
1' father I'll be to thee, 

If thon t>e spared : 
l^h all thy childish years I'll e'c thee. 

And think't weel wared. 

prant that thon may aye Inherit 
ither's person, grace, and merit, 
ly poor worthless daddy's spirit. 

Without his fallhis; 
please me mair to hear and see't, 

Than 8K>ckit mallins. 

VERSES 

3SED TO TH£ LAXDLADT OF THE IKN AT 
BOSLIN. 

lessings on yo«, sonsy wife ; 
e'er was here before ; 
ve gi'en as waKh for horn and knife, 
e heart conld wish for more. 

^en keep you free frac care and strife ; 
I far ayont fonrscore ; 
while I toddle on thiongh life, 
ne'er gang by your door 

TO A MEDICAL GENTLEMAN, 

fG HIM TO ATTBNO A MASONIC ANNIVSS* 
SART MEETING. 

roAT first's the day appointed, 
our Right Worshlpfnl anointed, 
'o hold our grand procession: 

yii a blaudo' Johnie's morals, 
taste a swatch o' Manson's barrals, 
' the way of our profession. 
r Master and the Brotherhood 
Tad a' be glad to seeyoa; 
or me I would be mair than proud 



To share the mercies wl' too. 
If death then, wi' scaith then, 

Some mortal heart is hcchtln*. 
Inform hJm, and storm hlm,2M 
That Saturday ye'U fecht him. 

KOBEBT BUBKS. 

LINES 

WSITTEN ON A WINDOW OF TUB GLOBE TAVEBN, 
DiniFRlES. 

The graybeard, old Wisdom, may boast of his 
treasures, 
Give mc with gay Folly to live ; 
I grant him his calm-blooded, time-settled idea- 
sures, 
But Folly has raptures to give. 

LINES ON STIRLING. 
WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN WIXQATE'S INN THESE. 

Here Stuarts once in glory rcign'd. 
And laws for Scotia's weel ordain'd : 
But now unroof 'd their palace stands. 
Their sceptre*8 sway'd by foreign hands. 
The Stuarts' native race is gone! 
A race outlandish fills their throne— 
An Idiot race, to honour lost : 
Who know them best, despise them most. 

Bums, who was then a zealons Jacobite, being 
reproved by a friend for the above lines, 
replied, *' I shall reprove myself; " and imme- 
diately wrote the following imes on the same 
pane:— 

THE REPROOF. 

Rash mortal, and slanderous poet, thy name 
Shall no longer appear in the records ef fame; 
Dost not know that old Mansfield, who writes 

Uke the Bible, 
Says that the more 'tis a truth, sir, the more 'tis 

a libel? 

REPLY TO A GE19TLEMAN, 

WHO ASKED IF HE W017U» UKE TO BE A aOUOB' 

1 MuBDEB hate, by flood or field. 
Though gl<n7*8 name may screen us ; 

In wars afhame I'll spend my bloodi 
Life-giving wars of Venus. 

The dieties that I adore, 

Are social peace and plenty; 
I'm l>etter pleased to make one moro. 

Than be the death o' twenty 

REPLY TO A CLERGYMAN 

WHO WBOTB A POBTIGAL PHELIPPIC A0AIM8T THE 
FOREGOINQ LINES ON STIRLING. 

Like iBsop's lion. Boms says, " Sore I leel 
AH others' scorn— but damn that ass's heel." 

THE BOOK WOBMS. 

Through and through the InsplrM lecrts, 
Ye maggots, make year wtmllngs ; 

But, oh ! respect hts lordehtp s taste, 
And spare his golden bradingc! 

VERSES ADDRESSED TO J. ^AKtOftTE, 

on HIS WRrriNQ to THK P9BT TH AT AjO I BL I K 
TILA.T PART OF THE COUNTBY WAS WITH CHILD 
DT HIM. 

I AM a keeper of the law 

In some sma' points, although not a* ; 

Some people tell me gin I f a , 

Aewayorither; . 
The broaUnf of A point, tnongh smft*. 



UCRXS' POETICAL WORitfl. 



1 hae been in for*t ance or twice. 
And winna sav o'er far for thrice, 
Yet never met with that surprise 

That broke my rest, 
Bat how a mmour's like to rise, 

A whanp's i' the nest. 

ON ROBERT RIODEL, ESQ. 

To Riddel, much lamented man. 

This ivied cot was dear : 
Reader, dost value matchless worth? 

This ivied cot revere. 

OK A PERSON NICKNAMED MARQUIS, 

WHO DE8IBED BUBK8 TO WHITE AK EFITAPH FOR 

HIU. 

Here lies a mock Marquis, whoso titles were 

shamm'd : 
if ever he rise, it will be to bo d— d. 

ON SIR DAVID MAXWELL, 

OF CAKDONESS. 

Bless the Redeemer, Cardones?, 

With grateful lifted eyes. 
Who said that not the soul alone. 

Rut body too. must rise : 
For had he said, *The soul nlono 

From death I will deliver;' 
Alas, alas. O Cardoness ! 

Then thou hadst slept for ever! 

ON A SUICIDE. 

Eakth'd up here lies an imp o' hell. 

Planted by Satan's dibble- 
Poor silly wretch, he's d— d himsel'. 

To save the Lord the trouble. 

on, SAW YE MY DEARIE? 

TViiM— *^ Eppie Macnab." 

Or, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M*Nab? 
Oh, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M*Nnb ? 
She's down In the yard, she's Ussing the laird, 
She winna come hame to her ain Jock Rab. 




Thoa's welcome again to thy ain Jock Rab. 

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab? 
What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab ? 
She lets thee to wot, that she has thee forgot, 
And for ever disowns thee, her own Jock Kub 
Oh, had I ne'er seen thee, my Eppie M'Nnh ! 
Oh, had I ne'er seen thee, my Eppie M*Nnb ! 
As light as the air, and fause as thou's fnir. 
ThotTs broken the heart o' thy ain Jock Rab. 

MERRY HAE I BEEN TEETHIN* A 
HECKLE. 
Tune—** Lord Breadalbane's March." 
Oh, merry hae I been teethin' a heckle, 

And merry hae I been shapin' a spoon ; 
Oh, merry hae I been dentin' a kettle. 
And klssin' my Katie when a' was done. 




king. 

Bitter la dool 1 lickit my wlnnins. 

O* marrying Bess, to gie her a slave : 
Ifloat be the honr she cooVd in her linens. 
And Mitbe be the bird that sings on her grave. 
CouMt to my arms, my Katie, my Katie, 
^Apa come to my arms and kiss ne again I 
-*«« oraobur, bere'B to thee Katie I 
"**« day I did It •sain. 






OUR THRIS8LES FL017]|I8B*D. 
TViie— •• Aw«\ Whlga, awa\* 

CBOSU8. 

AwA*, Whigs, awa* I 

Awa*, Whigs, awa*! 
Ye're but a pack of traitor loans, 
* Ye'Udonogoodata*. 

Our thrlssles flonrishM fresh and fair. 
Our bonnie bloom'd our roses : 

But Whigs came like a frost in Jane, 
And withered a' oar posies. 

Our ancient crown's fa'n in the dost— 
Dell blind them wi* the stonr o't. 

And write their name in his black beak, 
Wha gue the Whigs the power o't. 

Our sad decay in Church and State 

Hnrnasses my descriving; 
Tlic \\niigH came o'er us for a corse. 

And we hae done wl* thriving. 

Grim Vengeance long has taen a nap. 
Rut we may see him wanken; 

Gude help the day when royal heads 
Are hmited like a maukln! 



on, GL*DE ALE COMES. 

Oh. gude ale comes and gude ale goes, 
(rudc ale gars me sell my hose. 
Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon, 
(]ade ale keeps my heart aboon 
I liad sax owsen in a plough, 
Tliey drew a' weel enenah ; 
1 sell'd them a' Just ane by ane, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 

Gude ale keeps me bare and busr, 
Gnrs me moop wi' the servant hlzzie. 
Stand r the stool when I hae done, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 
Oh, gude ale comes and gude ale goes, 
Gude ale gars me sell my hose. 
Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 



JAMIE, COME TRY ME. 
Tune—** Jamie, come try me." 

CHORUS. 

Jamie, come try me, 
Jamie, come try me ; 
If thoa would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me. 

]f thou should ask my love, 

Could I deny thee Y 
If thou would win my love, 

Jamie, come try me. 

If thou sliould kiss me, love 
Wha could espy thee ? 

If thou wad be my love, 
Jamie, come try me. 



THERE'S NEWS, LASSES, 

There's news, lasses, news, 
Gnid news I've to toll. 

There's a boatfn' o' lads 
Come to onr town to selL 

The wcnn wants a cradle. 
And the cradle wants a co 

And I'll no gang to my bed 
Until I get a nod. 

Ta\V\%T. «vvv«* she, mither, qT 
Y W Tvo «wiv; Vo to? \jfe^^ 



MY HARRT WAS A GALLAXT GAY. 
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hao as gnid a craft rig 
As made o' yird and stano ; 
nd waly Ca' the ley-crap. 
For I maan till 't agaii* 

LULD IS TIIE E'ENIX' BLAST. 
rune—'* Caold is the e'enln' blast/* 

Cauld Is the o*enIn* blast 

O* Boreas o'er the pool, 
And dawin* It is dreary 

When birks are bare at Yale. 

Oh. bitter blaws the e'enln* blast 

When bitter bttes the frost. 
And in the mirk and dreary drift 

The hills and glens are lost. 

Ne'er sae mnrky blew the night 

That drifted oV the hill, 
Bat bonnic Pcg-a-Aamsey 

Gat grist to her mill. 

HEBE WAS A BONNIE LASS. 

lERK was a bsnnie lass. 
Ml a bonnic, bonnio lass, 
»he lo'cd her bonnie laddie dear; 
U war*s load alarms 
»re her laddie f rae her arms, 
mony a sigh and a tear. 

rer sea, over shore, 

here the cannons londiv roar, 

(till was a stranger to tear : 

id nocht could him quell, 

- his bosom assail, 

the bonnie lass he lo*ed sae dear. 

SET CLOSES THE EVENING.2i* 
Tune—'* Cralgicbam-wood." 

CHOBUS. 

n> thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie, 
oh, to be lying beyond thee ; 
ireetlT, sonndly, weel may he sleep 
t's laid in the bed beyond thee ! 

loses the eve on Cralgicbam-wood, 
lltliely awankens the morrow ; 

I pride of the spring in the Cralglebom- 
Mid 

leld to mo nothing bnt sorrow. 

3 spreading leaves and flowers, 
' the wild birds singing ; 
isure they hae nane for me, 
care my neart is wringing. 

tell. I maanna tell, 

na for yonr anger ; 

ret love will break my heart, 

nceal it langer. 

ee gracefn' straight, and tall, 
hee sweet and bonnie ; 
what will my torments be, 

II refnse thy Johnnie I 

hee in anither's arms, 

e to lie and langnisli, 

lo my dead, that will be seen, 

iart wad bnrst wl* angnish. 

%nie, say thou wilt be mine, 
ion lo'es nane before rae ; 
ny days o' life to come 
Ucfuliy adore thee. 

BIY HEART WAS ANCE. 

Miw— "To the Weavers gin ye go." 

heart was ancc as biythe and free 
I simmer days are iang, 
a bonnic, westlln' weaver lad 
13 gart pic change m^jr saug 



CHORUS. 

To the weavers gin ye go, fair maid. 

To the weavers gin ye go; 
I rede yon right, gang ne cr at night 

To the weavers gin ye gu. 

My mither sent me to the town, 

To warp a plaldln* wab : 
But the weary, weary warpin' o't 

Has gart me sigh and sab. 

A bonnie, westlin' weaver lad, 

Sat working at his loom: 
He took my heart as wi' a net. 

In every knot and thmm. 

I sat besides my warpin'-whoel. 

And aye I ca d it ronn' : 
But every shot and every knock. 

My licart it gac a stoun'. 

Tlie moon was sinking in the west 

Wi' visage pale and wan. 
As ray bonnic westlin* weaver lad 

Convcy'd me through the glen. 

But what was said, or what was done 

Shame fa' mo gin 1 tell ; 
But, oh ! I fear the kintra soon 

Will ken as weel's mysel*. 

THE TAILOR. 

Tune— The Tailor fell through the bed, 
thimbles and a*.*' 

TiiK tailor fell throngh the bed, thimbles and a*, 
Tlie tailor fell through the bed, thimbles and a' : 
The blankets were thin and the sheets they were 

sma*, 
Tlie tailor fell throngh the bed, thimbles and a'. 

The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nae iU. 
The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nae 111; 
Tlie weather was cauld, and the lassie lay still, 
She thought that a tailor could do her nae ill. 

Gie me the groat again, canny young man, 
Gle me the groat again, canny young man ; 
The day it is short, and the night it is iang. 
The dearest siller that ever I wan ! 

There's somebody weary wi' lying her lane. 
There's somebody weary wl* lying her lane ; 
Tliere*8 some that are dowie, I trow wad be fain 
To see the bit tailor come sklppin* again. 

MY JEAN! 
2*Mn«— "The Northern Lass." 

Thocoh cruel fate should bid us part. 

Far as the pole and line. 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderly entwine. 

Though mountains rise, and deserts howl. 

And oceans roar between ; 
Yet dearer than my deathless soul, 

I still would love my Jean. 

MY HARRY WAS A GALLANT GAY. 
ri/ne— " Highlander's Lament.'* 

Mr Harry was a gallant gay, 
Fu' stately strode he on the plain ; 

But now he s banish'd far away, 
I'll never see him back again. 

CHORCS. 

for him back again! 
O for him back againi 

1 wad gie a Knockhaspic*s land. 
For Highland Harry back again. 

When a* the lave gae to their bed, 

I wander dowle up the (;lea ; 
1 set me Ao^fxv axvft. v^x^i^sX-xw? *^^^ 
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Oh, were somo villains lianprit higb. 
And ilka body had their ain ! 

Then I miffht see the Joyfn* sight, 
My Highland Harry back again. 

THE GOWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA. 
r«n€— "Banks of Banna.'* 

Yestereen, I had a pint e' wine, 

A place where body saw na' ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o* mino 

The gowden locks of Anna. 
The hungry Jew hi wilderness, 

Ucjoicins o'er his manna, 
Was naethmg to my hinny bliss. 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Ye nionarchs, tak the east and west, 

Frae Indus to Savannah ; 
Gic me within my straining grasp 

The melting form of Anna! 
There I'll despise imperial charms, 

An Empress or Sultana, 
While dyuig ruptures, in her arms, 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa\ thou flaunting god o' day^ 

Awa', tliun pale Diana ! 
Irk star gae Inde thy twinkling ray 

"When I'm to meet my Anna ! 
Come, in thy raven plumage. Night, 

Sun, mom, and stars withdraw a' ; 
And bring an angel pen to write 

My transports wi' my Anna I 

WEARY FA' YOU, DUNCAN GRAY. 
Tune— ** Daucan Gray." 

Weakt fa' yon, Duncan Gray— 

Ha, ha. the girdln' o't ! 
Wae gae by you, Duncan Gray— 

Ha, ha,thegirdin'o't! 
When a* the lave gae to their play, 

Then I maun sit the lee-lang day. 
And Jog the cradle wF my tao, 

And a' for the girdln' o^t. 

Bonnie was the Lammas moon— 

Ha, ha, the girdln' o't ! 
Olowrin' a' the hills aboon— 

Ha, ha, the girdln' o't! 
The gbrdin' brak. the beast cam down, 

I tint my cnrch, and baith my shoon ; 
Ah ! Duncan, ye're an unco loon— 

Wae on the bad girdln' o't ! 

But, Duncan, gin ye'll keep your aith— 

Ha, ho, the girdbi' o't ! 
I'se bless yon wl' my hindmost breath— 

Ha, ha, the girdln^ o't ! 
Duncan, ye'll keep your aith, 
The beast again can bear us baith. 
And anld Mess John will mend the skalth, 

And clout the bad girdln' o't 



MY HOGG IE. 
Time—"' What will I do ghi my Hogglc die?" 

What will I do gin my boggle die ? 

My joy, my pride, my hoggle ? 
My only beast, I had nae niae, 

And vow, but I was voggie ! 

The leo-Iang night wc watch'd the fauld, 

Me and my faithfn' doggie : 
We heard nought but the roaring linn, 

Amaug the braes sae scrogglc. 

But the howlet cried frae the castle wa' 

The blltter frae the boggle, 
The tod replied upon the nlU— 

I trembled for my hogglc 



dly, 



When day did daw, and cocks did era? 

Tlie morning It was fOggy ; 
An unco tyke lap o'er the dyke, 

And malst has killed my hoggie. 

AE FONd'kiSS.S" 

Jitne— " Rory DaU's Port.** 

Ae fond kiss, and then we serer ; 
Ae fareweeL, and then for ever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears 111 pledge th< 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wag« thee. 
Who shall Bay that fortune grieves him 
While the Star of Hope she leaves him? 
Me, nae cfaeerfn' twinkle lights me; 
Dark despair aroond benlgnts me. 

I'll ne'er blame my partial fan<qr« 
Naethlng could resist my Nancy ; 
And to see her, was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never loved sae klndl; 
Had we never loved sae blini 
Never met or never parted, 
Wc had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Faro-thee-wcel, thon first and fairest ! 
Fare-thce-weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be Ilka Joy and treasure. 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 
Ac fareweel, alas ! for ever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage tliee. 

HAD I THE WYTE! 
2Vin«— "Had I the wyte!— she bode me." 

Had I the wyte, had t the wyte. 

Had I the wyte?— she bade me : 
She watch'd me by the hie-gate side, 

And up the loan she shaw d me ; 
And when I wadna venture in, 

A coward loon she ca'd me ; 
Had Kirk and State been In the gate, 

I'd lighted when she bade me 

Sao craftily she took me ben. 

And bade me make nae clatter; 
'* For our ramgunshoch glum gacteman 

Is out and owr.e the water :^ 
Whae'er shall say I wonted grace 

When I did kiss and dwat her, 
Let him be planted in my place, 

Syne say I was the fanter. 

Could I for shame, could I for shame, 

Could I for shame refuse her? 
And wadna manhood been to blame, 

Had I unkindly used her? 
He claw'd her wl' the rlplin'-kame, 

And blue and bluldy braised )ier; 
When slo a husband was frae hame. 

What wife but had excused her? 

I dighted aye her e'en sae blue, 

And bann'd the cmel ntndy; 
And, weol I wat, her willing moa' 

Was e'en like sugar-candy. 
A gloamln'-shot it was I trow, 

1 lighted on the Monday ; 
But I came through tlic Tysday's dew. 

To wanton Willie's brandy. 

THE BAIRNS GAT OUT. 
Tune—^' The Deoks dang o'er my Daddle.' 

TiiR bairns gat out wi' an unco shout, 

I1ic dcuks dang o'er my daddic, O! 
The flen'-ma-care, quo' the feiric auld wife, 

He was but a palulin' body. O I 
He paidles out, and he paloies in. 

And he paidles late and early, O ! 
This seven lang years I hae laien tnr his sid 

And he's but a fnslonless earlie, O! 



u llu dig>, "'J^^^T'' 



Tmoi—" Cook pp 70111 be 
Whdi flnt m br»ve Jgbl 



0«k ap yoor J«»™'i 
Wa'U war Ika border 



Cixi np your bc»viir. 

nix Hi THAT AT Mv BonxB Doon? 

Tanr-" l-aM, in' 1 com* ne«r thoc," 
" Oh. wha'n'hSi.'liiit t>iidll3/ _ 
n'linlnialLTe.ualUi'itblclf 

I IBU Tell bido till break u'' _ 

Indeed will I. quo' FiBdIiT. 
Htre tbli nlcb> i',7^ rciuln i 
I dread ro'U learn Ibe CBMUtlln : 

Indeed wlU I. quo' FChIUt. 
Wbat nui Jiui witbin Ibli bower— 

Le[ It puj. qno' FlDdliT ; 
YC ouncoocciililllTpai' lilt boor; 

Indeed will I, qno'Tlodlnjl 

rnE HASTIS- IKK! THE UADUIE o 
nm-'-EiutXooko'Flle." 

Oit, sha my baby elnina will bay? 



dey; 



I ibroiisb llic braei. 
LVK KOVELH! 



Y'''rt «afi'r ar your ■bttinliif^tiH'Qh 
KikH n'lii'hTBK biak* an bifOd booka 
For roUab nuki, Ilbe kA Somdel. 



T)'< rnkl' U an in flub Musai()el. 



Arv iill MiwHC 111 H"b lloHifieL 

THE (ILIOWIFE OF WAl'CIIOPB- 



H'l' lAiiiiEliuKii Kbool'd, wr iilonitli 
1 dmibt II ulr, rc'TS drawn ynar fti.. 
Klibtr Ime ■nnBar^chool wcoiliB', 
I laid troth, fqaraaiil and iiody ballli 
W-an!b«tieiIrd.r<lMl<>iiv^h, ^ _ 
Tliau iheln. whs •all Mur-uilk aad htiI 
And bamniU Ibrswh tin Miiflv Carrlick 
Wha arer brant Ibe iiluaaliiiiaD Ipeak 
Cuald 1(11 III HoBur m ■ lirukT 
lied 1I« aa HioB am ■ eudfal, 
AiKlsalufleHaeoIllrail. 
And iben aae lies to cradl rbw Ji*e> 
On Willie rut and^^harlic foxi 
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TO THE QUIDWIFE 0' WAUCHOPE-UOUSE. 

UUIDWIFE, 

I MIND It weel, in early date. 
When I WAS beardless, young, and blatc, 
And first coald thresh the bam, 

hand a vokin' at the plough, 
And though forfonghten sair eneagh, 

Yet nnco proud to learn ; 
When first amang the yellow corn, 

A man I reckoird was. 
And wi' the lave Ilk merry morn 
Could rank my rig and lass, 
Still shearing, and clearing 

The tlther stookcd raw, 
Wi' claivers and halvers. 
Wearing the day awa'. 

Even then a wish— I mind its power— 
A wish that to my latest hour 

Shall strongly heave my breast- 
That 1, for poor anld Scotland's sake. 
Some usefn^ plan, or beuk could make, 

Or sing a sang at least. 
Tlie rough bur-thistle, spreading wide 

Amang the bearded bear, 

1 tnrn'd the weeder-clips aside. 
And spared the symbol dear : 

No nation, no station. 

My envy e'er could raise: 
A Scot stiU, but blot still, 
I knew nae higher praise. 
But still the elements o' sang 
In formless Jumble, right and wrang, 

Wild floated in my brain : 
Till on that hairst 1 said before 
aiy partner in the merry core. 

She roused the forming strain ; 
I see her yet, the sonsie quean, 

That lighted up my Jingle, 
Her witching smile, her pauky e'en. 
That gart my hcart-stnngs tingle ; 
I flred, inspired. 

At every kindling keek, 
But bashing, and dashing, 
I feared aye to speak. 

Health to the sex! ilk guid chiel says, 
Wi' merry dance in winter days, 

And we to share in common : 
The gust of Joy, the balm of woe. 
The sanl o' life, the heaven beiow. 

Is rapture-giving woman. 
Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name. 

Be nilndfu' o' your mither; 
She, honest woman, may think shame, 
Tliat yo're connected with her. 
Ye're wae men, ye're nae men, 
That slight the lovely dears ; 
To shame ye. disclaim ye, 
Ilk honest birkie swears. 

For you, no bred to barn and byre, 
Whtt sweetly tunc the Scottish lyro, 

Thanks to you for your line : 
The marled plaid ye kindly spare. 
By me should gratefully beware ; 

Twad please me to the nine ; 
I'd be mair vauntie o' my hap. 
Douse hingin' o'er my curple, 
Tlian ony ermine ever Lip, 
Or proud imperial pnrnlc. 
Farewell then, iang heal then, 

And plenty be your fa' : 
yiay losses, and crosses. 
Ne'er at your hallan ca' ! 
March, 1787. 

LINES WRITTEN C'N A COPY OF THOM- 
SON'S SONUS, 

PKESENTBD TO MISS GBAHAM, OF FINTRY. 

Hkrb, where the Scottish M nse Immortal lives. 
In sacred strains and tiinefnl nnml>crs ioln'd, 
'^^^P^/tie gr/ft, though humble he who gives; 
Jt/cb Is the tribute of the grateful mind. 



So may no rnfllan^eelln thy breast, 
Discordant Jar thy bosom-chords among; 

But Peace attune tuy gentle sool to rest. 
Or Love ecstatic wake his seraph song: 

Or Pity's notes, in luxury of tears. 
As modest Want the tale of woe reveals, 

While conscious Virtue all the strain endears. 
And hcaveu-born Piety her sanction seals. 

IlER DADDIE F.ORBADE. 
r«»<— "Jurapln' John." 

IlRR daddie forbade, her minnle forbade; 

Forbidden she wadna be ; 
She wudna trow't the browst she brew'd 

Wad taste sae bitterlie. 

CHORUS. 

Tlie Iang lad they ca' Jnmpin* John 

Beguiled the bonnie lassie ; 
Tlie iang lad they ca' Jumpin' John 

Beguiled the bonnie lassie. 

A cow and a cauf, a yowe and a hanf. 
And thretty gude shiilin's and three; 

A vera gude tocher, a cottar-man's dochter, 
The lass wi' the bonnie black e'e. 

HERE'S His HEALTH IN WATER. 
TM/ie— "The Job of Journey-work." 

Although my back be at the wa', 
And though he be the fauter; 

Although my back be at the w«'. 
Yet hei*e's his health in water! 

Oil ! wae gae by his wanton sides, 

So bra wile he could flatter; 
Till for his sake I'm slighted sair, 

And dree the kiutra clatter. 

But thou my back be at the wa\ 
And though he be the fauter ; 

But tliongh my back t>e at the wa\ 
Yet here's his health in water! 

THE CARLE OF KELLYBURN BRAES. 
r«ii«— " Kellybum Braes.*' 

Thkrk lived a carle on Kellybnm braes, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme,) 

And he had a wife was the plague o' his days; 
(And the thyme it is wlther'd, and rue is in 
prime.) 

Ae day as the carle gaed np the Iang glen, 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme,) 
He met wi' the devil; says, "How do yon 
■ fen'?" ^ . . 

(.\nd the thyme it is wlther'd, and me Is in 
prime.) 

"I've pot a bad wife, sir; that's a' my com- 
plaint ; 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wl' thyme.) 
For, saving your presence, to her ye're a 
saint {*' . , 

(And tiio thyme it is wlther'd and rue Is in 
palne. 

" It's neither your stot nor yoor staig I slull 
crave, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme,) 
But gio me your wife, man, for her 1 must 
have ;" 
(And the thyme it is wlther'd, and me is in 
prime.) 

" Oh, welcome, most kindly," the blythe carle 
said, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wl' thyme,) 
" But if ye can match her, ye're wanr nor ye fe 
csCA;" 
(.AwCi tYvft WvycQft VX Vi ^XVafef ^^ %3dA tue is to 
DT\uve.> 
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The cicvfl has got tho oU wife on his back, 
(Her. and tho mo frruws bonnio wi' thyino.) 

Anil, like a poor pedlar, ho's carried his pack : 
(And tho thyme it is withcr'd, and rue is in 
prime.) 



BRAW LADS OF OAhA WATER. 

Locze me on tliy bonnle crniRle, 
An tlutu live, thon'Jt stcai a naigle: 
Travel tlie country througii and through, 
And bring htuuc a Carlisle cow. 
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He's carried her hamo to his ain hallan-door; 

(Hey, and tho me grows bonnle wi' thyme,) 
Syne bade her gac in, for a b— h and a w— e : 

(And the thyme it is withcr'd, and rue is in 
prime.) 

Tlien straight be makes fifty, tho pick o* his 

band, 
(Hey, and the me grows bonnie wi* thyme,) 
Tara oat on her gnard in the clan of a hand : 
\ (And the thyme it is withcr'd, and me is in 

prime.) 

Tlic carlin gacd through them like ony wud 
bear, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnle wi' thyme,) 
Wliae'er she gat hands on came near her na 
mair, 
(And the thyme it is wlther'd and me is In 
prime.) 

A reeklt wee devil looks over the wa* : 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnle wl* th vmc) 

"Oh, help, master, help, or she'li ruin ns a';" 
(And the thyme It Is wlther'd, and rue is in 
prime.) 

The devil he swore by the edge o' his knife, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wl' thyme,) 

lie pitied the man that was tied to a wife ; 
(And the thyme it is wlther'd, and me is in 
prime.) 

Tlie devil he swore by the kirk and the bell, 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnle wi' thyme,) 
He was not in wedlock, thank heaven, but in 
hell, 
(.Vnd the thyme it is wlther'd, and me is in 
prime.) 

Tlien Satan has travelled again wl' his pack : 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme,) 

And to heranld husband he's carried her back; 
(.And the thyme it is wlther'd, and rue is In 
prime.) 

*' I hne been a devil the feck o' my life ; 

(Hey and the me grows bonnie -wV thyme.) 
But ne'er was in hell, till I met wi' a wife ; '^ 

(And the thyme It is wlther'd, and rue Is In 
prime.) 

WHEN KOSY MAY. 
TViiw— »'The gardener wl' his paldle." 
When rosy May comes In wl' flowers. 
To deck her gay green-spreading bowers- 
Then busy, busy are his hours— 
The gardener wi' bis paldle. 

The crystal waters gently fa' ; 
The merry birds are lovers a'; 
llie scented breezes round him blaw— 
The gardener wl' his paldle. 

When purple morning starts the haro 
To steal iqwn her early fare, 
Then through the dews he maun repair— 
The gardener wl' his paidie. 

When day, expiring in the west, 
nie curtain draws of Nature's rest. 
He flies to her arras he lo'cs best— 
The gardener wl' his paldle. 

11 E B iTa LOU! 
Tune— ''The Highland Baloa." 
Has balou ! my sweet wee Donald, 
Plctnre o' the great Clanronald ; 
Brawlie kens our wanton chief 
Wha got myyoang Hlghlaiia thief. 



Through the Lawlands, o'er the border, 
Wcel, my baby, may thou furder; 
Horry the lonns o' the laigh conntrie, 
byne to the Highlands hame to me. 

BONNIE PEG. 

As I came in by our gate end. 

As day was waxin' weary; 
Oh, wha cam tripping down the street 

But bonnle Peg, my dearie ! 

Her air sae sweet, and shape complete, 

Wi* nae proportion wanting, 
The Quecu o'Love did never move 

Wr motion maIr enchanting. 

Wr linked hands we took the sands 

A-down yon winding river; 
And, oh I that hour and broomy bower. 

Can I forget it ever ! 

WEE WILLIE GRAY. 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet ; 

Peel a willow-wand to be him bouts and jacket ; 

Tho rose upon the brier will be to him t rouse 

and doublet. 
The rose npon the brier will be to him trouse 

and doublet. 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet; 
Twice a liiy-flower will be hira sark and cravat ; 
Feathers of a flee wad feather np his bonnet. 
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet. 

ON TAM THE CHAPMAN.M' 
As Tam the Chapman, on a day, 
Wi' Death forgather'd by the way, 
Weelnleased, he greets a wight sae famous. 
And Death was nae less pleased wi' Thomas, 
Wha cheerfully lays down the pack. 
And there blaws up a hearty crack: 
His social friendly, honest heart, 
Sae tickled Death, they could na part: 
Sae after viewing knives and garters. 
Death takes him hame to gl'e him quarters. 

TO CLARINDA. 
Before I saw Clarlnda's face. 

My heart was blythe and gay. 
Free as the wind, or feather'd race 

That hop from spray to spray. 

But now dejected I appear, 

Clarlnda proves unkind ; 
I, sighing, drops the silent tear. 

But no relief can And. 

In plaintive notes my tale rehearses 

When I the fair have found; 
On every tree appear my verses 

That to her praise resound. 

But she. nngratefnl, shuns my sight. 

My faithful love disdains. 
My vows and tears her scorn excite, 

Another happy reigns. 

Ah, though my looks betray 

1 envy your success, 
Yet love to friendship shall give way— 

1 cannot wish It less. 

BRAW LADS OF GALA WATER, 

Tune-'' Gala Water." 

Braw, braw lads of Gala Water, 

O braw lads of Gala Water: 
111 kilt my eoA.t% tiVw^OiVv xvvs >k\\fe^ , 
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Sac fair her hair, sac brent her brow. 
Sac bonnio bine her e'en, my dearie ; 

Kao white Iier teeth, nac white her iuoa\ 
The luair I kiss siio's ayu my dearie. 

O'er yon bank and o'er yon brae. 

O'er you moss ainang the heather; 
I'll kilt my coots aboon my knee, 

And folluw ray love throngh the water. 

Down amang the broom, the broom, 
Down amang tho broom, my dearie. 

The Insslc lost a silken snood. 
That cost her many a biirt and blearle. 

COME KEDE ME, DAME. 

Come rede me, damo, come tell mc, damo* 
And mane can tell mair tmly, 

What colour maun a man be of, 
To love a woman duly '/ 

The carlin clew luiith np and down, 
And leugh and answer'd ready, 

*' 1 learn'd a sang in Annandale, 
A dark man for my lady. 

*' But for a country quean like thee, 

Younirlass 1 tell thee, fairly, 
That wl' the white I*vc made a shift, 

And brown will do fn' rarely. 

*' There's meikle love in raven locks, 
Tlic llaxen ne'er prows youden ; 

There's kiss and liause me in the brown. 
And glory in the gowdcn." 

THE DISCREET HIXT. 

♦' L\s^ when your roithcr is frao home. 

May I but be sac bauld 
As come to your bower-window. 

And creep in frae the canld '/ 
As come to your bower-window, 

And when It's cauld an' wat. 
Warm me In thy fair bosom,— 

Sweet lass, may I do that ?" 

"Young man, gin yc should be sac kind. 

When our guldwife's frae hamc. 
As come to my bower-window, 

Whare I am laid my lane. 
To warm thee In my bosom, 

Tiik tent, I'll tell thee what, 
The way to me lies through the kirk :— 

Young man, do yo hear that ?" 



TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY. 

Now Kennedy, If foot or horse 

h'er brinjf yon in by Manchlinc Corse, 

Lord, man, there's lasses there wad force 

A hermit's fancy ; 
And do^^-n the gate, in faith, they're worse. 

And mair unchancy. 

Rut, as I'm sayln', please step to Dow's, 
And ta«<tc sic gear as Johnnie brows. 
Till sonic bit cullant bring me news 

That you are there ; 
And if we dinna hand a bonso 

I'se ne'er drink mair. 

It's no I like to sit and swallow, 

TiuMi like n swinu to puke and wallow; 

Rut giu mu just a true gixnl fallow, 

Wr right ingine. 
And spuukic ancc to xnnke us mellow, 

And then we'll sliine. 

Now, If yo'ro anc o' warld's folk, 
Whii nitc the wearer by tho cloak. 
And sliient on poverty their joke, 

Wl' l^ltter sneer, 
Wl' you no friendship will I troke, 

Nor cheap nor dear. 



Rut if, as I'm Infermod weel 
Ye hate, as ill's tho verra dell, ^ 
The flinty heart that canna feel. 

Come, fdr, here*s tae yoiit 
Ilac, there's my hann', I wlss yon weel. 

And gude t>c wl' yon ! 

LrCKLESS FORTCTNE. 

Or, raging fortune's withering Uast 
Has laid my leaf fnU low, 1 

Oh, raging fortune's withering Mast 
Has laid my leaf foU low, O f 

My stem was fair, my bad wai jrreon. 
My blossom sweet did blow. Oh ! 

Tlio dew fell fresh, the sun rose mlM, 
And made my branches grow, O! 

But luckless fortune's northern stormi 
Laid a* my blossoms low, O! 

Bat Inckless fortane's northern Btorms 
Laid a' my bloseoms low, O! 

TIBBIE DUKBAB. 
ftfne-" Johnny M'OllL'* 

Oh, wilt thou go wl' me, 

Hweet Tibbie Dunbar? 
Oh. wilt thon go wl' mc. 

Sweet Tibbie Dnnhar? 
Wilt thoo ride on a horse, 

Or bo drawn In a car. 
Or walk bj my side. 

Sweet llbble Dunbar ? 

I care na thy daddie. 

His lands and hit m(Miey, 
1 care na thy kin. 

Sac high and sac lordly: 
Bat say thon wilt hae me 

For better for waur— 
And come in thy coatle. 

Sweet Tibbie Daubar ! 



OH, WHY THE DEUCE SHOULD I 
REPINE? 

Oh, why the deoce sl^onld I repbie, 

And be an ill foreboder? 
I'm twonty-threo. and Are feet nlBt— 

I'll go and be a sodger. 

I gat some gear wl mcIkle care, 

I held it weel thoglther; 
lint now it's gano, and something malF— 

I'll go and bo a sodger. 

TO THE OWL. 

Sat> bird of night! what sorrowv call thee fo 
To vent thy plaints thus hi the midnight h( 

Is it some blast that gathers tii the North, 
Tlireat'ning to iii|i the verdare of thy bowi 

Is It, sad owl! that Antnmn strips the shadi 
And leaves thee here, nnsliclter'd and forte 

Or fear th.it Winter will thy nest Infade? 
Or friendless mclauciioly bids thee moani 

Shut out. lone bird f from all the feathered ti 
To tell thy sorrows to th* an heeding jdaoa 

No friend to pity when thon doafc oomputai, 
(irief all thy thoaght, and aoiltade toy b^ 

Sing on, sad mourner I I win bless thy straii 
And, pleaded, in sorrow listen to thy sonfr: 

Sin? on, sad monmer! to tho night comjtiai 
Wliilc the lone echo wafts thy notes aion£ 

Is beauty less, when down tho glowing cbee 
Sad, piteous te^rs In native sorrows fall? 

Less kind the heart when anguish bLU it bn 
Less happy he who lists to plty^s oUl? 



ON AN EVENJKO VIEW QF lUE 

Ah no, Md owl 1 nor is thy yolco lou fweef , 
That sadness tunes it, and that irrtef Is there : 

That spring's gay notes, unsiOil'd, thou can st 
repeat; ^ . , 

That sorrow bids thee to the gloom repair. 

Nor tliat the treble songsters of the day 
Are quite estranged, sad bird of. night I from 
tliee ; 

Nor that the thmsh deserts the evening spray, 
When darkness calls thee from thy reverid. 

From some old tower, thy mehmcholy dome, 
While the gray walls, and desert solitudes, 

Itetvm eacit note, responsive to the gloom 
Of Ivied coverts and surromidlug woods ; 

There hootbig, I will list more pleased to thee 

Than ever lover to the nightingale : 
Or drooping wretch, oppress* 1 with misery, 

Lending his ear to some condoling tale. 



TO MES. C , 

ON BSCEIVISta A WORK OF HANNAH M0RE*S. 

Thod flattering mark of friendship kbid, 
Still may thy pages call to mind 

The dear, the beanteons donor: 
Thongh sweetly female every part. 
Yet snch a head, and more the heart. 

Does both the sexes honour. 
She show'd her taste refined and Jast 

When she selected thee, 
Tct deviating, own I must. 
For so approving me ; 
Bnt kind stia, I mind still. 

The gfver hi the gift, 
I'll bless her, and wiss her 
A friend above the Lift 2&8 

WHEN riBST I CAME TO STEWART KYLE- 
Tune—^* I had a horse, I had nae mair.*' 

When first I came to Stewart Kyle, 

My mind it was nae steady : 
Where'er I gaed, where'er Trade, 

A mistress still I had aye : 
But when I came ronn' by Mauchllno town, 

Not dreading any body. 
]dy heart was caught before I thonght, 

And by a Manchllno lady. 



THE BANKS O BOON. 
FIRST VKRSION. 

Tun*—** Catherine Ogle.'* 

Yb flowery banks o' bonnic Doen, 

How ean ye bloom sae fair! 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And 1 sao fu* o* care! 

Tliou'U break my heart, thnn bonnle bird. 

That sings npon the hongh ; 
Then minds me o' the happy days 

When my fanso Inve was true. 

Thou'U break my heart, thon bonnic bird, 

That Rings beside thy mate ; 
For sjic I sut, and sao I snii:^, 

And wist no' o' my fate. 

Aft hac I roved bv Imnnic Boon, 

To SCO the woodbine twine, 
And ilka bird sang o' its luvc. 

And sue did I o' mine. 

"Wr lightsome heart 1 pu'd a ro.«c, 

Frae aff its thorny tree, 
And my fauso ItiYcr stnw the rose. 

But left the thorp vrV me. 
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YE HAE LIEN A' WIl.VNO, LASSIE. 

CHORUS. 

Ye hae lien ft' wrang. lassie, 

Ye*ve lien a' wrang ; 
Ye've lien in an unco bed, 

And wi' a fremit man. 

Yonr rosy cheeks are turn'd sae wan, 
Ye're greener than the grass, lassie ; 

Yonr coatie's shorter by a span, 
Yet ne'er an Inch the less, lassie. 

O lassie, ye hae play'd the fool. 
And ye will feel the scorn, lassie ; 

For aye the broseye sup at e*cn. 
Ye Dock them oV the morn, lassie. 

Oh, ance ye danced upon the knowos. 

And throngh the wood ye song, lassie, 
But in the harrying o* a See byke, 
I fear ye've got a stang, lassie. 
Ye nae Hen a* wrang, lassie, 

Ye've lien a' wrang, 
Ye've Hen in an unco bed. 
And wi' a fremit man. 

ON AN EVEXIKO VIEW OF THE BUINS 
OF LINCLUBEN ABBEY. 

Ye holy walls that, still sublime, 
Kcsist the crumbling touch of time, 
How strongly still yonr form displays 
The piety of ancient days: 
As through your ruins, hoar and gray- 
Ruins yet beanteons in decay— 
The silvery moonbeams trembling fly : 
The tonus ef ages long gone by- 
Crowd thick on fancy s wand ring eye. 
And wake the soul to musings high. 
E'en now, as lost in thought profonnd 
1 view the solemn scene around. 
And, pensive, gaze with wlstfnl eyes, 
Tlie past returns, the present flies; 
Again the dome, in pristine pride. 
Lifts high its roof, and arches wide. 
That, knit with cnrious tracery. 
Each Gothic ornament display ; 
Tlie higli arch'd windows, painted fair, 
Hhow many a saint and martyr there. 
As on their slender forms I'd gaze, 
Methinks they brighten to a blaze! 
With noiseless step and taper bright. 
What are yon forms that meet my sight ? 
Slowly they move, while every «yc 
Is heavenward raised In ecstacy. 
'Tis the fair, spotless, vestal train. 
That seek in prayer the midnight fane. 
And, hark! what more than mortal sound 
Of music breathes the pile around? 
'TIs the soft chanted choral song. 
Whose tones the echoing aisles prolong; 
Till, thence retnm'd, they softly stray 
O'er Clnden's wave, with fond delay ; 
Now on the rising gale swell high. 
And now in fainting mnrmurs din; 
The boatmen on Nith's gentle stream. 
That glistens in the pale moonbenni, 
Suspend their dashing oars to hear 
Tlie holy nnthcin, loud and clear; 
Each worldly thonght awhile forbear. 
And mutter forth a haif-form'd prayer. 
Hut, as I gaze, the vision fails. 
Like frost-work touch'd by southern gales ; 
The altar sinks, the tapers fade. 
And all the splendid scene's de^ay'd; 
In window fair the painted pane 
No longer glows with holy stain. 
But thronjrh the broken glass the gale 
Blows chilly from the misty vale ; 
The bird of eve flits sullen by. 
Her home, these aisles and arches high ; 
Tlie choral hymn, that erst so clear 
3rol(e softly sv^eet on fancy's car, 
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Isdrown'd amid the raournrnl scream, 
Tliat breaks the magic of my dream ! 
Koased by the sound, 1 Hart aud sco 
The min'd sad reality ! 

AH, CHLORISI 
TYiite—** Major Graham." 

Ah, Cliloris ! since it may na be 
That thou of love wilt near : 

If from the lover thon mann flee, 
Yet let the friend be dear. 

Althoagh I love my Chloris mair, 
Tlian ever tonrae conld tell ; 

my passion I wili ne'er declare, 
I'll say, I wish thee well. 

Tliouffh a* my daily care thou art. 

And a* my nightly dream, 
I'll hide the straggle in my heart, 

And say it is esteem 

DAMON AND SYLVL\. 
7V««— "The tithcrmom, as I, forlorn." 

Yon wandering rill, that marks the hill. 
And glances o'er the brae, sir, 

81idcs by a bower, where mony a flower, 
Sheds fragrance on the day, sir. 

There Damon lay, with Sylvia gay. 
To love they thought nae crime, sir; 

Tlie wild birds sang, the echoes rang. 
While Damon's heart beat time, sir. 

AS DOWN THE BURN. 

As down the burn they took their way, 
.\nd through the flowery dale; 

His check to hers he aft did lay. 
And love was aye the talc. 

With " Mary, when shall we return. 

Sic pleasure to renew '/" 
Quoth Mary, " Love, I like the burn. 

And aye shall follow you." 

EPITAPH ON MR. BURTON. 
Herr cursing, swearing Burton lies, 
A buck, tt beau, or " Dem my eyes !" 
Who. in his life, did little good. 
And whose last words were " Dem my blood." 

OH, LEEZE ME 6n"mY WEE THING. 

On, Iceze mc on ray wee thing, 
My l)onnie blithsome wee thing; 
Sue long's I hae my wee thing, 
I'll think my lot divine. 

Tliough warld's care we share o't. 
And may see meikle roair o't : 
Wr her 111 blithely bear it, 
And ne'er a word repine. 

WHEN I THINK ON THE HAPPY DAYS 

When I think on the happy days 

I spent wi' you. my dearie ; 
And now what lands between us lie. 

How can I but be eerie? 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours. 

As ye were wac and weary ! 
It wasna sac ye glinted by 

When I was wi' my dearie. 

S II E L A H ON E I L. 

When first I began for to sigh and to woo her. 
Of many fine tilings I did say a great deal. 

But, above all the rest, that wliich pleased her 
the best. 
Was. "Oh, will you marry me, Sbcl»h 



My point I soon carried, for straight we were 
married, 
Then the wtilght ot my tmrden I soon gan* to 
feel— 
For she scolded, she flsted, oh then I «nUstedL 
Left Ireland, and wliisky, aud Sbelah O'Neil ! 

Then tired and dull-hearted, ob then I deserted, 
And fled unto regions far distant from -home. 

To Frederick's army, where none e'er cookl 
harm me. 
Save Shelah herself in the shape of a bomb. 

1 fought every battle, where cannons did mttle. 
Felt sharp shot, alas! aud the sliarp pointed 
steel ; 
But, in all my wars round, thank my stars, I 
ne'er found 
Ought so sharp as the tongue of cnrscd ShelAh 
ONeil. 

BONNIE LESLEY. 

O SAW ye iMunie Lesley, 
As she gaed o'er the Border? 

She's ganc, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests fartlier. 

To sec her is to love her. 

And love but her for ever ; 
For Nature made her what she is, 

And never made anither ! 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
Tliy subjects we, before thee: 

Thou art (livine, fair Lesley, 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 

The Dcil he conld na scaith thee. 
Or ought that wad belang thee ; 

He'd look into thy bonnie face. 
And say, "I canna wrang thee !" 

The Powers aboon will tent thee. 
Misfortune slia* na steer thee; 

Tliou'rt like themselves sae lovely, 
That ill they'll ne'er let near thee. 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie! 
That we may brag, we hac a lass 

Tliero's nane again sae bonnie. 



SONG. 

Tune— *^ Llggcram Cosh." 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill. 

As the lambs before me ; 
Careless ilka thought and free. 

As the breeze flew e'er me ; 
Now lac langer sport and play. 

Mirth or sang can please me ; 
Lesley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and anguish seize me. 

Ileavj-, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love declaring: 
Trembling, I dow nocht but glower. 

Sighing, dumb, despairing! 
If she winna ease the thraws 

In my bosom swelling; 
Underneath the grass-green sod, 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



LOGAN WATER. 

Tune— "Logan Water " 

On, Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 
'1 hat day 1 was my Willie's bride ! 
And years sinsyne has o'er us run, 
Like l^gan to tne simmer sun. 
But now thy flowery banks appear 
Like Drumlie winter, dark and drear. 
While my dear lad maun face his facs, 
Far, far irae uie and Logan bra^i 
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gain tbe merry month o' May 

as made our hills and valleys gay ; 

le birds re)oice In leafy bowers, 

ic bees hum round the breathing flowers : 

lithe Morning lifts his rosy eye, 

lid £veninff'8 tears are tears of Joy r 

y sonl, delfghtless, a* surveys, 

iiUc Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

ithin yon milk-white hawthorn bnbh, 
inang ner nestlings sits the thrush ; 
er falthfu* mate will share her toll, 
r wi* his song her cares beguile : 
it I wi' my sweet nurslings here, 
le mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
iss widow'd nights, and joyless days 
hilc Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

wad upon you, men o' state, 

lat brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 

I yc male mony a fond heart mourn 
ic may It on your heads return ! 
;)w can your flinty hearts enjoy 

le widow's tears, the orphans cry? 
It soon may |>eace bring happy days, 
jd Willie hame to Logan braes ! 

rillLLIS THE FAIR. 

Tune—" JRobin Adair.' 

While larks with little wing, 

Fann'd the pure nlr, 
Tasting the breathing spring, 

Forth i did fare. 
<lay the sun's golden eye, 
reep'd o'er the mountains high ; 
Snch thy luorn! did 1 cry, 

PhUiis the fair! 

In each bird's careless song, 

(Had did 1 share ; 
While yon wild flowers among. 

Chance led me there : 
Sweet to the opening day, 
Ilosebuds bent the dewy spray • 
Snch thy bloom ! did I say, 

rhillis the fair! 

Down In a shady walk. 

Doves cooing were : 
1 mark'd the cniel hawk 

Caught in a snare ; ^^ 

So kind may fortune be, 
Hnch make nis destiny, 
lie who would injure tlicc, 

rhillis 4he fair! 

HAD I A CAVE. 

I I a cave on some wild, distant shore, 

ere the winds liowi to the waves' dashing 
roar; 
There would I weep my woes. 
There seek my lost repose. 
Till grief my eyes should close, 
JNeer to wake more! 

test of womankind ! canst thoti declare, 
thy fond-plighted vows— fleeting as air ? 

To tliy new lover hie. 

Laugh o'er thy perjury. 

Thou in thy bosom try 
What peace is there! 

SONG 

ytf»«— "AUan Water." 

Allan-stream I clianced to rove. 

'hilc Phoebus sank beyond Benlcdi ;259 

winds were whispering throngh the grove, 

10 yellow corn was waving ready : 

ten'd to a lover's sang, 

nd thought on youthfu' pleasures many; 

I aye the wild wood echoes rang— 

ti dearly do | lovo tlfce, Annie ! 



Oh happy be the woodbnie bowor, 

Nae nlglitly bogle umke it eerie: 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 
Her head upon my throbl)injr l)rc':ist, 

She, sinking, said, " I'm tlUno for ever!" 
While mony a kiss the soul impress'd, 

The sacred vow, wo ne ur should sever. 

Tlic haunt o' spring 's the |)rimroso brae, 

Tlie simmer joys the floclcs to follow ; 
How cliccrie through the shorteniiijj day 

Is autuuui in her weeds o" yellow I 
But can they melt the glowing heart, 

Ur cliain the soul In speechless i)U'asnre, 
Or through each nerve the rnp'nrc dart, 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure? 

ADOWN WINDING NITH 1 DID WANDEIl. 

Tune—'' Tlic Muckin' o' Gcordic's Byre. " 

Adown winding Nith I did wander. 
To mark the sweet flowers as they spring; 

Adown winding Nith I did wander. 
Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 

cnoRus. 

Awa' wi' your belles and and your beauties. 
They never wi" her can compare : 

Whaever has met wi' my Phillis, 
Has met wi' the queen o' the fair. 

Tlie daisy amused my fond fancy. 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 
Thou emblem, I said, o' my Phillis! 

For she is simplicity's clilld. 

The rose-bud 's the blnsh o' my charmer. 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis press'd: 

How fair and how pure is the lily. 
But fairer and purer her breast. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour. 

They ne'er wi' my Phillis can vie : 
Her breath is the brcatli o' tlie woodbine. 

Its dew-drop o' diamond her eye. 

Her voice is the song of the morning. 
That wakes through tlie green-sj)reading grove, 

When Phoobus peeijs over the mountains. 
On music, and pleasure, and love. 

But beauty how frail and how fleeting— 

The bloom ot a flue summer's day ! 
While worth in the mind o' my Phillis 

Will flourish without a decay. 
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SONG. 
-" Cauld Kail. 



Come, let mo take thee to my breast, 

And pledge we ne'er shall sunder; 
And I shall spurn as vilest dnst 

The warld's wealth and grandeur ; 
And do I here my Jessie own 

That equal tralisports move her? 
I ask for dearest life alone 

That I may live to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi' a' thy charms, 

1 clasp my countless treasure : 
I'll seek nae mair o' heaven to share, 

Than sic a moment's pleasure: 
And by thy e'en, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I'm thine for ever! 
And on thy lips 1 seal my vow, 

And break it shall 1 never. 

BEHOLD THE HOUR. 

Tune—'' Oran-gaoil." 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive: 
Tliou go'st, thou darling of my heart ! 

Sever'd from thee, can 1 sur>'ive? 
But fate has will'd, and wc mnst part. 
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ni often greet this snrging swell, 
Y(Mi distant tslo will often hail; I 

'* E en here I took the last farewell. i 

There latest luark'd her vanish'd sail." 



Along the solitary Khore, 

>Vhile tlittinir sea-fual ronnd me cry, 
Across the roiling, dashing roar, 

I'll westward turn my wlstfnl eye : 
Happy, thou Indian grove. I'll say. 

Where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
While through tiiy sweets she love to stray, 

Oh tell mc, docs she muse ou me ? 

SONG. 
Tune—*"Thc collier's bonnio lassie." 
Deluded swain, the pleasure 

The fickle fair can give thee. 
Is but a fairy treasure— 
Thy hopes will .soon deceive thee. 

The billows on the ocean. 
The breezes idly roaming. 

The clouds' uncertain motion— 
They are but types of woman. 

Oh ! art thou not ashamed, 

To doat upon a feature H 
If man thou wonld'st be named, 

Despise the silly creature. 

Go, find an honest fellow : 
Good claret set before thee : 

Uold on till thou art mellow, 
And then to bed in glory. 

MY SPOUSE, N A N C Y. 

T'wnc— "My jo, Janet." 

" Husband, husband, cease your strife, 

Nor longer idly ravo. sir ; 
Though 1 am your wedded wife. 

Yet I am not your slave, sir." 

"One of two must still o')ey, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Is it man, or woman, say, 

My spouse, Nancy V 

" If 'tis still the lordly word, 

Service and obedience ; 
I'll desert my sovereign lord. 

And so good-Dye allegiance I" 

♦• Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
»' Yet ril try to make a shift. 

My spouse, Nancy." 

" 3Iy poor heart then break it must, 

IVIy last hour I'm near it : 
When you lay me in the dust. 

Think, think, how yon will bear it." 

" I will hope, and trust In Heaven, 

Nancy, Nancy : 
Strengtii to bear it will be given, 

My s;..ouse, Nancy." 

♦' Well, sir, from the silent dead. 

Still I'll try to daunt your 
Ever round your midnigiit bed 

Horrid sprites shall haunt you." 

*' Til wed another like my dear 

Nancv, Nancy; 
Then all hell will fly for fear, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

NANCY. 
Tune—'* Quaker's Wife." 

Tiirs-E am I, my faithful fair, 

Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Every pulse along my vetniB, 

Every roving (anoy. 



TO thy bosom lay tar heart, 
Tliore to throb and Ungnish : 

Though despair had wmaf Its core, 
Tliat would heal Its aQgaiah. 



Take away these rosy lips, 

KIch with balmy treasure : 
Turn away thine eyes of Iotc, 

Lust 1 die with pleasure. 

What is life when wanting love? 

Night without a morning: 
Love's the cloudless sommer sun. 

Nature gay adorning. 

THE BANKS OF CBEE. 
^wn*— "The Banks of Cree." 

Here is the glon, and here the bower, 
All underneath the birchen shade; 

Tlio villa gc-bcll has told the hoar. 
Oh, what can stay my lovely maid ? 

'Tis not Maria's whispering call ; 

'Tis but the balmy-breathing gale, 
Mix'd with some warbler's dying fall. 

The dewy star of eve to hall. 

It is ^larla's voice I hear !— 
So calls the woodlark in the grove. 

His little faithful mate to cheer, 
At once 'tis mnsic— and 'tis love. 

And art thou come— and art tboa true ? 

O welcome dear to love and mo ! 
And lot us all our vows renew. 

Along the flowery banks of Crco. 

ON ANDREW TURNER. 

In Rc'entcen hundred forty-nine, 
Satan took stuff to make a swine 

And cnist it in a comer : 
But wilily he changed his plan. 
And shaped it something like anum, 

And ca'd it Andrew Tamer. 

ADDRESS. 

[Spoken by Miss Fontenolle, on her benefit night, 
Dec. 4, 1705, at the Theatre, Damfrics.] 

Still anxious to secure your partial favour. 
And not less anxious, sure this night, than ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
'Twould vamp my bill, said I, if nothing better; 
So. .sought a Poet, roosted near tlio skies ; 
TolCl him I came to feast my carious eyes ; 
Said, nothing like his works was ever printed: 
And last my Prologue-business slily hinted. 
* Ma'am, let mo tell yon,' quote my man of 

rhymes, 
I know your bent— these are no langhing times: 
'Can you— but Miss, I own I have my fears,— 
Dissolve in pause— and sentimental tears. 
With ladnn sighs, and solomn-ronnded sentence, 
Rouse from his sluggish slumbers fell Kepon- 

tance • 
I*aint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand. 
Waving on high the desolating brand. 
Calling the storms to bear liim oer a guiltj 

laiulV 
I could no more— aslcance the creature cyeine. 
D'ye tliink. sn itl I, this face was wade for crying? 
I'll laugh, t halt's poz— nay more, the world stuU 

know it ; 
And so, your servant! gloomy Blaster Poet I 
Firm as my creed, sirs, 'tis my flx'd belief, 
That Misery 's another word for Urief ; 
I also think— so may I be a bride ! 
Tliat so much laughter, so much life enjoyed, 
Tliou man of crazy care and ceaseless agb 
Still under bleak Misfortune's blasting eye* 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive— 
To maKc throo guineas do the work of fire; 



I'O ROBERT OttAHAAl, 12SQ., OF FINTllY. 



in Misfortune's face— the beldam witch I 
oa'll be merry, tho' you can't be ricli. 
1 other man of care, the wretch in love, 
>ng with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 
IS the boughs ail temptingly project, 
r'st in desperate thought— a rope— thy 
leck"^ 

lere the beetlhig cliff o'erhongs the deep, 
It to meditate the healing leap. 
*8t thou be cur'd, thou silly, moping elf, 
at her follies- laugh e'en at thyself: 
to despise those frowns now so terrlAc, 
>ve a kinder— that's your grand specific. 
im up all, be merry, 1 advise ; 
i we *re merry may we still be wise. 

THE lUGHTS OF WOMAN. 

ccasional Address spoken by Miss Fontc- 
nelle on her Benefit Night, j 

: Europe's eyes is flx*d on mitfhty things, 
te of empires and tho fall of kings : 
quacks of state must each produce his 
ilan, 

ven children lisp the Rights of Man ; 
this mighty fust, just let me mention, 
gfUs of Woman merit some attention. 
:, in the sexes' iiitermix'd connexion, 
cred i{ight of Woman is protection. — 
nder flower that lifts its head elate, 
ss, mu^t fall before the blasts of fate, 
m the earth, dcfac'd its lovely form, 
I your shelter ward th' impending storm. 
second Right— but needless here Is caution, 
p that right inviolate 's the fashion, 
nan of sense has it so full before him, 
ie before lie'd wrong it— 'tis decorum.— 
was, indeed, in far less poUsh'd days, 
e, when rough rude man had naughty 
vays ; 

. swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a 
lot; 

ven thus invade a lady's qnlet— 
thank our stars! these Gothic times are 
led: 

veil-bred men— and you arc all well-bred— 
ustly think (and we are muelj the gainers) 
onduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 
Right the third, our last, our best, our 
lea rest,— 

ight to fluttering female hearts the nearest, 
. even the Jlights of Kings in low pros- 
ration 

inmbly own— 'tis dear, dear admiration ! 
t blest sphere alone wo live inul move ; 
taste that life of life— immortal lovo.— 
I, glances, si^hs, tears.flts, flirtations, airs, 
t such an host what flinty savage dares- 
awful licautv joins with all licr charms, 
I so rash us rise in rebel arms? 
truce with kings, and truce with constitu- 
ions, 

>loody armaments and revolutions ; 
ijesty your first attention summon, 
t iral the Majesty of Woman ! 

PROLOGUE, 

n at the Theatre, Dumfries, on New-Year- 
day Evening.] 

ig nor dance 1 bring from yon great city 

lueens it o'er our taste— the niore's the 

»ity: 

•y the bye, abroad why will you roam ? • 

;cnse and tasto are natives here at home: 

>t for panegyric I appear, 

J to wish you all a good now year 1 

ither time deputes me hero before ye, 

r to preach, but tell his simple story : 

ige grave ancient cough'd, and bade me 

ay, 

•e one year older this Important day,' 
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If »CM«r foo— he hinted some suggestion, 

But 'twould be rude, you know, to ask the ques- 
tion : 

And with a would be-rogulsh leer and wink, 

He bade me on you press this one word— 
'thhik! 
Ye sprightly youths, quite flush with hope and 
spirit, 

Who tliink to storm the world by dint of merit, 

To you the dotard has a deal to say. 

In his sly. dry, sententious, proverb way ! 

He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle, 

That the first blow is ever half the l>attle; 

That tho' some by tnc skirt may try to snatch 
him. 

Yet by the forelock Is the hold to catch liim ; 

That wlicthur doing, suffering, or forbearing, 

You may do miracles by persevering. 
Last, tho not least In lovp. ye youthfnl fair, 

Angelic forms, liigh Heaven's peculiar care ! 

To you old Bald-pate smoothes his wrinkled 
brow. 

And humbly begs you'll mind th' Important— 
now I 

To crown your happiness he asks your leave. 

And offers, bliss to give and to receive. 
For our sincere, tho' haply weak endeavours. 

With grateful pride, we own your many fa- 
vours ; 

And howso'er our tongues may ill reveal It, 

Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 

I,LEGY ON MISS BURNET, OF MON- 
JJODDO. 

Life ne'er exnlted In so rich a prize. 
As llurnct, lovely, from her native skies: 
>»or onvions Death so triumpli'd in a blow. 
As that which laid th' accomplish'd Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget? 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set! 
in thee, high Heaven above was truest shown. 
As by his noblest work the Godhead best is 
"known. 

In vnin ye flaunt In snmmer's pride, ve groves ; 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery 
shore. 
Ye •woo(llan<l choir that chant your Idle loves, 

Ye cease to charm— Eliza Is ho more I 

Ye heatliy wastes, immix'd with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams with sedge and rushes 
stor'd : 
Ye rugged cliffs, o'erhansing dreary glens, 

To you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 

Princes, whose cumb'rous pride was all their 
worth. 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit hall 'i 
And thou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth. 

And not a Muse in honest grief bewail? 

We saw thee shine In youth and beauty 's^ pride. 
And virtue's light, that beams beyond the 
snheres * 

But like the sun ecllps'd at morning tide, 
Tliou left'st us darkling in a world of tears. 

Tho parent's heart that nestled fond In then, 
Tli:it heart now sunk, a prey to giief and c.nrc 

.So deck'd the woodl)ine sweet.yon aged fve. 
So from it ruvisli'd, leaves it bleak and bare. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ , OF FINTRY. 

When Nature her great master-piece deslgn*d. 
And framd her last, best work, tho human 

mind, 
Her eye intent on all the mazy plan, 
She form'd of various parts the various man. 
Tlien first she calls the useful many forth; 
Plain, plodding industry, and sober worth : 
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of earth, 
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And inerchamlisc' whole ftc.iias tiike th.'h' birth. 
Each prudent clt a Avtiriu existence fiuds, 
And nil inecliiuilcs' inuny-uprund kinds. 
.Some otiier rarer sorts arc wanted yet. 
The lead and buoy are needful to the net : 
The caput moriuum of gross desires 
Makes a material for mere knights and squires, 
The martial pliosphorns is taught to flow. 
She kneads the lumpish, philosophic dough, 
Tlien marks th' unyielding mass with grave de- 
signs 
Law, pliysics, politics, and deep divines : 
Last, slie sublimes th' Aurora of the poles, 
The flashing elements of female souls. 

Tlie ordcr'd system fair before her stood. 
Nature, weil-pieas'd, pronounced it very good ; 
Hut here slie gave creating labour o'er, 
JIalf-jest, slie try'd one curious labour more. 
Some sj)umy, fiery ignis fatuus matter; 
Such as tlic slightest breath of air might 

scatter ; 
With arch-alacrity and conscious ploo 
(Nature may have iier whim as well as wc, 
Jlor Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to shew It) 
She forms the thing, and christens it— a I'oet. 
Creature, tho' oft tlic prey of care and sorrow. 
When blest to-day unuiiniJful of to-niovrow. 
A being form'd t' annise liis graver frieu<l-<, 
Admir'd and prais'd — and tlierc the iiomagc 

ends ; 
A mortal quite unfit for Fortune's strife, 
Yet oft the sport of all tlie ills of life; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give. 
Yet haply wanting wherewithal to live ; 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan, 
Yet frequent all unliceded in his own. 

But honest Nature is not quite a Turk; 
She laugh'd at first, then folt for lier jioor work; 
Pitying tijc propless cllnibor of mankind, 
She cast about a stand.ird-tree to find ; 
And. to support his lu-Ipless woodljinn state 
Attach'd him to the generous truly great— 
A title, and tlje only one I claim. 
To lav stong hold for help on bounteous Gra- 

1mm. 
Pity the tuneful Muses' hapless train, 
Weak, timid landsmen on life's stormy main I 
Their hearts no selfish, stern, absorbent stuif. 
That never gives— tlio' humbly takes enouyii ; 
The little fate allows, they sliare as soon. 
Unlike sage, proverb'd Wisdom's imrd-wruiig 

boon, I 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend. 
Ah ! that the friendly e"er should want a friend I 
Let prudence number o'er each sturdy sun, 
Who life and wisdom at one race begun. 
Who feel by reason, and who give by rule, 
(Instinct's a brute, and sentiment a fool!) 
Who make j)oor tciU do wait upon 1 should— 
We own they're prudent ; but who feels they're 

good V 
Ye wise ones, hence I yeimrt the social eye! 
God's image rudely etcli d on base alloy ! 
But come ye who the god-like pleasure know. 
Heaven's attribute distinguish d— to l)estow ! 
Wijose arms of love would grasp the human 

race. 
Come tiiou who glv'st with all the courtier's 

grace. 
Friend of my life, trno patron of my rhymes! 
Prop of my dearest hopes for future times. 
Why shrinks my soul half-blushing, half afraid, 
Backward, abasli'd to ask thy friendly aid? 
I know my need, 1 know thy giving hand, 
J crave thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
l?ut there are such who court the tuneful nine— 
Ileavens! should the branded character be 

mine! 
Whose verso in manhood's pride sublimely 

/lows, 
Tee vilest reptiles in their begging prose. 
M/irI[, how their lofty, //idependent spirit 
if oars on tho aparnlng wing of Injur'd merit ; 
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Seek not the proofs Iii private life !o find ; 
Pity the best of words should be but wind! 
So to heaven's gates tho lark's sliriil song as- 
cends. 
But groveling on the earth the carol ends. 
In all the clam'roas cry of starving want. 
They dun bcHevolcnce with sliameicss front : 
Oblige them, patronise tlicir tinsel lays. 
They persecute you all your future days ! 
Ere my poor soul such deep damnation statu, 
My horny fist assume tlic plough again ;. 
The piebald Jacket let mo patch onco more ; 
(m eightecn-pence a-week I've liv'd before. 
Tho', thanks to Heaven, I dare even that last 

shift: 
I trust, meaaitime, my boon Is In thy gift : 
That placed by thee upon tlic wish'd-for height, 
Where, Man and Nature fairer in her sight. 
My Muse may Imp her wing for some subllmcr 
flight. 

TO DR. BLACKLOCK. 

Eilisland, Oct. 21, 1789. 
Wow, but your letter made me vanntle! 
And are ye liaie, and weel, and cantle'/ 
I kenn'd it still vour wee bit jauutio 

Wad bring ye to: 
Lord send j-ou ay as weei's as 1 want ye. 

And then ye'll do. 

The ill-thief blaw the Heron south ! 
And never drink be near his drouth I 
He taid mysel', i)y word o' mouth, 

He'd tak my letter ! 
I lippen'd to the chlel in troutli 

And bade nao better. 

But ail)llns honest Master Heron 
lliid at the time some dainty fair one. 
To ware ills theologlc care on. 

And holy study ; 
An' tir'd o' sauls to waste his iear on, 

E'en tried tlic body. 
But what d'ye think, my trusty tier ? 

I'm turn'd a guager— peace l)e here! 
Parnassian queens, I fear. I fear, 

Ye'll now disdain rac, 
And then my fifty pounds a j'car 

Will little gain me. 

Ye glalket, gloesorae, dainty damicA, 
Wha by Castalla's wimpiin' streamies, 
Louj), sing, and lave your pretty limbics, 

Ye ken. ye ken. 
That Strang necessity s'upremc is 

'31ang sons o' men. 

I hac a wife and twa wee laddlest, 

Thcv maun hae brose and brats o' duddlcs; 

Ye lien voursel my heart right proud is, 

I ncediia vaunt. 
But I'll sued besoms— tliraw^ sangii woodies. 

Before tliey want. 

Lord help me thro' tills warld o' care ! 
I"ni weary sick o't late and air! 
Not but I liae a richer share 

Tlian monie Ithers ; 
But wliy should ae man better fare. 

And a' men brithers'/ 

Come, Firm Resolve, take thon the van, 
TIjou stalk o' carl-hemp In man! 
And let us mind faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair: 
Wlia does tlie utmost that he can. 

Will wliyles do mair. 

But to conclude my silly rhyme, 
(I'm scant o' verse and scant o' time,) 
To make a hapiiy flre-slde clime 

To weans and wife, 
TVvaVs U\ft iTVtft \ia.\.\vc>% wvd ^vibllme 
Ol\va.\wa.\\\\l^. 



1 HAE a WIFB 0* MY AIN. 
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iiy compliments to sister Yeckle ; 
And eke the samo to honest Lackle, 
1 wAt she is a dainty chackio 

As o'er tread clay! 
An* gratefully, my gnid anld cockle, 

I'm yours for ay. 

ItOBERT Burns. 

THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE. 

I enclose yon the music of *Fec him Father,' 
with two verses, wliich I composed at the time 
in wlilch Patie Allan's mither died, that was 
abont the back o* midnight, and by the lee 
side of a bowl of punch, which had overset 
every mortal in company except the hautbois 
and the music.— £ttrn« to Thomaon. 

TwM-^ Fee him Father." 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me ever, 
Thou liast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me ever. 
Afteu Iiast thou vow'd that death 

Only should us sever. 
Now thou'st left thy lass for ay— 

1 maun see thee never, Jamie, 
1*11 see thee never. 

Tbou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou hast me forsakeii, 

Tliou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou hast me forsaken. 

Tliou canst love anither jo. 
While my heart is breaking, 

Soon my weary een I'll close- 
Never malr to waken, Jamie, 
Never mair to waken. 

BY YON CASTLE WA'. &c. 

[Written in imitation of an old Jacobite song, of 
which the following are two linos—] 

My lord's lost his land, and my ludy her name, 
Tlicru'li never be right till Jamie comes hamc. 

Br yon castle wa'. at the close o' the day, 

1 heard a man sing, thougli his iiead it was 

grey: 
And 0.4 lie was singing, tlic tears fast down 

came- 
There'll never bo peace till Jamie comes hamc. 

The church is in ruins, the state is in Jars, 
Delusions, oppressions, and niurdcruus wnrs ; 
We dare na weel say t, but we ken wha's to 

blame— 
There'll never l)e peace till Jamie comes hamc. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
And now 1 greet round their green beds in tlie 

ylrd. 
It brak the sweet heart o' my faithn' anld 

dame— 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that sair bows me down. 
Sin' I tint my bairns, and ho tint his crown ; 
iint till luy last moment my words are the 

sHmc— 
Tiicrc'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

THE CHEVALIER'S LAMENT. 

'When Prince Charles Stuart saw that utter 
ruin had fallen on all those who loved him and 
fought for him- that the axe and the cord 
were busy with their persons, and that their 
wives and children were driven desolate, he is 
supposed, by Bums, to have given utterance to 
his feelings in this Lament.— il//an Cunning- 
ham. 

rune- "Captain 0' Kalne." 

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves re- 
turning ; 
The munaariag streamlet winds clear thro' 
the VMief 



The hawthorn trees blow in the dews of the 
Mioniing, 
And wild scattcr'd cowslips bedeck the green 
dale ; 

But wliat can give pleasure, or what can seem 
fair, 
Wliilu the lingering moments are numbcr'd by 
care ? 
No flowers gaily springing, nor birds sweetly 
singing. 
Cun smooth the sad bosom of joyless despair. 

Tito deed that 1 dar'd could it merit their 
malice, 
A king and a father to place on his throne'/ 
His rigiit arc these hills, and his right are these 
valleys. 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, but I can 
And none. 

But 'tis net my sufferings, thus wretched, for- 
lorn. 
My. bravo gallant friends, 'tis your rnin I 
mourn. 
Your deeds prov'd so loyal in not bloody trial, 
Alas I can I make you no sweeter return ? 



BONNIE MARY 

In the notes to Johnson's Museum, Bums claims 
all this song as liis composition, except tlie first 
four lines, it is written to the old melody, 
* The .sliver tassle.'-Tho air is Oswald's. 

(Jo fetch to me a pint o' wine. 

And All it in a silver tassic ; 
Tliat I may drink before I go, 

A 8er\'ice to my bonnle lassie. 
Tlie boat rocks at the pier of Ijclth; 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae tlie ferry; 
The shin rides by the Berwick-law— 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

Tlie trnmpets sound, the banners fly, 

Tlie glistering spears are ranked ready ; 
Tlic shouts o' war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody : 
But it's not tlie roar o' sea or shore 

Wad make me langer wish to tarry ; 
Nor shout o' war that's heard afar. 

It's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 



I HAE A WIFE O' MY AIN. 

The Poet was accustomed to say that the most 
happy period of his life was the first winter he 
spent at EilicsUind- for the first time under a 
roof of his own,— with his wife and children 
about him. It is known that he welcomed his 
wife to her roof -tree at EUlesland in this song. 
—Lociiiart. 

1 HAE a wife o' my aln, 

I'll partake wi' naebody ; 
I'll tak cuckold frae nane, 

I'll gle cuckold to naebody. 

I'll hue a penny to spend. 

There— thanks to naebody; 
I hac naethlng to lend, 

I'll borrow frae naebody. 

I am naebody's lord, 

I'll l)e slave to naebody ; 
I hue a guid broad sword, 

I'll tak dunts frae naebody. 

I'll he merry and free, 

I'll be sad for naebody ; 
If naebody care for me, 

I'll care for naebody. 
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LOVELY DAVIE8. 
Tw/ie—" Bliss Mnlr." 



HOW shall r, nnskilfu', try 
The poet's occapution. 

The tuiiefn' powers, In happy hours, 

That whispers inspiration i 
Even they manu dare an effort mair. 

Thaji aaght they ever gave us, 
Or they rehearse. In equal verso, 

llie charms o' lovely Davies. 
Each eye it cheers, wncn she appears. 

Like Phoebus in the morning'. 
When past the shower, and ev'ry flower 

The garden Is adorning. 
As the wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore, 

When winter-bound the wave is ; 
Sac drops our heart when we mann part 

Frac charming lovely Davies. 

Her smile's a gift, frae 'boon the lift, 

That maks us more than princes ; 
A sccptor'd hand, a king's command. 

Is in her darting glances : 
The man in arms, 'gainst female charms, 

Even he her willuig slave Is : 
lie hugs his chain, and owns the reign 

Of conquering, lovely Davies. 
My muse to dream of such a thing. 

Her feeble powers surrender: 
The eagle's gaze alone surveys 

Tiio sun's meridian splendour : 

1 wad in vain essay the strain. 
The deed too daring brave is ; 

I'll (Irap the lyre, and mute admire 
The cnarms o' lovely Davies. 



THE COOPEll O' CUDDIE. 

Tane—llah at the bowster. 

The cooper o' Cuddle cam' here awa, 
And ca'd the glrrs out owre us a'— 
And our gude-wife has gotten a ca' 

Tlmt anger'd the silly gude-inan. O. 
We'll hide the cooper behind the door, 
])ehind the door, behind the door: 
We'll hide the cooper behind the door. 

And cover him under a mawn, O. 

He sought them out, he sought them In, 
Wi', deil hae her! and, doll hae him I 
liut the body was sac doited and blln'. 
He wist na where he was gaun, O. 

They cooper'd at e'en, they cooper'J at mom, 
'Till our gudc-man has gotten the scorn ; 
On ilka brow she's planted a horn, 

And swears that they shall stan*, O. 
We'll hide the cooper behind the door, 
iiehlnd the door, behind the door : 
We'll hide the cooper behind the door. 

And cover him under a mawn, O. 



SKETCH. 

INSCKIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. C. J. FOX. 

How WIsdon and Folly meet, mix. and unite ; 

How Virtue and Vice blend tlieir black and their 
white ; 

How Oenius, th' Illustrious father of fiction, 

('onfoimds rule and law, reconciles contradic- 
tion— 

I sing; If these mortals, the Critics, should 
Dustle, 

I care not, not I— let the Critics go whistle ! 

IJnt now for a Patron, whose name and whose 

glory 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou, first of our orators, first of our wits; 
Yet whoso parts and acqulremeots seem jost 
JuckjrjjitB; 



With knowledge so vast, an4 with Jadfment 

strong, 
So man, with the IiaU of *em, e*er went flur 

wrong f 
With passions eo potent, and fancies so Inigtit, 
No m.ui with the half of 'em e'er went quite 

right ; 
.V sorry, poor, misbcgot son of the Moses, 
For using thy name offers fifty excuses. 
iiooA Lord, what is man ! for as sim^e he looks, 
Do but try to derelop his hooks and nis crooks, 
With his depths and his shallows, his good and 

his evil, 
AH in all, he's problem must puzzle the dcviL 
On his one ruling l^assUm Sir Pope hugely 

labours, 
Tliat, like th' old Hebrew waUdng-switch, eats 

up its neiffhtraurs : 
Mankind are his show-box— a friend, would you 

know him ? 
Pull the string. Ruling Posslonf the picture will 

siiow hiip. 
What pity, In rearing so besnteons a system, 
One trifling particular. Truth, shoald have 

miss'd him I 
For, spite of his fine theoretic positions. 
Mankind is a science defies dcnnltion. 

Some sort all our qualities each tofts tribe, 
And think Humon-iutnre they cmly describe: 
Unve you found this, or t'otncr? there's more 

in the wind, 
/ i by one drunken fellow his comrades you'll 

find. 
Rut such Is the flaw, or the depth of the pla 
In the make of the wonderful creature call'd 

Man, 
No two viitues, whatever relation they claim. 
Nor even two different shades of the same, 
Tliough like as was erer twin-brother to br(Aher, 
Possessing the one shall imply you've the other. 

But tmoe with abstraction, and truce with a 

muse. 
Whoso rhymes you'll perhaps, Sir, ne'er deign 

to peruse : 
Will you leave your Justings, your Jars, and 

your qnarsels. 
Contending with Billy for proud-uodding 

laurels ! 
My miiuh-honour'd Patron, believe your poor 

Poet, 
Your courage much more than yonr prudence 

you show It, 
In vain with Squire Billy for laurels yoa 

struggle. 
He'll have them by fair trade, if not, he will 

smuggle ; 
Not cabinets even of kings wonld conceal 'em. 
He'd np the back-stairs, and by G— he wonld 

steal 'em. 
Then feats like Squire Billy's yoa ne'er can at- 

chieve 'em. 
It is not, ontdo him— the task is, ont-thlCTC him. 

SONG OF DEATH. 

A OABUO AIR. 

Scene.— il^Wo/6a«fe. Time of the day— Been- 
ing. The wounded emd dffwg (/ (he viclorious 
army are tt^ppoud to join va the vmg. 

Farkw£Ll, thou fair day, thou green earth, and 
vc skies 
Now gay with the bright setting snn ! 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ye dear, tender 
ties. 
Our race of existence is run ! 

Tliou grim King of Terrors, thon life's gloomy 
foe, 
Oo, frighten the coward and stave! 
Go, teach them to tremble, fell Tyraatl but 
know 
No terrors hast thon for the hratvl 



YESSES. 
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Ihoa strik'st the dall pMMnt— be iinks Ib the 
dark. 

Nor sares e*en the wreck of a name : 
Ihoa 8trlk*8t the jonng hero— a glorloiu mai^ I 

He falls in the blaze of his tame I 

In the Held of proud honour— oar swords In our 
hands, 

Oar King and oar Coantrr to save— 
While victorj shines on lifers last ebbing sands, 

O! who would not rest with the brave ! 



FBAOMENT. 

mow health forsakes that angel taee, 
Kao mair mj I>earle smiles ; 

rale sidkness withers Uka grace, 
And a* my hopes beguiles. 

The emel powers reject the prayer 

I hoarly mak* for thee ; 
Te heaTens. bow great is my despair 

How can I see tum dee ! 



WOMEN'S MIND8. 

ftwe— "Fora'thaf 

Tbo* uromea*s minds like winter winds 
May drift aB# turn, and a' that, 
he ■oUeet brtast adores them maist, 
A conse^neaee I draw tliat. 

For a* that, and a* that. 
And twice as meikle's a* that. 

The Ixmio Ian that I loe best 
Obeli he my aln for a' that 

Great Ioto I bear to all the fair. 
Their humble elaye, and a* that ; 

But lordly will, I hold it still 
A mortal sin to threw tliat. 
For a* thdt, Ac 

But there is ane aboon the lave. 
Has wit, and sense, and a' that ; 

A bonie lass, I like her best. 
And wha a crime dare ca' that ? 
For a* that, Ac. 

In raptare sweet this hour we meet, 

Wi^matnal )ove' and a* that ; 
But for bow laag the file may stang, 

Let inclination law that. 
For a' that, Ac 

Their tricks and craft hae pat me daft, 
They're ta'en mc in, and a* that : 

But clear year decks, and here's 'The SexT 
I like the Jades for a' that. 
For a* that, Ac 



ON A LAF-DOO NAMED ECHO. 

Ix wood and wild, yo warbling throng, 

Tonr heavy loss deplore ; 
Now half extinct your powers of song, 

Sweet Eclio is no more. 

Ye Jarring, scroechliig things aronnd, 
Scrcnin yonr cUHCordant joys ; 

Now hnlf yonr din of tuneless sound 
With Echo silent lies. 

ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE. 

Lamest him Maachline husbands a', 

He aftcn did assist yo ; 
For had yc htald whole weeks awa*. 

Your wives they ne'er had miss'd ye. 

Ye Hauchllne balms, as on ye pass 
TO school in bands tbeglther, 

O tread you lightly on his grass, 
Feihaps he was your fittberl 



TO DR. MAXWELL. 
ON mas JUST exAio's rxoovbrt. 

Maxwell, if merit here you crave. 

That merit I deny— 
you save fair Jessy from the grave ! 

An angel could noe die. 

INSCRIPTION TO THE MEMORY OP 
FERGUSSON. 

HEEE LIBS ROBBRT rsnGUSSOK, POST. 

Bom September 5th, 1750.— Died 16th October, 

1774. 

No scalptnr'd marble here, nor pompous lay, 
* No storied urn nor animated oust,* 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o'er her Poet's dust. 

SONG. 
JkMK— " Maggy Lauder." 

Whek first I saw fair Jeanie's face, 

I couklna tell what ailed me. 
My heart went fluttering plt-a-pat. 

My een they almost failed me. 
She s aye sae neat, »ae trim, sae tight, 

All grace does round her hover, 
Ae look deprived me o' my heart. 

And 1 became a lover. 

She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay. 
She'd aye so blithe and cheerie ; 

She's aye sae bonie, blithe, and gay, 
O gin I were her dearie ! 

Had I Dundas's whole estate. 

Or Hopetoun's wealth to shine in ; 
Did warlike laurels crown my brow, 

Or humbler bays entwining— 
I'd lay them a' at Jeanie's feet, 

Could I but hope to move her. 
And prouder than a belted knight, 

I'd l>e my Jeanie's lover. 
She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, &c. 

But sair I fear some happier swain 

Has gained sweet Jeanie's favour: 
If so, may every bliss be hers, 

Though 1 maun never have her: 
But gang she east, or gang ^e west, 

Twixt Forth and Tweed all over. 
While men have eyes, or ears, or taste, 

Shell always find a lorcr. 
She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, dec * 



EPIGRAM. 

When ^.deceased, to the devil went down, 

"Twas nothing would serve him but Satan's own 

crown; 
♦Tliy fool's head,' quoth Satan, 'that crown 

shall wear never. 
I grant thou'rt as wicked, but not quite so 

clever.* 

VERSES. 

IXTENT)ET> TO BE WHITTEN BELOW A NOBLE EARL'S 

PICTCRB. 

Whose is that noble, dauntless brow ? 

And whoso that eye of Are V 
And whose that generous princely mien, 

Even rooted foes admire ? 

Stranffcr, to justly show that brow. 

And mark that eye of Arc, 
Would take His hand, whose vernal tints 

His other works admire. 

Bright as a cloudless summer sun. 

With st-ately port ho moves ; 
His guardian scraiili eyes Avith awo 

The noble ward he luvcs. 
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li URNS' POETICAL WOKKS. 



Among the llliisf rJous .Scottish sons 

That chitf thou luiiyst dliiccrii; 
Mark Scotia's fond rctuniiug cje» 

It dwells upon liluucairu. 

THE BR.VW BRIDAL. 

The last braw bridal that 1 was at, 

Twas on n Hallowmafis day, 
And there was roiith o' drink and fun, 

And raicklc mirth and play. 
The bells they rauK, and tho carUns sang. 

And the dairies danced in tlie lia* : 
TIjc l)ridc went to lied wi the silly bridegroom, 

In the midst o' her kiunuurs u*. 

LINES WRITTEN AT LOUDON MANSE. 

The night was still, and o'er the hill 
The moon shone on the castle wa' ; 

Tlie mavis sang, while dew-drops hang 
Around her, on the castle wa 

Sao merrily thcv danced the ring, 
Frae eenin' till the cock did craw; 

And aye the o'erword o' tiio spring. 
Was Irvine's bairns are bonle a'. 

KATHARINE JAFFRAY. 

There liv'd a lass in yonder dale, 

And down in yonder glen, O; 
And Katharine J affray was her name, 

Wccl known to many men, O. 

Ont came the Lord of Lauderdale 

Out frae tlie south eountric, O, 
All for tor court this pi-ctty maid, 

Her bridegroom for to be, O. 

He's tell'd her father and mother baith. 

As 1 liear piudry say. O ; 
But he has na tell'd the lass hcrscr 

Till on her wedding dayi O. 

Then came the Laird o' Lochinton 

Out frae the English border. 
All for to court this pretty maid. 

All mounted in good order. 

THERE'S NAETHIN LIKE THE HONEST 

NAPPY 
There's naethin like the honest nappy ! 
.Whanrll ye e'er sec men sac happy, 
Or women sonsii*. saft an' sappy, 

'Tween morn an morn, 
AS them wha like to taste the drappio 
In glass or horn. 

I've seen me daez't upon a time ; 
I scarce could wink or sec a styme ; 
Just ao hauf muchkin does me prime. 

Ought less is little. 
Then back 1 rattle on the rhyme 

As gleg's u whittle ! 

M Y M 1 N N I E. 
O WAT TC what mv minnic did. 

3dy n"dnnl ' did, niy minnic did, 
O wat ye what my ndnnie did, 

On Tysday 'teen to me, jo 'i 
She laid ine in a saft bed, 

A saft l)ed, a saft bed. 
She laid me in a .saft lied. 

And bade gudeen to me, jo. 

An' wat ve wlmt the parson did, 
Tlic parson did, tlie parson did. 
An' wat ye what the parson did, 

A' for a penny fee, joV 
Jle loosed on inc a lung man, 
A mJcklo wan, a strango man, 
Hcloosed on me a lang man, 
37Mt might litto worried me, jQ. 






An' I was bnt ft yonng thbif . 

A young thing, a young tmng. 
An' 1 was but a young thing, 

WI' nane to pity me, jo. 
I wat the kfrk was In I lie wyte, 

In the wyte, in the wyto. 
To pit a young thing In a fria^ht, 

An' loose a man on me, Jo. 



THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, passenger! my story's Iwicf, 
And truth I shall relate, man; 

1 tell nae common talo o' grief,— 
For Matthew was a groat man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast. 
Yet spnm'd at fortune's door, man •■, 

A look of pity hither cast,— 
For Matthew was a poor man. 

If thou a noble sodgcr art. 
That passcst l»y this grave, man. 

There moulders hero a gallant heart,— 
Fer Matthew was a brave maiL 

If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, man; 

Here lies wha wcel had won thy praise,- 
For Matthew was a bright nun. 

If thou at friendship's sacred ca* 

Wad life itself resign, man ; 
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa\— 

For Matthew was a kind man. 

If thou art staunch without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, man* 

Tlii-< was a kinsman o' thy ain,— . 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou liast wit. and fun, and fire. 
And nc>'er glide wine did fear, man 

This was tliy bitlie, dam. and sire,— 
For Matthew was a queer m^n. 

If ony whiggish whingln sot. 
To l)lame )>oor Mattncw dare, man; 

May dool and sorrow be his lot,— 
For Matthew was a rare man. 



GRACE BEFORE MEAT. 

O Lonn. when hunger pinches sore. 

Do thou stand us in need. 
And send us from thy bonnteoas store, 

A tup or wether head ! Amen. 



MY BOTTLE. 

3Iy l)ot.tln is my holy pool. 
That heals tlie wounds o' care an' dool, 
And pleasure is a wanton trout. 
An' ye drink it, yell tlnd him out. 



THE BONNIE LASS OF ALBANY. 
Tune—'''' Mary's Dream.'* 

My lieart is wac, and unco xi:tie^ 
To think upon tlie raging sea, 

Tliat roars between her gardens grocn 
And the bonnlc Lass of Albsuiy. 

This lovely maid's of roval blood 
That rulfed Albion's kingdoms three. 



IMPKOMPW. 
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In the rolUhff tide of spt-eadlrtfir Clyde 
There sits an Isle of high dcRree, 

And A town of fame whose princely name 
Shonld grace the Lass of Albany. 

Unt there's a youth, a witless youth, 
That fills the place where she should be ; 

We'll send him o'er to his native shore, 
And bring our ain sweet Albany. 

Alas the day, and wo the day, 

A false usurper was the gree, 
Who now commands the towers and lands— 

The royal right of Albany. 

We'll dally pray, we'll nightly pray, 
On bended knees most ferventlie, 

Tlie time may come, with pipe and drum 
We'll welcome hame fair Albany. 



TO MISS FERRIRR, 
ENCLOSING THE ELEGY ON SIR J. H. BLAIB. 

Nak heathen name shall I prefix 

Frae Pindus or Parnassus ; 
Anld Reekie dings them a' to sticks, 

For rhyme-Inspiring lasses. 

Jove's tnnefn* dochters, three times three 
Made Homer deep their debtor; 

But, glen the body naif an ec. 
Nine Ferriers wad done better! 

Last day my mind was in a hog, 
Down George's Street I stoitcd ; 

A creeping cauld prosaic fog 
My very senses doited. 

Do what I donght to set her free, 

My saul lay in the mire ; 
Ye turned a neuk—l saw your eo— 

She took the wing like nre ! 

The moumfn' sang I here enclose, 

In gratitude 1 send you ; 
And wish and pray in rhyme sincere, 

A' gude things may attend you ! 



THE TORBOLTON LASSIES. 
If ye gae up to yon hill-tap, 

Ye'Il there see bonie Peggy; 
She kens her father is a laird. 

And she fM-sooths a leddy. 

There Sophy tight, a lassie bright. 
Besides a nandsome fortune: 

Wha canna win her in a night. 
Has little art in courting. 

If she be shy, her sister try, 
Ye'll mayoe fancy Jenny, 

If ye'll dispense wi*^ want o' sense- 
She kens hersel' she's bonie. 

As ye gae up by yon hill-side, 

Hpeer in for bonie Bessy ; 
She'll gi'e ye a beck, and bid ye light, 

And handsomely address ye. 

EXTEMPORE. 

PINNED TO A LADJ'S COACH. 

If yon rattle along like your mistress's tongue, 
Your speed will out-rival the dart ; 

Bat, a fly for your load, you'll break down on the 
road. 
If your stuff be as rotten's her heart. 



•nr VAIN WOULD PRUDENCE.' 
In vain would Prudence, with decorous sneer, 



Point out a cens'ring world, and bid me fear ; 
Above thst world on wings of love I rise, i 

/ know Us wont— and can that wont despise. J 



' Wronjr'd, injnr'd,8hnnn'd; ttnpitled, nnredrcst, 
Tlic mock'd quotutlon of the scorner's Jest.' 
Let Prudence direst bodements on me fall, 
Clarindo, rich reward ! o'erpays them all ! 



THE SLAVE'S LAMENT. 

It was in sweet^ Senegal that my foes did me 
enthral, 
For the land of Virginia, O ; 
Torn from that lovely shore, and must never see 
it more. 
And alas 1 am weary, weary, O ! 

All on that charming coast is no bitter snow or 
frost. 
Like the lands of Virginia, O : 
Tlierc streams for ever flow, and there flowers 
for ever blow. 
And alas I am weary, weary, ! 

Tlie burden I must bear, while the cruel scourge 
1 fear, 
In the lands of Virginia, O ; 
And 1 think on friends most dear, with the bitter, 
bitter tear, 
And alas I am weary, weary, O ! 



OUDEEN TO YOU, KIMMER. 

GuDEEK to you, Klmmer, 

And how do^e do'/ 
Hiccup, quo' Kimmer, 
The better that I'm fou. 
We're a' noddin, nid nid noddin. 
We're a' noddin at our house at hame. 

Kate sits 1' the nenk, 

Suppin' hen broo ; 
Dcil tak Kate 

An' she be noddin too I 
We're a noddin, <fcc. 

How's a' wi* yon, Kimmer, 

And how do ye fare '/ 
A pint o' tlic best o't. 

And twa pints mair. 
We're a noddin, &c. 

How's a' wi' you, Kimmer, 

And how do ye thrive ; 
How mony balms hae ye ? 

Quo' Kimmer, I hae five. 
We're a uoddln, <tc. 

Are they a' Johny's ? 

Ell ! atweel no : 
Twa o' them were gotten 

When Johny was awa. 
We're a' noddin, &c. 

Cats like milk, 

And dogs like broo ; 
Lads like lasses weel. 

And lasses lads too. 
We're a" noddin, &c. 



IMPROMPTU. 

How daur j-e' ca' me howlet-faced. 
Ye ugly, glowering spectre? 

My face was but the kcckin' glass. 
An' there ye saw your picture 



niPROMPTU. 

At Brownhill we always get dainty good cheer. 
And plenty of bacon each day in the year v 
We've all tlvltv%% \Vv«l\?* \\\t^> ^w^ xsssii^cv^ \cv 

season^ _^ 

But vrhy oVv7&:7% Bttcott— cwafc> ^H«k 
reason "i 



'saA * 
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BUIlNS* POBnCAL WORkS. 



A FAR£:WELL. 



Fabewkll, dear Fiiend t may raid lack bit joa. 
And, inang her favourites admit joa ! 
If e'er Detraction shore to smit yon, 

May none believe him ! 
And ony De'Il tliat tninks to got yon, 

Good Lord deceive bim. 



'I BURN, I BURN.' 

' I BURN, 1 bum, as when thro' ripen'd com 

By driving winds the cracUlng flames are 

l>ome/ 
Now maddening, wild, I curse that fatal night; 
Now bless the hour which charmed my guilty 

sight. 
In rain the laws their feeble force oppose : 
Chain 'd at his feet they groan, Lore's vanqoish'd 

foes: 
In vain religion meets my sinking eye ; 
I dare not combat— bnt 1 tarn and ny ; 
Conscience in vain upbraids the oi^aUow'd fire : 
I.ove grasps bis scorpions— stifled tbey expire ! 
Reason drops headlong from his sacrttd throne, 
Your dear idea reigns, and reigns akme : 
Each thought intoxicated homage yields, 
And riots wanton in forbidden fields! 

By aU on high adoring mortals know ! 
By all the conscious villain fears below ! 
By your dear self !— the last great oath 1 swear ; 
Nor life nor soul were half so dear! 



O THAT I HAD NE'ER BEEN MARRIED. 

[Written for the Musical Moaeum— thechomsls 

old.] 

O THAT I had ne'er been married, ' 

I wnd never have ihs care- 
Now I've gotten wlf^ an* bahns, 

An' they croodie, ever mair. 

Ancc croodie, twice croodie. 
Three times croodie In a day; 

Gin ye croodie ony mair, 
Ye'^Il croodie a' my meal away. 

Waef u' want an' hnnjger fley m^ * 

Glowrln' by the baiian en*— 
Sair 1 fecht them at the door. 

But ay I'm eerie they come ben. 
Ance croodie, Ac. 



O WERE MY LOVE VON LILAC fAlM, 

[The two last stanzas of this Mngare old. Bams 
prefixed the tiro first.} 

TVnc— ** Aaghle 6rabam." 

-wwim my love yonUIac fair, 
Wi' purple bloaaom to tbo spring ; 

And I a bird to shelter thece. 
When wearied on my little wing : 

How I wad monrn when It waa torn. 
By autumn wttd and wlQter. mde ; 

Bat I wad sing, on wanton wing, 
When yonthni' May its bloom renewed. 

O gin my loTO were j(m red noee 

That irowa opon toe castle wa*. 
And I mysel a drap o* dew, 

Into her bonnle breast to fa* : 

O there beyond expression blest, 

I'd feast on beanty a* tbo nlglit ; 
Seal'd on her ailk-saf t faolds to rMt, 

Tin fley'd awa by PbOBboB* Ugbt. 

EttEMPOlte, 

[In answer to an lorttatloa to apeBdanboorata 

tavem.] 

The Klng'a moat b'ambla aeirant, I 
Can scarcely apara a Bfnvta i 

But I'll be wfyom by and txj^; 
Or else the Dell's be In it. 

THE TOAD-EA^ttk, 

[Spoken to reply to one who was talUagUrgely 
of bis noUe friindak] 

What of carls witb whom yon bairt rapt, 
And of dnkee that yon dinad with yMtreen? 

Lord I a louse. 81r, la stlB bat a- lewa, 
Though it orawi on tbo curl of a queoL 

THE WINTER IT IB PAST, SfO. 
TA fragment.] 
The winter It Is past, a^d the aammer comes at 

And the small birds 8ti6g dp v^rf fne ; 
Now every thing is glad, whU* I tm TVy sad. 
Since my tr«e lore la parted fraiB sm. 



Tlte rose upon the brier by tte wailan nuintaig 
clear 
May ha^ ebarma for the UnMt or Oe bee; 
Their little lorea are Meat, and tMr mUe bearts 
at rest. 
But my true lore fs ^Arted fJNMB dm. 



COBRESPOMDESCE OF BURNS. 




STtna^lb MOMklu (itniioej}- 
ktUTM' tka Ibongkt al mj B. 
nmu Dir heart, *T«r tMlMf ol himiullr, 
MmM. JliRtlMjiiSir CTwy dirty tpcrk oF 
nMBoi wd aavjr, #UM an bu too apt to iDlttt 
m*. I anv iTUir cfutan In tba armi ol 
inlnnd boHTOIaDM, ami uaaDj Mrtlciuce 
in thaStimtm «r tba bavpf . uiifirmpBlGiii 
■rttb tka mbMu of ths iiD(«tiiiiatt. l ai. 
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bu^n, bSt'^Vi«''wli<lM"i 


Boctlou li tmhi 


Ulaoait oil I he punnn. 




lHoHBh 1 be, at you know 


*orr wen, bLit B 



•jceUeitMrt at ■•; Midi: 
ivBf E., Itlii a nard 18010 audi a 

• to plu wlioa joa amat wltb in 

»■ caaaut nloM mt ba fa ilDean, and yet 
Ibaub yoBU Uis enr wtbrautal^, Iiarlupa 
la aKw BaSi. or at hnbMt In a yau m ti£ 
Iba Bun vweeiMBtabiB lluer laay nnkiUm 
a* dlitaadadT tiBd ol auntiier.'wiiUK na ace 



hapi one ol Uuap tranttnt diiMi 
tnu ilw Ion I bm fur yon li Km 



rafnryon li D 
__ .( viMot aad k 

le, MlOUH TOB HHtt 

—"- -laUtlo) w»— 



lyon. Billna'Bo.ByaBar.ltinovt Ilka 
iiu> akne wtakb out midar lbs maiTloa iMH 
liappy. noplODaytaJktddunaiaadniitnroi 
ukaaaithBTiilcneiawlawaniifanDriWlttaa 
low d yiMUOll ^ti, may inak« tStlo (eel 
Ai— !■■_ 1,1^, tbeydHBTlbei but aure I 



tna KnndalMi of Mmduupi IM It hoi alwaya 
Men ■iroflidiiii.UiBtthoBiantedllliwaioiiily 
MabdSlpSil BBca axalled danea. 

II yon will b« an Rood aa to tnant my wUboa, 
— *"* -teald PMh jgroTtdoDca Id anani ua tu 
U MTlMa ul lOa, and I can look forward 
tbatoTonUMniUKniKhligudawiiwlUi 



lianbvclaUl 






TO TUB H-iaiB. 

I hay* often tliooght It unemllarlr nnlnclirclr- 
enqututco to Iotb, tbat ihouHb. Jii tsvury otiicr 
iliuukiD In UIo. tilllnu IIh Irndi is not only the 
■■tat, iMt uctnellr la far im cmrtent vay of 
proceeding, a lurcr li never niider cruter 
aimciiItT In miluit. or ntere ruiled hr ox- 
pnulon, Uun wlien hia puiliiii ts ilnoero, nnd 
fell iBteiitloiu ere taoBoamlilo. 1 do not inlnk 

tliat It li veir dUBentl tor » mreon of — " 

nnneitj to tilk of love ind tondlNHi i 
UM f ett, (ltd to nuke twti or oouti. 

fHrnu, If be lie TlUehi enngh to pnci 
deleaSiUe onndBet i bnt to n man who 






toiliuhI that li, honeiitlir to tell joq Oe i^ln 

muilr In the boarti nl dhSfinUtkn end tnlae- 
hood, that 1 am (nrpriiied tluj can b« nud b; 
may one In w noMa, no geoerau a naeiluii as 
▼lAaoo lore. Ka.mTdoarli,,IilielincTeron- 
deavoortonln jonr nivonrbytuch deleetable 
pracltoen. if yoa wfll lie ao flood and Rvmromi 
■1 tn Khnlt DM tor roar paTUKr, rou' coin- 
ninlOB, vour bonm-Mond Uiroun me, tbere 
k niithlniit on tbit «Mo nt etemn> ehaU flfve me 

inrelieilnEyoiir hand br inj arte enwortby of 
niin.nZlwtlladd.ofaChrtitlaa. TMreltDno, 



nrttaer. that II a betaavlear - reniUti 
lb nibaiia but voir inipciftietlT) nr i) 
of nonoor endTlitu--tf obean aeretecl 

pnnwta jnar happUwa; aad It Umm aie qua 
tiai yon wnnM wlih In n friend. In a hniband, , 
Iwne TUH aliall ever Und them In yoor lealfitend 
and ■Encere luvcr. 



locQEit In (rood manner) to have acknowledged 

letter. 1 read It over and over, affnluandauli 
and thoarii It wai In the polHeatluigaaca^Ti 
Iiual, •tin It 1TH Bcnmpiorr; "Ton wore •orr*-. 
yol ooold DDt make me a return, bnt yon wlih 
me^ what, wttboBt yon I norer can obtain, 
~ yon wliih nu all fclnil otbappbHR." Itwonld 
never cnn bo happy; (mtmiiT I am, that nhorliiB 



iIIjI)-,1i1 alitwlti^li 

inoHlLlon, wUh all ttan ciinrc^iii 

qnallclea, bdebtenad □; au i 
beyond nnytung 1 havo ever 

Hlon'oolnT hcan'^alld'anoTlUsklhe 

IjUB. My tmaglniitWi bu 

U wltlia wisb. Idare not uy 
Ual nmlbly 1 mlllit one 



n moeh 



fondly flattered llfl 

deUriillallniagea. uid my ta.,-, ., TJIT" 

~'~''' IB I really bad no rlfrht I«expoct> I mart 

Id jon, 1 luppon, will porhapi aooa leave 



TO JIB. JOHN SftTRDOCU- 

laeliltf, li« Januarf. lf» 

nn' nu'e^VwIll forgot, the manT obllia- 

- Jo not dosbt, ilr, bnt yon wlH wlah lo know 
wlut baa been the rosnlt of all tllB pal« of an 
DiitolftBol father, and Amaatertj loddicr; and 1 
wMilcoulflgralurionr curloiUy wllh nrb i 
reeltalaa yon wnafrl be pleased wlUi: bolthail* 



as oa nomme ""^Zf" 



! a paablne. actlvo fel 
iroOi, Btr, there h bi 






i:" ai^% (Ui 



nciT manners. aDiI tbBlrwaya;^ andtor (Ui 
nrllnE >QbjFi:L loheerrDlIyMorUloeeTelTOthci 

cjii«idetall"n. I am quite hidolotil alviS then 



^t bour, I am very easy Willi regard to any- 
ID nnrortunate and ' the wretcbed, dMt ■•) 
incai lervllj me: I know that ttven IIWB W 
ilani forw1.nl country lotka eaU -a MMMe 
ruck," nhcn once it fi inoctiaed hy a hoary 



CORRESPONDENCE OF IRMINS. 



1C5 



ercr, I am nndcr no apprehension about that : 
for, though indolent, yet, so far as an extremely 
delicate constitution permits, I am not luzy : and 
iu many things, especially in tavern matten<, i 
am a strict economist ; not indeed for the sake 
of the money, but ono of tlio principal parts in 
my composltiou is a kind of pride of stomach, 
and I scorn to fear the face of any man living ; 
above everytlilng, I abhor, as hell, the idea, of 
sneaking in a comer to avoid a dun— possibly 
^ome piUf ol, sordid wretch, who in ray heart I 
despise and detest. 'TIs this, and this alone, 
thiu endears economy. In the matter of books, 
indeed, 1 am very profuse. My favourite authors 
are of the sentimental kind— such as ''Shen- 
stone/* particularly his ''Elegies ;" "Thomson;" 
"Man of Feeling, —a book I prize next to the 
Bibie; "Man of the World;" "Stcnic," espe- 
cially his "Sentimental Journey;" "Macplier- 
son, *'08Slaii." Ac Tliese are the glorious 
roodela after which I endeavour to form my con- 
duct ; and *tis incongruous, His absurd, to sup- 
pose that the man whoso mind glows with 
sentiments lightened up at their sacred flame— 
the man whoso heart distends with benevolence 
to ali the human race— ho " who can soar above 
this littie'ipoene of things,"— can he descend to 
mind the paltry concerns about which the terrte- 
flllal race fret, and fume, and vex themselves? 

laow the glorious triumph swells my heart ! I 
forget that I am a poor insigniflcant devil, un- 
noticed and unknown, stalking up and down 
fairs and markets, when I happen to be in them, 
reading a page or two of mankind, and " catch- 
ing the manners living as they rise," whilst the 
men of business jostle mo on every side as an 
idle encambrancc in their way.— But I dare suy 

1 have by this time tired your patience ; so 1 
shall conclude with begging yon to give Mrs. 
Murdoch, not my compliments, for tliat is a 
mere common-place story, but my warmest, 
kindest wishes for her welfare ; and accept of 
the same for yourself, from. 

Dear sir, 

Yours, &c. 



NO. VI. 

[Tlie following is taken from the MS. proso pre- 
sented b3- our Bard to Mr. Riddel.] 

Oh rnmmaging over somo old papers, I lighted 
on a MS. of my early years, in which I liad deter- 
mined to write myself ont, as I was placed by 
fortune among a class of men to whom my ideas 
wonldhave been nonsense. I had meant that 
the book should have lain hy me, in the fond 
bo|>c that, some time or otlior, even after I was 
no noorc, my thoughts would fail into the hands 
of somelKMly capable of appreciating thier value. 
It sets off thus : 

Obsfrrations^ Ifuiti^ Songs, Scraps of Poetry ^ <ftc., 
6jf H. £ — a man who had little art in making 
money, and still less in keeping it; but was, 
liowcver, a man of some sense, and a great deal 
of honesty, and unbounded good-will to every 
creature, rational and irrational. As he was but 
little indebted to scholastic education, and bred 
at a plough-tail, his performances must be 
strongly tinctured with his unpolished rustic 
way of life : but as I believe they are really his 
own, it may be somo entertainment to a curious 
observer of human nature, to see how a plough- 
man tlilnks and feels, under the pressure of love, 
ambition, anxiety, grief, with the like cares and 
passions, which, however diversified by the 
modes and manners of life, operate pretty mucii 
alike, I believe, on all the species. 

"There are numbers in the world who do not 
want sense to make a figure, so much as an 
opinion of their own abilities, to put tliem upon 
recording their own observut ions, and allownig 



tliom llic same iminirtanco wliii-h tlicy ilo to 
thostt which appear iu pnut."— Suenstone. 

" Pleasing, wlien youth is long expired, to trace 
The forms our |»eiK*ll, (»r our ikmi designed I 

Such was our youthful nir, uikI shape, and face, 
Such the bof t image uf uur youthful mind.'' 

—Ibid. 

April, 1793. 
NotwithstandhJg all that has been said against 
love, respecting the folly and weakness it loads 
a yoiuig Inexperienced liilnd into, still I think it 
in a great measure derives the highest cnco- 
mium.s that have boon passed on it. If anything 
on earth deserves the name of rapture or trans- 
port. It is the feelings of green eighteen, in the 
company of the mistress of his heart, when shor 
repays him wltii an equal return of affection. 

August. 
There is certainly some connection between 
love, and music, and poetry: and, therefore, I 
have always thought a tine touch ml nature that 
passage in a luodcrn love composition : 

"As tow'rd her cot he jogg'd along. 
Her name was frequent in his song. 

For my own part, I never had the least thought 
or inclination of turning poet till I once got 
heartily in love; and then rhyme and song were, 
in a manner, tiie si.ontaneous language of my 
heart. 

September. 

T entirely agree with that judicious philoso- 

Sher. ^Ir. Smith, in his excellent "Theory of 
loral Sentiments," that renuirse is the most 
Eainfui sentiment that can embitter the human 
osom. Any ordinary i»ltch of fortitude n>ay 
bear up tolerably well, under these calamities, 
in the procurement of whicii we ourselves have 
had no hand; but when our follies or crimes 
have made us miserable and wretched, to bear 
np with manly firmness, and at tlie same thno 
have a proper penitential sense of our miscon- 
duct, is a glorious effort of self-command. 

Of all the numerous ills tluU hurt our peace. 
Tliat press the soul or wring the mind with an- 
guish. 
Beyond comparison the worst are those 
That to our folly or our guilt we owe. 
In every other circumstance the mind 
Has tliis ttt say—*' It was no deed of mine ;*' 
But when to all the evil of misfortune 
This sting is added— " Blame thy foolish self I * 
Or worser far, the pangs of keen remorse: 
The torturing, gnawing, c*msciousncss of guilt— 
Of guilt perhaps, where we've involved otlu'rs; 
The young, the Innocent, who fondly l(»vcd us. 
Nay, more, that very love their cause of ruin ! 
O burning hell ! in all tliy store of torments, 
Tliere's not a keener lush I 
Lives there a man so firm, who. while his heart 
Feels all the bitter horrors of his crime. 
Can reason down its agonising throbs; 
And, after pro|>er purpose of amendment, 
Can firmly force his jarring tlioughts to peace ! 
O, happy: happy! enviable man! 
O glorious magnanimity of souL 

March, 1784. 
J have often observed. In the course of my ex- 
perience of human life, tliat every man, even the 
worst, has sometiiing good about him; though 
very often nothing else than a happy tempera- 
ment of constitution inclining him to this or that 
virtue. F(U* this reason, no man can say in what 
degree any other pers<m, besides himself, can be. 
with strict justice, called wicked. Let any of 
the strictest character for regularity of conduct 
among us. examine impartially how many vices 
he has ever been guilty of, not from any I'aro or 
vigilance, but for want of 0])iKirtunii'y,'or tuuie 



144 Ill'llNS' 

ilim: mid ichM olivn. It luit nlwi^. wIeIi 
tban kU tbu rrit, liine lonvli IM In Inilvti.. 

Ihlok. irlll hca'ii Ihu liitUuiB. iHf . iliv tunlin mill 
ciimM, at iLuuUnd iiniiuHl liliu wlib it brolbar'i 

Ibnronftpii coorti-d th.* acqralntiuica of that 

port of uuiikliUI ctiininnulT h ■— "-- — ■■ 

naiy nhnug iil Uiickituanui, 

than Iran eiugwaK idtli tbt _.._. . 

TAder; tbow Tiha, bj tlunFlithiHEt i 

or baadstroas imiHlDiv. baTO bMn ».. 

mbi. Thmiili dlniraead Uj tuUle*. nar, 

llRiei"nalnedwUliiniUt. . 

1 bave T«t Kinuil iiiuumi tboui. In not a 

uliy. gtotroalty, dMntiiniited frleiutili[p.'ud 



lulbsti 





»g ut phuuuro «id culuf- 


^»»a 


'.WJRf'5-.ra «,»• 


IHSJJSS "SB" .» ■.!•"!=,!!"!!!» 



In Korccjj an J eartbiy ubjuct (Htck mo luore— I 
do iwt kooir Lf I pbnnbi coJI It pinapan— but 
Kumtlblmi vlilcb vxalts ma. nxnotblnii whicb 
Fiiraptnrei mc— than to walk In llw slitlianid 
Hkle at the wwhI. or lilpb ptantnttuo. In a clondr 
wbitar-dajr. and bpar iba iitanny irind hawlhig 
iiiiluns UiB iRon, and raTBIK nror tba ploln. It 
li uv MM aan'ou tor OuTOtkiu : mj nihid li 
wrapped ap In a kind of ontbOBlann la Utm. 

tiling "wdIkH ontno winff^ of tin wind." In one 
ot the^ nBawnii. Jriit nf for a Irubi of TutufoTtunoa, 
I coiDiKiud Ibotollowtiig:— 

The wlntr)' wuti oxtonds bis blast, Ac. 
Hcc Haui{9. 

uaaiietHu ot all ninealtii aud I lum atlan 
tbuBithl that no nun cim in a praner ulilo ol 
iDvr-cdinwltlni, GWBiit be btuwiu, bi aiw or 
mora InitaniKi, Iutb iKan a wanu Totarr at 

Slis iHiisloiL AalhadbcunallabaisambiHtiUo 
aps 10 Ura, and bars bmu lad luta a IhauHnd 
imknutM and foltlu by It, lor that icamn I 
nal Ibe mora tenlldwKO m niy orttioiil •km. In 
iUillB(iiIiliIu« tnnnory. and ooindt, trgni nal 
paitioB BBd untnra. ffballiDT ifla KilbnrlBK 
Buni vtU (tand tba toit, I irlll nut prstoud to 
aaj-nnnnue K la mj own ; obIt I «a aax It was, 
K the time, gmulna troBi tbe heart. 
Behlud yon hills, lie, 

Beo asnga. 
I tbtnli tho whDlo ipeclei ot yamig men nin; 

inerry: thoBdli, lir-thc-bya, [h»e Idrnis ilo mil 
grava i (ImU cant bitoibc hmuI division ol tliuM 



world, liio Biorry are. tl» racnuf pJeaftnrc ot 
alt dv'UnuibnilloiUi thoJovlillBda,wfu>liaTatoa 
niBdi nra and nplnt to Iwre au utUad nla al 
uuuni bnUv^mitiniiDb dOuSentlon, (gow 

tba nrrhinkllia lNdolan^.Jii parUca^iuiita 
wltb a happy nractnna of mMnl tauMr, am 
a ehnrfal TamBar tf thauht, Null fbiMdi 
lltB-Bnieialljr,lnfetd.lnpoTart7anaob»wlB; 
hnt iKmrty and ubKbiHr ara aOr ama to bA 
who can ill down and mako a rapunwcoanini. 
■un between Ma own attnulon md that OL 
otben I and hiiitly, to graoa tlu qnoroii, MCt 



fimolBE ^ly aad viitaa Into luUt, «a ai» M 
Ut momban nir tba looa^ of tha plana andth 

H Imm' 



Bxpea beyond llMsmoi I do not sse tbal tbg 
tnm of ibD mind, and niaaKi ot my nn M 
jionrty and obaaifty, lita bl tha ImM n« 
InhnlealtiiibirBaendnitaTMbiar idatyanlTlr- 
tnc. tban Iba «nn lawliil.biHtlbit anffitaakitai 
iRartba wmU^ rldwa and boaoor*; and I& 
not Hc, tant tbat be nayfaln Heartn aawcfl 
(which, by-tba-bya, iTno Inaan sin>iA»>H>iiu 

nrjamtti •*—--- 






imlBs atralgbi 

Kiiffabairh! 



e can only tue and bs Men ■ Utile mate eon- 
pKlouilf tbnn wbat, In the jirlde of bin lieart, 
Is uiii lu irnn Ibo piwr, tudoleul, dcvU be bu 
^tbolilndbbn. 

latere l> B nolil? iniliUmlly. n heart-naAlsit 

Auwsltavm to bg Ibu work of a nuulvil; b«Ml; 
ind It bos Dfteii glToi uio many a bean-adu la 
-edeet, that <Dch jdorlom old lianl*--baTdi win 
>ery probaUy owed nn Ibiilr talant to naUre 
nniBa.yot bars dMCTlbed tbe aiuMMolhoratt 
the paiin of dlHpHdntnKnt BBS Ibo M tftlpg il 
tlieir vary naneafO how morWylnBtaa Mid'a 
-onlly) are now "burled amoDf tfea wnck ol 

lilnga wbkb waco." 

O ye UlnttrbMia nunea nnkuown! who caold 

-Ml n •tomgly""'' ^■■•"Hlm uibsII' M.i> lul 



el's 



Iwitba 



jgbta. yet crea to 
whig waabl ko 



. poyi tbla lyBifiBtlntla pana to yotr 
rfNonM tf yOB tall bo, wltb airtbi 
. gl Tana, Uiat you bare been nnloitBiiaie 
-oild-Bnlattdnita In lora: ha too hai 
lo« el bb mtl* tamne, the l«e « 
and. worao than all, Ibe bxa of llu 

iDi*. ilhataDKbililmlnnilh:m«iB>r> 

loeoBipbila.— UapnyeaaldbahmdolM Uwith 
ronri£eB(tlioniiBi£SonBad Onwof Tent. 
Hay Iba tatf Ua lliibtly en yont bonea I and may 

ow oDjoy that aelwa and rtot wblcb Ibb 

«Man (drea to Iha baOTt, Hined to aU tbi 




AlaiMit7 OodI wliDbuligtilBduureiiiMi'Clii 
regnUrttr iKcoJiiirT lor iho pcrlceiloo erT 

•PrtW«l'«"[0'™T'p"&iip»llinii/i>«l)e'liinw] fl«"" mil" m pny my rcjptct. te lh« Le gten 



iiss- l-OEtlCAi. Woukk. 



IhcD Ivrai s rliTDHr). Itaul my titan idiinr' 
KithiiwMitolWBbMtanukiiiiiong on him 
icHuo DHiiBnre equal to bli nmlii. 



[RH. STEWAHT, OF tJTAIlt. 

CllLclltllCTCT n 

m Duy be nu flrcut on 
oCtXMHtnKnn 

lltflflllntlCm 1>f wnj wi nu«Hiu - ■»*«««* ■•»■■««. 

n Jaly evrnloR, ami on* ul tha mieiit pMcm oil 
XUnn-ii vnduiunatilp, tl»e UniHl InSeMI n 
know KDylhliu of, ID imlabto, bronUlDl joang 
vniBBiii bat 1 lui¥oiiD»miiiDnlrlfliicltopn)cnn 

ilan lo ipreiul tho cot?. 

1 Bin iiHlie awnra, uudain, what tank UiuwdtM 
wflnkl HKfilffii me iu thli utttr. 'np obicnrci 
inrd, nliMi uiy or tbe nvat eonilenreiiil to talui 
iMtlse of hluLitaouU^niii tlui ultnr nlth the 
liKcnu of llilMiT. Thtlr bljili niKuntrr. Iheir 
inra cnat md lodUke qiuuilu inil hcIIoiiil 
Fbo«ld berasBNntaaiilthlbeiiHiat exiiKi»ntcd 
ilaKrlBtUn. 11ili<,niidnn,lri n lukfiirirhlehT 
am ■Roitclhu' unflC. BuhIAch ■ certain dlii-i 
iIIUiIUtIdc prido ul hcnjt. I kiunr iwthlnfl of foal' 
L-oDiwcttom in tiro, uid hnve iio bccdhb Iii Wbcre, 
jnnr real cbaniclor k to lie luniKl— iho comiHiny' 
111 four compeiini i and iudto, I am alrald thai 
rvcn the nwu roflncd ulBlatton ta hf no meuBi 
Il» mad to joBr rawd oplnlen. 

Oiw ftaton of your charBotor I shall ever 
wHk Eralelal pleaiam nuHnilKT^IlK recoiillon 
1 Eot, wben i had tlie honour of whIIIu* gn lou 
B(%«lt. ImiilUUoacqHalinedirKliiH&ieiKUj 
hot I knav a itoortdeal uf braovnlciKe ot inniicr 

luliiton bjcoii- 



In TBlii on emr riw kit 



lot Tonr lontehlp. Ymr minitllccncs, ■ 
fnialnlT deaerrei mj tott KratatDl a 
ledxracntii bnt yoot patiuUBCe Is ■ 



ti bardly an; fonli 

■lih^-ln not wrulnff JOB I 

UvMir. [ bad Intended to send too an enleruln- 
Ins letter; and fa; all (be DloddlBit. atoidd 
poweni, that 111 noddhigr eaneclted najcity pra- 



IwaTOnly Ulsa Bnmttt, daiifrl 



iffhier to Lord Moo- 



1 have sent voa a parcel ol snicTiptlao-bini, 
and bavo written to Mr. Uallanlhie and Hi. 
"ken, la call on yoD lor tome ol them, II they 



TO THE E-iRL OF EOLINTOJI. 

Edipbarth, Jaauarr, 17 

Itl LORI1,~ 



w bleb, I believe, nlow pceolLatl v alnui; Iti 

-Tcut ct a I^cotchman, Tliare ii scarcelj 

anvthInK to vbldi 1 am ao feeUntlJ' MlTe, u 
,lha hononr and welbre of nqrconntiTi uhLm 
• poet. I bnve bo hlaher enJarniBnt than ibii- 
'-^^-irKHuanddaBfhlcTB. tsla bat — ■■ — 

ntnthaTartesTihaitei ot BtBTl 



loniti, UU Tuy lately. I wo 



pccnllaiTl iBtted to uy fcelli^ 1 «■ ■» 
naatar enodgbntUi* MnnoUe nl lite to uwn 
vrhother then ba not aoma .Improprtety li 
itranhUng yoar hndiblii with my thanks: lial 
"" ''•mt whtspend mo to an it, Fran llii 
ins of my inmosl sml I no II, fietdah lii' 
lule, I hope, 1 am Incapable ot ; and met 
ceiiary scrrilliT, I trail- 1 ahaU ever havo « 



wrote to yoB; bat tluMBh, eniT day since [ 
received nmra ol Beccuber Mtli, Ibei Ut*. iha 
wish to write Um, ha* conaUotly iimaiil ea 
my llHiiMhla, yot I conld not fOr mr soal m 
aiioDllir^lluuwtalafaaHaua cbnneter.abd [ 
am OIK ol '■ iba Hna ot Uttls nwn.** IVi nVa 
hlui a mere inatla>oMact aDalr. llki > mer- 
.ehanfa order, wnald bo lUBiiRUliit th* lUtM 
character 1 Iwtd i and to write tbo aoilier it 
> The y^ (fHwiMy and Hanneni " a lotm <( 



to-morrowornrxtday. Bis kind liKeriiMltkn 
in my beball 1 bave Hlready experienced, as a 
(nnllemBn waited on mo Iho other day. on th> 
jiart ol Lord EBllnloii. wlthten guinea) byww, 

made ol my gloriona conmryman and fonr Im- 
morlo! ancestor, la Indeed borrowed fron 
ITiompB^dt : hdt Ic does not strike hh aa an 1b- 
Pioner epluiU. Idlgimated inyown jodamBi 
on j-onr Sliding lanll wlui it, and applied £t tbi 



■Ihnr U to ba pzoper. Tin »iig j«i aik 1 a 
D(itncallMt,udTluTm>tiii3ip;oflt. Ihi 
not MMWiMil uuUiliw «■ ths gnu Willi 
•lont«B>tnouT*M*atmnni,«ad tba 
dDwd, wk^hl wfflgliitbi tfili wtuian.* 1 

huMw WIWQ I aopoaad inr ^'VLnloiiJ' long 

■bull tba addiuliiul (luuu us ■ pan^u v 

Ul>rabt« to do juUoe to tbe m«rlli of lh( 

"SUTlmr at hl> Conntir," whlph unnnor n. 

liur, 1 ihaJI u laul MtniipL 



;x'«" 



COSREBPONDBSCB OF HURKS. 

whicb mar 
of my ohuvctcr lit 

Popo iml CburcliIU "bun rsl»d 
Ttaomwn and Beattfe hivo pBliiied ilic 
•cape, snd I.;ttletwi and Colling dctcrjl 



KTu 



lit Md^a worldwo ' 



ill grow Intoikiieil wit 



thMMd, Intonued : 
U and biB bten lli 






poUtaoompuiT— ^otHdragndrortli ' 
— _ .;r=2^=i. fi^ pju„ obMrratlo 
1 M awkward nu: 



apoflc in mr obacora altaaUqiuivlthDDl any or 

tat nlMd a partial tida of jnibllc noiim, whicli 
iHulnfiiamatttatialghtirlHnliiD nbwlaislr, 
twttn certain, my aMUtln an Inaileqnaie lo 






mtvenllarad, irtremeav to pntu. 
IliB bAjfB to lia adolred for an 
tIiB(prflAtarparta<tbflae aranwta 

part, my ant anUtloD vai, and HID mr ■iTonr- 
»t bopa iBi to nMaaa nj coinpaera. the mitlc 
fmnata* (T its ^Dntel, wtHa ever chanjdni; 

i^ssss^r 



know very wull 



iBb.aii 



carolculy wrlttvn lor jonrpenisaL Imutlor- 

En her, howefar. In CMMUantlDB of bar aiiiNI 
Unllon.aayoD wllllonrfTa OM. I bopa, fttr Iha 



rticalljeaiuiea, bowaTcr 
nd laTlihlirwatterad,aie 
mjiMriniAii the lora «t ntv 
tut f*(ffii( aauibfllty to all tb* 
alij', and Uu Indtgaidant ipliu 
, 1 •. «_ wbok, tri«t «» ■ 






;".a;s 



I leir, U aiiT willBn. allb 
1 iDtUnaMO' aequinted 



TiS 






ItaoM* In tka VIMob, ^RlnDIng third 
la. '■By ataulr towtr or uiim lair." and 
IgwuSuiaantdiian. 



Kmi, tba eartain M 
a my leelng tba ai 
waa loDgar In flaotli 

larly fortnnate In the p&trotiase of Dr- Blair, 
S"" in" {"itB^^lw'nnSmblfnd'' o hl5i"°"' 

'iM^re I reralieil ynnr letter. I leil tncloMd 

oanir poetical ladjr. whicb gh« wrote on reaillQff 
onr Xonntaln-Ualaj : perbapa It may not illfi- 



•Tl.e>on»ctl<n>Mlo>v«:- 




Wnii,a^won tba garflcu-. 




Anil Ha&rrd on tbe earth d 






(dbylberay 


A poet ilrawtroa boann, v 


1 ne»r die. 




"SSmlSlS'iKb'lSllS.'HSdl 




l^lacaud: , 


Tbenlbtootf Us iclood M 


BdverB loniml 


Indlcnant. and lu ll^-ht nnbo 


n>wd bUzcd. 
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aro already among them. T have only to add, 
that with Qvcry bontimcnt of esteem and most 
cordial good whhes, 

I am. 
Your obedient humble servant, 

J. Mo(.>!:e. 



NO. XV. ■ 

TO DK. MOORE. 

Edinburgh, IJth^ February, 17;J7. 

llEVEREin) Sir,— 

Pardon my seeming neglect in delaying so long 
to acknowledge the honour you have tlono me, 
in your kind notice of me, January sarti. Not 
many months ago I knew no other emi)loyment 
than following tlie plougli, nor could bojist any- 
thing higher than a distant acciuaintanee witli a 
country clergyman. Mere greatitess never em- 
barrasses me : 1 have nothing to ask from the 
great, and I do not fear their judgment ; but 
genius, polished by learning, and at its proper 
point of elevation In the eye of the world, this of 
fate I frequently meet with, and tremble at its ap- 
proach. I scorn the affection of seeming modesty 
to cover self-conceit. That I have some merit, 1 
do not deny; but I see, with frequent wringings 
of heart, that the novelty of my eharacter, and 
the honest national prejudice of my countrymen, 
have borne mo to ahciglit altogether untenable 
to my abilities. 

For the honour Miss W. has done me, please, 
sir, return her in my name my most grateful 
thanks. I have more than once thought of pay- 
ing her in kind, but have hitherto quitted the 
idea In hopeless despondency. 1 had never be- 
fore heard of her ; but the other day I got her 
poems, which, for several reasons, some belong- 
ing to the head, and others the offspring of the 
heart, give me a great deal of |)leasurc. I have 
little pretensions to critic lore : there are, I 
think, two characteristic features in her poetry 
—the unfettered wild flight of native genius, and 
the qnemlons, sombre tenderness of timu-scttled 
sorrow. 

T only know what pleases me, often without 
being able to tell why. 



NO. x\n. 

FROM DR. MOORE. 

Clifford Street, 2Sth February, 1787. 

Deab Sir,- 
Your letter of the 15th gave me a great deal of 

{>leasure. It is not surprising that you Improve 
n correctness and tasto, conslderinfr where yon 
have been for some time past. And I dare swear 
there Is no danger of your admitting any polish 
which might weaken the vigour of your native 
powers. 

I am glad that you disdain the nauseous aJffect- 
tation of decrying your own merit as a poet— an 
affectation wliich i*s displayed with most osten- 
tation by those who have the greatest share of 
self conceit, and whicli only adds undeceiving 
falsehood to disgfusting vanity. For yon to deny 
the merit of your poems would be arraigning the 
iixed opinion of the public. 

As the new edition of Ay " View of Society*' 
is not yet ready, I have sent you the former 
(Edition, which I beg yon will accepf as a mark of 
my esteem. It is sent by sea, to the care of Mr. 
Creech ; and along with tlieso ff>ur volumes 
for yourself, 1 have also sent my "Medical 
Sketches," in one volume, for my friend Mrs. 
I>nnlop of Dunlop ; this you will be sfl obliging 
as to transmit, or If you chance to pass soon by 
Dunlop, to give her. 

I am happy to hear that yonr subscription is 
80 ample, ana shall rejoice at every piece of for- 
iano that befalls you: for you are a very great 



favourite in my family; and this is a higher 
compliment than perhaps vou are aware of. It 
includes almost all the professions, and of coarse 
is a proof that your writings are adapted to 
various tastes and situations. My youngest son 
who Is at Winchester school, wntes to me that 
he Is translatbig some stanzas of yonr ** Hallow- 
een'* Into Latin verso, for the loeneflt of his 
comrades. This union of taste partly proceeds, 
no doubt, from the cement of Scottish partiality, 
with which they are all somewhat Unctorea. 
Even your translator, who left Scotland toe early 
lu life for recollection, is not without tt 

1 remain, with great sinceritj, ' 
Your obedient servant, 

J. MOOTIE. 



KO. XVII. 

TO THE EARL OF OLENCAIKN. 

My Lord,— Edinburgh, 17«l. 

I wanted to purchase a profile of your lordship, 
which I was told was to bo got in town ; bat I 
am truly sorry to see that a hlnndering pointer 
has spoiled a ''human face divine." The en- 
closed stanzas I intended to have written below 
a picture or profile of your lordship, could I have 
been so happy as to procure one with anyttihig 
of a likeness. 

As I will soon return to my shades, I wanted 
to have something like a material object for my 
gratitude ; I wanted to have it in my power to 
say to a friond, '^ There is my noble pautm, my 
generous benefactor." Allow me, my lord, to 

gublish these verses. I conjure your lordship, 
y the honest throe of gratitude, by the gene- 
rous wish of benevolence, by all the throes and 
feelings which compose the magnanimous mind, 
do not deny mo ttUs petition.* I owe to yoor 
lordship; and what has not in some Instances 
always been the case with me, the weight of the 
obligation is a pleasing load. I trust, I have a 
lieart as independent as yonr lordship's, than 
which I can say nothing more ; and I would n(rt 
be beholden to favours that would crucify mr 
feelings. Yonr dignified character in Ilife, and 
manner of supporting that character, ate flatter- 
ing to my piide ; and I would bo jealous of tlie 
purity of my grateful attachment, where I was 
under the patronage of one of the much favoured 
sons of fortune. 

Almost every poet has celebrated his patrons, 
particularly when they were names dear to 
fame, aud illustrious m their country; allow 
me, then, my lord, if you think the yerses have 
intrinsic merit, to tell the world how mncli I 
have the honour to be 

Y'our lordship's highly indebted. 

And ever grateful humble servant. 



NO. xxvm. 

TO THE EARL OF BUCHAX. 
]\IY Lord,— 
The honour your lordship has done me, by yoor 
notice and advice in yours of the 1st instajit, I 
shall over gratefully remember : 

' Praise from thy lips 'tis mine with Joy to boast, 
Tlicy best can give it who (teserve u most* 

Your lordship touches tho darling; chord of my 
heart when yon advise mo tp flre my mate at 
Scottish story and Scottish scenes. I wish M 
notliing moro than to moke a leisurely pilgri- 
mage through my native conntrr ; to aft and 
muse on those.once hard-contendM fieMs, when 

* It does not appear that the earl granted this 
request, nor have the Tenes allaaM to ever 
been found among the H8S. 



t!lManla.ntolda(,M«taBr btood. (Ion born 
thnHUB Imken nnki to vmorr snd fame : aiil 
atehlbstbv implntioD, to r>our tba dearblej 

Ic nwAt, « I'odK-TlUBed. drj 



CORBEBPONDENCE OF BUUKS Ut 

aonwtliiwa Anil liDecoKUTTiDcliilintbeprlTJkffe 
o( tOlnklng lor inyselT, HienobLi EarLoJ (jli^u- 

y. I loUow linpncltly. 



bAATt, gnitltada Id that dcjtr-lovcd coanlrj In 
tBTdininmililieifionJ.wh'J hVve liVonred m6 
Shall. wliEo KBalUigThraagfi 10 j hnm'tJo shad*.: 



..mfroa; tatit lankDev wbu * ^vll ot a 
Uto nj MiiMleac* liu knd ras on thu aecauni. 

■nofad. Br-t>>*->>r<t ">*" " nMhiDc In tbo 
coBDlaU* u that tblngoaUeil cuna^nc*. Had 
tiM uoBbliHaie nlplBC car ■uwar nBfflcleiii u 
Bf«T«ntaiiilleUeb u Milftat IM of mai kutat 
a» MtUnUw M iht MrtH*. hit tMU« aaorn, 



T1U Imcriptiiin on Ihi Stone u alflilhm: 



Bih. 1741,— Dktd, LCCh October, 
arlflehftH. AorponL^oudlaj, 

/< d/M( atone UBi/ollinri: 



TO MRH. DUSLOP. 
Masilfr— £dmiiir(F*, JfiitvA!3,3TBI. 

Uanutwd, patronized, lij son,' Your trlond^ 
adncaa— [ wlU notclro tlxm tba colitnanie of 



Jighl; II IS all 
Wd4 rolled toEethcr o 



uiy power, nnplAfiifid vlth ch« routue o( buM- 

«noiiph, to mako lelHorulT pllnrliuairo Ihronfli 
Cnlcdimis! to >lt on tbe fleldi ol her batilai, 



that sun) I Intonil. n> Mr u I uur he uM to 
bare any iDlantlon. to ratnm to my old u- 
f]i]alntaD«, tboplonirtii and, If lean mHtmtli 

mer, I % not InttDdlostTO njipoatry: betiw 
bred to labour wenrai mc indutnaence i ana 
my I'niT, eujoriiMnt. If mr pfaeUea aMond mr 
[ewlnilon, 1 phull bnTe nlndmllx M luart (hi 
•ethniibulMnolUfo; uot vIiIIb fnllowlnanv 
pJuaRb. or botUliu mi mr ahoAa, I iiliall eait a 
Ichnni mana lotSUilw. that only MMiin ot 
inracter. irbkh travomo tiM nollM Dl 1D>' 



Ediabvrffh^ I^A April, l'A7, 

"RiHleainllntpcech, 
"id hintA°nE™™j.'° rsha7l'j!l.t"nT''iny'fifll^ou 
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I come abroad in print for certain on Wed- 
nesday. Yonr orders 1 shall puiictiiallj attend 
to; only, by the way, I must tell von that I'\vas 
paid before for Dr. Jloore's and MissW.'s copies, 
through the medinm of Commissioner Cochrane 
Ui this place ; bnt that wo can settle when I 
have the honour of waiting on you. 

Dr. .Smith* wan just gone to London the 
momiujj before I received your letter to him. 



NO. XXII. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

Eihnburgfu 23rd April, 1787. 
I RECEIVED the books, and sent the one yon 
mentioned to Mrs. Dunlop. I am ill-skilled iu 
beating the coverts of imagination for meta- 

Rhors of gratitude. 1 thank you, sir, for the 
onour vou have done rae; and to my latest 
hour will warmly remember It. To be highly 
pleased with your book, is what I have in com- 
mon with the world; but to regard these 
volumes as a mark of the author's friendly 
esteem is a still more supreme gratification. 

I leave Edinburgh In the conrse of ten days or 
a fortnight ; and after a few pilgrimages over 
some of the classic ground of Caledonia— 
Cowden-Kuowes, Banks of Yarrow, Tweed, &c., 
—I shall return to my rural shades, in all like- 
lihood never more to qnit them. I have formed 
many Intimacies and friendships hero, but I am 
afraid they are of too tender a constrnction to 
lyoar carriage a hundred and flfty miles. To the 
rich, the great, the fashionable, the polite, I 
have no equivalent to offer; and 1 am afraid 
my meteor appearance will by no means entitle 
me to a settled correspondence with any of you, 
who are the permanent lights of genius and 
literature. 

My most respectful compliments to Miss W. 
If once this tangent flight of mine were over, 
nnd I were returned to my wonted leisui-ely 
motion in my old circle, 1 may probably en- 
deavour to return her poetic compliment in 
kind. 



NfX XXIII. 
EXTRACT OF LETTER. 

Edinburgh, SOtfi Apnl, 1787. 
Your criticisms, madam, I understand 



very well, and could have wished to have 
]!oascd you better. You are right in yonr guess 
tliat I am not very amenable to counsel. Poets, 
much my superiors, have so flattered those who 
possesse'd the adventitious qualities of wealth 
nnd power, that I am determined to flatter no 
created being either in prose or verse. 

I set as little l)y , lords, clergy, critics. Ac, 

as all these respective gentry do by my hardship. 
I know what I may expect from the world by 
nnd by— illiberal abuse, and perhaps contemp- 
tuous 'neglect. 

I am happy, madam, that some of our favourite 
pieces are distinguished by yonr particular ap- 
probation. For my Dream, which lias unfortu- 
nately Incurred yourloyol displeasure, I hope in 
a few weeks, or less, to have the honour of ap- 
pearing at Dunlop, in its defence, in person. 

no. XXIV. 

TO THE REV. DR. HUGH BLAIR. 

iMicn- Market, Edinburgh, Srd May, 1787. 

Rev. and much respected Sir,— 

I leave Edinburgh to-morrow morning, but 

could not go without troubling yon with half u 

line, sincerely to tliank you for your kindness, 

puironnge, and friendship you have shown me. 

«Adam Smith. 



I often felt the erabdrrassmelit oi my singulaf 
situation ; drawn forth from the veriest shades 
of life to the glare of remark ; and honoured by 
the notice of those lilustriuus names of my coun- 
try, whose works, while they are applauded to 
the end of time, will ever instruct and amend 
the heart. However the meteor-like ^ovelty of 
my appearance in the world might attract notice, 
and iionour mo witli the acquaintance of the per- 
manent lights of genius and literature, those 
who are truly benefactors of the immortal nature 
of man; I Knew very well, that my utmost 
merit was far unequal to the task of preserving 
that character when once the novelty was over. 
I have made up my mind, that abuse, or almost 
even neglect, will not surprise mc in my 
quarters. 

I have sent you a proof impression of Bengo's 
work for me. done on Indian paper, as a trifling 
but sincere testimony with what heart-warm 
gratitude I am, &c. 



NO. XXV. 

FROM DR. BLAIR. 

Argyle Square^ Ath Majf, 1787. 

Dear Sir,— 

I was favoured this forenoon with yonr obliging 
letter, together with an impression of your por- 
trait, for which I return you my best thanks. 
l*he success you have met with I do not think 
was beyond your merits ; and if I have had any 
small hand in contributing to it; it gives mo great 
pleasure. I know no way in which literary per- 
sons, who are advanced in rears, can do more 
service to the world, than in forwardhig the 
efforts of rising genius or bringing forth un- 
known merit from obscurity. I was the first 
person who brought out to the notice ot the 
world the poems of Ossian : iirst by the " Frag- 
ments of Ancient Poetry," which 1 published, 
and afterwards, by my setting on foot the 
undertaking for collecting and publishing the 
"Works of Ossian;" and I have always con- 
si lered this as a meritorious action of my life. 

Your situation, as you say, was indeed very 
singular; and, in being brought out all at once 
from the shades of deepest privacy, to so great a 
share of public notice and observation, yon had 
to stand a severe trial I am happy that yon 
have stood it so well; and, as far as I h.iTe 
known or heard, though in the midst of many 
temptations, without reproach to yonr character 
and behavionr. 

You are now, I presume, to retire to a more 
private walk of life, and, I trust, will conduct 
yonrself there with industry, prudence, and 
honour. Yon have laid the foundation for Just 
public esteem. In the midst of those employ- 
ments, which your situation will render mroper, 
you will not, I hope, neglect to promote that 
esteem, bv cultivating your genlu.s, and attend- 
ing to such productions of it as may raise yonr 
character stili higher. At the same time, be not 
In too great a haste to come forward. Take time 
and leisure to improve and mature your talents; 
for on any second production you give the world, 
your fate, as a poet, will very much depend. 
There is, no doubt, a gloss of novelty which 
time wears off. As you very properly hint 
yonrself, your are not to be surprised if, in yoar 
rural retreat, you do not And yourself surrounded 
with that glare of notice and applause which 
here shone upon you. No man can be a good 
poet wlthont being somewhat of a philosopher, 
lie must lay his account, that any one, who ex- 
poses himself to public observation, wiU occa- 
sionally meet with the attacks of illiberal cen- 
sure, which It is alwavs best to overlook and 
despise. He will be obliged sometimes to court 
retreat, and to disappear from public view. Be 
will not affect to shine always, that he voay at 



COKBBHroitDiiNCt: o 



ssres.'? 






ninraSmiroa 



;jS3«Mo^ 



r boliutluu ■Mot 

■lUMM lUlrtHJie, t 



vm f«taiii»1' v«a CQdK tbIvwAy, I will ba happy 
Id lae jon, ua to kiuiT cotuernlnK yotir f ntan 



isr' 



Is Square, 

J'^MltarBb 
1 proaperllj, 



I had thfi T^BiHin of Toor Leltor by &[r- Cnoch. 

yonrnMOte^ Y«iHam tothJnkiLliKDiubeiitan 
yoD to Bend to euh lalncrlber a nnmlnr ot 
uptei proportloiiate to Ills BobacilpUoa mnucy; 
b«]rwiiA<irdaiwadnpoiiU, towBobvcrlbflnei- 
Krlbed. I molt iDfoTED yoD. howvar^ tliBt I 
took twolTO Gophjs for uioso iiabscrtDfln tor 
ntansalpti uidLord EgUnion told mo ho bad 
MM for ux coplei tor tilmHtC. as lig nJihed la 

idKMa an bMiaUliiC ]i«nkiilarlj tin "Wlnior 
HlfM," tk« 'AUraw to Edlnbnrgli," -(Ircnn 
inn iTiii ■■■iMio. mdUio two muhb liumeill- 
■Mr tollBirtu; tbelutBT ol wlilK -ma ai- 
qoHH. By fba var, I IkucIu tub luin ■ 
pMillar MiNit lor»di«oaipi»Uliiai, wblcb yon 
SnMtD Indilfa. No UhT^ poetry denuuili 
-~'— •■-'' Ugber polliblns. tlomce 1» 



bto Dibu wTliliwi. 
ir'iVli 



!ss.s?; 



MBoltoronr'^Vitloii" and "Cotter*! Saturday 

DUand uM pitluHU dsicrlpiloa, with ■ablRoliy 
e( turaofa and thoniht. It I> evident tbat yoa 
■Ireuf poanis a Bjaat Tartoty ol ejipraauoti 
■nd eoaiBAnd of the EoHtlali Uniniaffa; you 
aiudit, thtretora. to be moro iparbigly Cor the 
aSm In the pmrlnelal dialect :-Hbr thould 
br vslng U(d. limit the numlier of your 
nn to IKOM HOO nnderaiand the Scottltb. 






inifa Ibapli 



wbonyoa aaaaMend Jt toal 
wboQiMtomuatbb ffl ghfc: 
■ny yoa bsT* w yM Utamptr 
npon MSM pcopar MiUnt, mi 

Id you mind. wlUimi baihu 

witolUtUI yon hiva alnllad moM of in 
Ei^h poet*, and T«adBUttla more o( hi 
The Oiaak and Ronwrn aioneii yoi can n 
■omo abridgment. aiM aoon become ruu 
ttao moat MUbint lacCi, which must hl«l 
BghtapoeUoalinlnd. Yon ilWiiMal». am 
tkotofv, to which tbarearaererlaatlnH all 
tandtBL What willreqnire lobe itudie< 
Mlitoiyot B'ranco and Great Bmtiln. fro 
begtamlDB of Henry the aoTsiiiba reign. I 



"'.SS-i 



wrlllnjlo muwheaVcl) tB™-""'-"' -"■' 
"Sn'Sftt^bo' eantted i3 " 

5vdr>.U'i=?s;d'°r 

nuemt In manaecript by yoa of > aMirlml and 
linmorou natara <ln wlildi, by ttm «n, I Ihmk 
yon T«T (troofj whkh yoar pnident liMnda 
Ijrevjdleo un yoB to omit, paitlcalany one cailvd 
"SoBMboily'aC'onKiialant'nf yon. vUl entrnit 
me irlth a ilfht ol any ot ttume, I will pawn my 
irord lo gl*e no eopleo, aud vtlUbe oliUe«d to yon 
for a pentwl of tbeni. 

make tha nielul and reiptfctable buBkncaa of 
h usbandry yoar ch " ' 



M^^l'w 



lag Man. Vbi 
rortdlbal tharc 
lusbandCT inhnd 
oet beiBB a a«i 



cordial welcome f 



I UUTCH1X80X. 



cfl with Mr. IJoaglaq of Fort Antonio, lor 

yean, at thirty poundi ilarling a-yaart 

and am hapny aom* niuxpoettd accUanta Inlcr- 
vcned thai uraranted ma aaUlni wUh the 
TeeaeU as I^to fnal nann lo lUnk Mr. 
Donglaa'a employ wooU by no msana hava an- 
■werad TOOT axpeetallma. 1 remlTad a copy ol 
yanrpaliU«ilaiia,larirlilcliIralBTnniBthank«. 
and IfliHiy own aplniaa, ai va Uai fimt ot Hdl 
ol my friauda aa bave asan them, tluy an nMMt 
cicML'nt In thab' kindi ahhunA *oOM eoohl 
'— - wbhed tfaay had been In tlu EulWiatyle. 

ly allain tin Heotll>Ii dlaloona nowbe- 

eomuw obKHBtOtai 

beaaile* ofyoor pot 



areby tha akiuico ani 
SJn.ol'tfa^u^iilS 



'L'SS'. 



mm hit ynar eandua— hMmim ( 
a of Iho HoatUata noUutr and 
[001, who win alwaya iBUata tt 



plan patfiMM, who win alwaya iBUata their own Dhl 

aay eoantryatylt: andyoorownlBdlnatlonatorlha 

beat oamo. It la orldent from aeveral panafea In 

your worhii, yon Bra na cqpBido of wrlrFna hi tho 

KngUahaaM tha Uconiah dialect. and ram li> 



)■ toEtIcaL Wo hits. 






tellroBtllBl 11 ma (itleut, in«t pBrt of IIMbe 
cffnUoD of in luUl bour I ipent U Bnur. I di> 

Tonred lo brnih It np m well ■< Mr. N — '» 
c1ibC,uii1 ttujonlnf ol tht chBlM vouM Maw. 
It UHi m; heut ■ good dut. u rhyme l> the 
«oln wJth irtilch » poet par" hli ileliM of honour 

bout ; irlut 1 owo of IhB \aat. hi help km Ood In 
ThD llttlo "•ugel bMiil!"— I dodaro I nmisd 
tor Ibom rery flncBreli to^dai at llio Foil 01 
FntL 1 alull nerei forgot Cho flno tttaOj- 
tita 1 nw at Blair; tho vidahle, iho irnfy 
twMs Duhoa, wUb ber ■mUbicllitls aBraiih In 
Iwr Up. at tbo Iwad of ttaa uUa; tbt lovei; 
"OUTS pliuita," ■■ tha Hebraw bard OmIt laja, 
ismUI Uia up» ntollMr: (ba beantlful Mn. 



nlsca aa honot glow In m; bosom. 

TO ilR. OILBEffr BLTINS. 
UT DRAR nEOTUBR.— 

Mx bnndrtil milea, wlwUnga Indudod. Sy tar- 
thMt nrolok wan aboat ten mllai bonad rnver- 
■eah I want throat tba baait at the High. 
land*, i>r CrMfl, Ik^inNtli, tba bnuHu khI o( 
Lord BnMdalbna, davn tba Taj, amuiog cas- 
—'t* and dmldial clrdaa o( itonu to DnnkeUt. 
latriltaa^okaoIAtbidBi thence cro^ Ttr. 

r ol anendlng twa dug wUli ]il« 
illji thanca nunjinlMa UiroDgb 
ig dlKa gtej-wllh eumul 



bad^bl 



hal{ a daT vllh Sir Jamu UraDt and tunil[y; 
and then crosaed the oounlrr fur Fort Qeorge, 
bM called bj tho way al Owdor, the andeni 
MilDfKacbeth; tlior* I aav the Identical bod 
Invhlohtradltlou wa-KlngDoucinwaB nmr- 
dendi kBtly.lroinniilCM«g<toInTemasa. 

I rMnraMTbr lbs eoait, throMft Xalm, Forrea. 
and m m, to Abardeni thenaa to SlonohlTc, 
Kbera Anea Bnmei tromMontraia, nMt mo by 
la rt ut mant. I nent tiro day' wnnna one re- 
lafloBa, and Imnd am aoiita, Jean and Isabel. 
MmaUTe, and hale oM women. John Calnl, 



■ ' Ths iioinWB PoUtiOQ of Bniar-Walei lo 



inily la t can : (bay hare had 

mf farther partlcnlarfl 1 del^ tUl I aee youi 
•1 mystagea an not worth rehearelng; tvann 
LH I wag from Oailan'a eoDDtry. wliere I had 
*BB lUa Terr grare, what oared I tor aihlai 
onoi or fertile eaiwl I alept at tbe huuu 
Indle of Brodls'a one night, and dined at Oor- 
Lon Caitle neit day vUh tha Dnka, DaCtiai, 
nd lainlly. i am thlnUng to eanaa ar eU 
Mre to meet me, by meani ot John KouU. U 
Hasgowi bat TON thaO bear tartbar from ma 
elore I teaM Edlnbnrgb. Mj daty, aad maar 
omptlmenti from Che north, to my mother, and 
iy brotherly compUmenti to the real. I han 
oen trying tor a birth lor WUIlam, bat am not 



rJth you, that be it determined by a atip di 
iam to complete hit purpoaes on you all at once, 
n making Tou a poet, liirokeapen thaletleryM 
cut me 1 honialcil over tbe rbymea; and. ail 



lin him acvcn days aui eeven olgbls, lud 

Am natiirfllly of a anperatltloaa cait, and ai 
wii as my wonder-acared ImaBlnatlon regalneil 
a conaelananeai and mamed lla ImHUoH,! 
»t abooE what tbla OMU^alTaan mlgktpiB- 
ind. UyfOnbodtaRMeaahaitkawHaBratd 
..' poailEaitr ; and aoranl avnti, CnM fei tbMT 
magnitBda, and linpdrtaat IntlwlTaauanaMai, 
occarTadTlaiBylni^. Hm OownninTSiia? 
claye. or tbe onriibw oltbe oDrkrnnai a (kaal 
coronet to LordOeoiie CI aad the pmtaalaal 






TO MRa. DUNLOP. 

Edtnlmrvh, lUf Janan, inL 
weeka' conflnemant, I am begUPlat 

leki I angnUh uid low i^ilrlU laadi 



. lor I wonld not MtuMui^poiirlffnanint wretch, 
ifiOihaoul. LaielTlwu»»lipoiinyprivaiei 

■ UUU not* Nowkiouly wrctehcd. 

I MB Hluintl M all tlili ; laritaDDilildov*nl 
UavwT for Iba wallu* olJJfe. l omU irlah, Uko 
MOH oaw «>UJ«n. to luvs ta nucli lortllndc 



BUnbttrgli, IMA fVemarc, 1788. 

ttaUtsHinrfton, MtlbM im nMoiti iru. ' Ro- 
UflDii, mj boDoond iiMidiUD. hu not only Ikiiii 
■a mr Um IDT tUM tepmiMnWi bat ny dearest 
sn]«mHiL I am W™" '¥*" **>* ■i'Uess 
cTorMen "nantaiil Ihui'kium." Amailic- 
nutldnn vHhonl TMMon, 1) a ptolnblo cbanc- 



docontOM: batltaar« taxed uiy riicatlecilon tu 
noHFpiMaita And onCwheii It nu empLoTed 
agMnninn. Ibata an niunueroiu lateasin, a 
irsftdaU mna Iban 1 dotlie deill : at leut u 
Ilillna ItMribM Upi ; and tbough 1 nuy be rai- 
cattv awub to bb iobhIUm* jnultr oC UmrKir. 
laaRoatandaraltlaottwn. Yon, mr hoiwnnd 
Hand, who camwt appear In taj llfiiil, bnt Ton 
an (an «l belni mpeetable'Too can aHord to 
pau ij as OMiilon to dliptay roar wli, becanw 
7on mar depend lor (am* on yonr hdh: or If 
ron Ammh to be illeni, yon know fon can nlj 

ilj flattered br the nevA ^on tell me 

ao nimch honoari as Dr. Beatda iwjh to Boas 

I poet, ol hti Unie Hcolla. from whrch. by Ihc 

bn, I look the [ilea oluotia: (TJa n [KHm nl 

K9«lte'< In iho ac-nu dialect, wblch perbaps rou 



bis (annlne pro]ect at mine, Ibat my mnse ban 
liganerated into tbe Terteil prOK-weDCIl tbat 
eTernlckHlclnden,orEDlkniredatlBkeT. Wlien 
[ am lalilr foe Into tbi Tootlna of bnabuai, I 
•hnlltroaUayMWltlik loaaar aplBEIa t pailiapa 
"' mnaqinilw iwwettaia larmlBSt at pn- 
:he world alta iaoh s^oad on m mind. 

: hai oOacsd almoet otoi; Icaca oC tbo 

rcry bc« ijorajillnienla, and good wishes to 



detlfflited me noeb, Ttivf fit the mna to a hair. 
L wTah yoa woold lend maaTeneortwdUMta; 
and If Ton liave nu abloclkm, I woakl lum It In 
the JaooUta itila. fttppOM It aboold ba nnn 
a(ter tin tataiaeldalViillodHi^ tbeanfonn- 
Bte UhulM; TandniBl nanonatoa the lorelr 
[arr MtiNUt In the bobi "Qwien MBrr*B Ia- 
leutailon,"— Why niBTDDtliini IntbD person 
\ lier jireat-nHl'finat iniiidiaait 
Any lUll 1 ban ui ooaalry bnalneu you may 
-uir eomaiand. tHiaatloD, Mill, casuuis ot 
innlrlea, maTTa^lrom each oCber, bat fVjrmfr 
Ufitim a a (onl fannar in arery place. I iwg 
> bear from yoa aoon. Ura. CIcifboru )olua luo 

KUBUtT CUGUDItK. 



■e Imilneai wllhDDl eollcllaltoD? an 






E. ROBERT CLEGHORN. 



. AyraSlro, il being Sanday, I 
oagtita to pHlmi and Mlrftnol 






tlH lunw ol llic Kind iintl rain wm onli inlU- EiTgieT of littt 

apenea,! vu an Uandiiy, Nund'uy. anil psrt ol J/ausUMr. 4fA J/mi irH 

TmM». nntlita lo «Ur oui of liti, with sU the iUDiif,- "h»™™. 'm *<■*, i7i» 

Ym •» uadun. Ui* ituih ol ike French t^^^ whether tHe crium Al BBreewlth me, 

DBjlm, £« ma a'M f<u Wfjo"" te rrar-Kui- nm [|„, a,onrtC8 ire to me bv far the hul 0} 

W0«(,- jonr tasl ™ eo fulfut eipoiluiallon viralL ItlgUidBMaipedu^writllwadtlnlT 

Sri'-^'.V*? I'kJ 11* '"HC"?""' "itrtlonilcl new tonw: aod bai flibd 07 hudirtQi kUm- 

ileuce. whkh 1 bad wlin n-airlnl Dleamro sei rend tliB (iHrala, uid tlua mrnT mr owi 

a^ powen, tli IDu the Idea o( a UM^afrmT, 

Fllsbtfid m 



drawn op Iv lb* ilda of a Uunouli-bnd tuntter! 
d ie; "Vlr,ll." ln%^1^SeS^'K«li'SSi«5ii!SSSS2i 



TO rnoFEssOK duoald stewakt^^ ;«r;ftaTS|uS'<i5;Sii'iTri5in&''-o?S^ 

MiK,- ' ' ' ' virfM hna cvWonllr copied, aiul 6r no naiui 

I cDcloso joa one or two more of rnyhHEn- Improved [luiuur. Kor can 1 think ilwre la anj- 

hBve eay Igflaencs wlih thai great, unknown everjlliliji.' I l^ave neun vt Dryden, 1 ihin^ IJia, 

Being, who ItameB the chahi ol eanius and limenliiauiiiKlucaci'olIangaage.Papa'iaiaater. 

Sur vJaft to tin Centlocul, and retom Jim nafe o|>lii]aD^ In ^mu latnte Letter, you ahall Iikto 

roar nntlve elwn. lov Ideas ol him; ihoiwli I am conidons id; 

Wherever 1 am, allow nw. eir. 10 claim It ai cHUciemi inast he very Inaccnrate and lioper- 

my privilege, to aequalDI roo wiiii my pruxreBB (cci.ai there I liavo ever lelt aud lamented my 

In my trade of rhymcai at 1 am sure I conld want of learnin)[ most. 



To ho pleased wl-onreelvcs, and be hcallliy, O. I haie been torloring my philosophy to no pnr- 

Wliat(h0'wBennnnboaiil0l0HrEUlnc8fl,O, pow. toaamml (urlhacldnd partlaW^ 

Then a pock InU ol poor yellow a!ccnic^ O. S'-VlsT«WC»™nce ih "l " hm I had no con- 

We bave Been nnny a wonder and rcily. O, Ilnnlni clty\" and.' bat lor the coniolallon el > 

01 diRDgea tlinl almoit arc yearly. O, lew Batld Ralncaa. could almon lament the Hide 

AmotlKrlclifolk,upnuddgwn, that a momenlary acquaintance with weahb 

Both In coontry and lowii, and enlendour put me >o much onl ol eontelt 

Who DOW live but acrlmply. and barel j-. O. with mo awern companluns ol my road throngh 

Then whvBhoaldpeopdebraioluroanorliy.O? "' "' BiuOcance and poier y. 

AitnJtui-dlllewoue]>uarar[ty,6; 



y iilelhl 



And oar UtIim been bnl Bcai 

.. . .. . .. .... .J .. n I... it.. J ^,[lo„ .1 ^,„^^ 

n the ImporlBii 

4Bi.'r,S!i3?^ES"KL?"£'."i.'E.'™'lK'..k n U" opalent boitow on their trlfl ng lamllj 

Whero wo «i™ been a Father ami Mllhcr O aOalSriompared with Iho vety eaiSo Iblii 

i.^ii^.Vn ■ ^wfcS? ■ on "■• con&ae'e'l "aU of a cottage. LbH 

II will laat UB a onr tboe. AllomnoB 1 had fhe odmit tajin^iirl nn hmirdr 

\na I hope we ihaU never need aiiltbcr, O two aiViood woian flrSid? iKew'heSmb 

And when wo laavo IhH babiuilon, O. <liat co poKd the floor wore aeMratedwIili 

Well demrl with a MdMmmmdHllon, O ^'P'™ I J caye^ mid 3, , nS/nlZl iem5ij, 

To^B iMtter house 'ban thli. ' an b e hss bf n a ravo atio a noug thai^ 

To make room lor the neat gBnarallOB. O n d n " L ith'*'"' Im 

Thou why Bhoiild old aso m mndi wound n O o Ime tbrlr 

There Is IwtliInK In it all to couluund ua, O wisdom, cipi- 

f^ir bow nappy now am 1, 1 part ol ihrir 

With my anid wile idtthiRl^, nd years, . 



pal rnnoite. "your (rloud^ aood offices, as 



hte, Mrm— Le ITMB Whluondai' to 



Unpldliy and nscoUlj'. <lul taroe ol ih« noot* 

EDM Ihnetl.^We h»k doini ou th( unpoUil 
wniclHi. their ImiMningni wivea ud dmiici 
l>nU.iu Ui* locdlf baU dcmoniho llttlo dli 
>o(-)illl, wliou ponr Inbiblunls ho crasheB 
Iha carelHinieu^lili " •"— - • 






ThlBlmhcHCoiuldn 



NAME. 
EUalaad, 



idj1iDnaaredlrleiia,lh 



ofSn. eoBHvwntly th* dreWT sidccli 

iarga tbao ilii llta. ExiRmo teaimitT, Ini- 
tated aiid pRjwUnd an Un ■huniy ride bj a 
KttoB ol luMoclniMB iind dfuppoliilnKiiti. u 
that partod of my txliieoM irtuu tb* wnl Ei 
lif Irg In her aifo of Mesa Inr ibe nmigt of llfr, 
li. I belMre. the iirinclpal aiue of lua ODluppj 



PXt>l£ a fUjOTHmibiTa'a Iuppiiw«aur iDlKr] 



wAallltinnrenialOT* mg; Tlnroiu htolili, 
Ud Mtth^tly dMifaliMH, ut d to tba beat 
ntvuaU^jSjaumo tbsn conunon Iiaiidwmc 
Ogam— Our— •"••■■<■ • ■■-- 






uSlrBaMr da Csvarlu, BacaoM It hapMned 
tobeaadddar InwUcli ba nud* Ma irU, or- 
Oend U» Mrvanta naid-eoat a tor DDtlnlnii : ML 
beeaoM I ban bean Ihti uraek jilagaea witta an 
Indtgaatlan, IhaveamilTOB by Ih* carrier a line 






pelUnai itie aight of bu'c- 



taoilov-lieutinl m 



eaLberedi Hit eouomb, 1< w dttgustliil lu my 
lostrIK tluu mr aiomaA tnrna. 

If erer jmi UTfl any of tboac dlan^rcrnbla 
icnwUaiu, let ma preacrllia for yonr palKiKO 

lignrd to yoor (ood tiiintp amnvyoar trtanlii, 

ind unw of (iMni art In much neoil ul a rik». 

rhi>re. In my eye. la onr friond Siuallla, a ntan 

ely of flw flnt nbtUUea and grumat 

"- -■ —'-■ Ell ai eno of Uh beat 



potLtlTely o 

with: whan ron'am'uiinrB>.~BiuT£a7oo~ia 
unadlug at Ih* pinch uf dlmreaafid dnum- 
■taneea. autnvated by Uu auoar of coMunw- 
uuteurehtan, bHtlfroHiddaunluirdaf bmwn 
Muit. and aBiiandd a masnam dI rlElit Cnocto, 
TDu will aea ku eorrom Taniili Uba itaa mom- 

■y^ nilat baftm the aa 

' ■ Iiani~itt7uih.''<rnd'ui 

l)avld.*lHth hi* nwrnat. fliuMii, too, ocroa 
-jy nvollectlDD: and I ben you irlD balp htan 
Inrsplrfrem tlia aald ewe luljk tlueat, to anabta 
the leau dia- 



IB aarllm Mand. exrepl niyoiity 



"bj^hoh? 



■ 1 » 



HJ period! 
S h a Ti 






°^pStS!y It d'oea ' 



AnionEonreomman trlenrts, Imaat notforeet 
no of the duinal of llHuu. CanulDgliam. The 
nwortfir of bBTlni nich a fellow ni lie 1* 111 It, 
knowAekaln hla utomiich, and It tor canlKip 
im to avtMne tbat irltl main lilm a Ulilo 
ulcron tfiat aoora, Itmu bo Tory obUalnft 
Aa ta hodtat J — — o. ha b aoefi a eon- 
rniod faaiiDT man that I know not vbat can 
nt have cot 
lotesiFhfeli 



Thowdi 1 baTsmauIlDnsd ao onny mon of lair, 
•hall naTD notldiiK to do with Ihem prntcii- 
Ddly— tlieFandtrarabeyund my umierlutlon. 
.•totlwLrf/idMft mu li anothiT ihluci Oud 
nova they hare modi to dlfost • 
Theclcwy Inasubyi tlielr prof undity of rm- 
ilion. and thfir llbcmlliy ol Miitlnionti llHilr 

I wnt Holiijf lo meDIiona man of worth, wbom 
bave tTie Eonoar to mU Mend, Ilie Lalidof 
ird aralgdameb I battluyeapokenlDtbabuKl- 
[ Iba " Klni^ Am Inn" here la have, at tlu 
!■( eoamiyiiHalhii, a large awe-rnDk dima 
.a the taUo, for tho hoMltt ol the ItamfrtSk 
(hire Whigi, to enaUe Ihem to dlnDri tin IMIu 
li QneenaEorry^ late ptdlHcal eondiicl. 



la BURNS' FOBTICAL tVORKd. 

I bavB jDtt Itali mnnwnt an opporlDnJly or a (or mj Innmcy of Ufo; bat, aponmf iianoat^t 

privnro hmil co Eillnbnrffh. as p^rlwpA jtHi baw n«n^r Kvn tbg IndlTlilpaliiiatuicfl. 

would oot digest doDblo pwuge. 

CIrciimitADced u I am, I eontd never hm 
got & rnule |)«rtn*r Im lUo who eouU lun 

irr. \i i>o' i\rTUT nD Tflvourlteaolbon, d^.wtttioDtprobAUyeiiulUDS 

TO Jilts, uuMi-OF. mi me, at tiie innw turn. flxpenftlTe llrlnz-fu- 

Yoar ktnd lelt«r welcomed me jeAterdEght lo vhlt:^ ipardcnnet mot, inadanttiiTV; Botoetlmta 

yaa At llie quajitum It yOLir /u^£Vvi|i,' but but almoiL nnlversBlly pervada tbe [ulBHi of Ilie 

the milled nupUn. I Ilko yonr vay, tn* jour clurcb-rsnl Incaiira- 

1 would wrde yon Uom itithaiiaie, and give ttoui. TMHiahU Uut nt tba •DonMiwoai n- 

yna taj direction there, but I hnve icarco an snit of uddcntal illDatloni. alilHT nipaotlu 

opportunliToI calling at apDit-alHce onc« la a hen1(h,|ilaoe,«asiinui;,liaTaatteBBiti«nit^ 

loitniiht. 1 am >lx mllo Irom UomlrleB, am and alwin in arMmlltj, that maid U tiIb to 

>ciirce1y ever In It mTKll, and, ai jm. have looked lor In ImdM eUAuMUMn and iMdM 

mtle acqnaliitaDco In the nolghbnnrhooil. Bo- paramipbi. FOrnu, I 1UIT( oR« thoOflK <( 

itlde% I am now ver; buaToiimT lann, building keepDwaleUgr, In nrMTearioo, Inr me.!* HHI 

II dnclling-honH ; >■ (t preient Inm almost an when tbo iksot vaa wilitoa mt. Now 1 talk of 

cvangollcal man In NlihHiala, tor Ihavu acarca iheela, t nniM tslt tou, or nuon bw wHtUt to 

" where Is ta; my bead." :Foa mi Mpor of thh kind, la ay Hnitsnor al 

ThciD an Bono paiHgci In yonr lait that writing lo you It lugs. A pMI OT poat la on 

hroughl lean In my eyea. "The heart knoweiii incb ■ i^aiNdal, nann^ahidsd acale, thatt 

n>wi (lithe heart," ia a kind ol tantiuia unc- Urous tax 111 a diMB eorreapondenee. 



TO THE HAIIE, Why Bluki mj Molbenoallieaeb wlnbrakyr 

MaiuMmi, lOIA XngBJi, KM, ...... 

lug to welcome me to Ayrshire ! Imolbolb with lor the slniggle ol Ihe worid-my broadened 

tbe sincerest ptesanre. mark lo miaiortono in a ""- ■"'' -hiM— — -i 

When I wme yon, madam, Ido imt ilt down cmld indulge llKao rei1» 

tainaw«r*T«rypangrapholyoNn.l>rei;liaUii( «lionld letmBnt talo ihe m 

evaiy aaillBant, Uka tb« Ial&lalZ'omi»»a (3 ironldcsfnidBlhaTDry th 

Ctreat Bittiln hi pnUMauit kai iiililiiil. annnF- lb coantanmk theae banetnl f eellDga, I hart 

IngaiMMkftadtha but ol khtail I nnma utdmntowntetoyon^ aaldedan npon mj 

myaaUln th* (nlnoaa of my h«n, and may ver- wal, 1 alirayt And tbat ibe mott soTuelgD haUn 

hapi ba inlUy of iwglecthia ■doh olyonr Kind lorinyinniDikdaplrlt. 

inqMMaat bat not trom your toit odd reaHHi I waa jvWHday at Mr. 'a to dtnnoi, lir IM 

thaildoaoimilTOarhitien. Alfyonreplniea flntthna. Myncmllonwaiqiiltatonirmkidi 

for aeTeralnKoths bars emit me nofhlng, except from the iB^ot the koaM (olla flalM^t Ska 

B>wetitMihrabo(gratltade,oradeeiv3elt aen- nomotlmaahb a^ ■ toaplat or two, iaaiStfa 

tl^torveoenUoa. ShonHMrdoiiaartwa.totkaadmiiSgaTti 

. . . When*8heflnttoandbene1l"agwom«l eipecledi IfOr onea wanTagmlibl* orer thi 

wlah to be who [ore their loida I" aa Ilored ber belly ol my eonadence. Pardon ma, ya, w 

near^Iodleiractlon.wctookafGnafDTannTaie adored faonHhoId goda, IndspandaiKe ntsm. 

manttge. Her parent) got Ihe hint; andn« unit Integrtly ol Bonl', In lbs coaine of eonvtr- 

onlylorbade me her ooiDpaay and their hotiae, anilon" Jobnaon'aUu^alHaieiim.'BGOOeetlOD 

bill on my rumonred Weaf-lHdIan Toyage. got n olSeolliabioiiga.wilhthe mnalc. waataftedd, 

™£»w m?iil(SnT'™ ofi^nc.'on'my "RaThig wlndiaroond bar blowing." 

eclalanltetnraMiBBD^Ina, I waa made very Tlie air waa mncb admired: the lady tdbi 

waleoBa to ilalt aw fhi. The namil conse- honso asked me wlione were the woMa^"!^ 
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of tba qoAstloii, man Is by no means a happy 
ersAtiire. I do not speak of the selected few, 
favoured by pAitlal neaven, whose soals are 
toned to gudness amid riches and honours, and 
prodence and wisdom,—! speak of the neglected 
many, whose nerves, whose sinews, whose days, 
are amA to the minien of fortnne. 

If 1 thonfl^t yon had never seen It, I would 
transcribe for yon a stanza of an old Scottish 
ballad, called ** The LUe and Age of Man," bc- 
gbminjrthos— 

*t Twas in the sixteenth hnnder year 

Of God and fifty three, 
Frae Christ was bom, that bought ns dear. 

Am writings tesUfle." 

I had 'an old grand-nnclo, with whom my 
mother lived a while in her girlish years ; the 
good old man, for such he was, was long blind 
ere he died, during which time his highest en- 
joyment was to sit down and cry, while my 
mother would sing the simple old song of '*Tlic 
Life and Age of Man." 

It Is this way of thinking— it is those melan- 
choly truths, that make religion so precious to 
the poor, miserable children of men— if it Is a 
mere phantom, existing only in the heated ima- 
gination of enthusiasm, 

*' What truth on earth so precious as the lie !*' 

My idle reasonings sometimes make me a little 
sceptical, bnt the necessities of my heart always 
give the cold philosophizings the lie. Who looks 
for the heart weaned from earth ; the soul af- 
fianced to her God ; the correspondence fixed 
with heaven ; the pious supplication and devout 
thanksgiving, constant as the vicissitudes of 
even and morn ; who thinks to meet with these 
in the court, the palace, in the glare of public 
life? No: to find them in their precious import- 
ance and divine efilcacy, we must search among 
the obscure recesses of disappointment, afflic- 
tion, poverty, and distress. 

I am sur& dear madam, you are now more 
than pleased with the length of my letters. I 
return to Ayrshire, middle of next week: audit 
quickens my pace to think that therejwill be a 
letter from yon waiting me there. I must be 
tore agpain very soon for my harvest. 



poor man's Uist and often best friend, rescued 

I know, sir, that to need your goodness is to 
have a claim on it ; may I therefore bee your 
patronage to forward me in this affair, till I bo 
appointed to a division, where, by the help of 
rigid economy, 1 will try to support that inde- 
pendence so dear to my soul, bnt which has been 
too often su distant from my situation. 



NO. XLV. 

O. R. GRAHAM, OF FINTRY, ESQ. 

Sir,— 
When I had the honour of l>eing introduced to 
yon at Athole Ilonse, I did not think so soon of 
asking a favour of you. When Licar, in Shak- 
spere, asks old Kent why he wished to bo in 
his service, he answers, " Because yon have in 

four face which I could like to call master." 
or some such reason, sir, do I now solicit your 
patronage. Yon know, I dare say, of an applica- 
tion 1 lately made to your Board to be admitted 
an officer of excise. 1 have, according to form, 
been examined by a supervisor, and to-day I 
give in his ceriincatc, with a request for an 
order for instructions. In tiiis affair, if I 
succeed, -I am afraid I shall bnt too much need a 
patronizlnjr friend. Propriety of conduct as a 
nian, and fidelity and attention ns an officer, I 
dare engage for; bnt with anything like iinsi- 
ness, except manual tabonr, I am totally un- 
acquainted. 

• • • • • I 

I had intended to have closed my late appear- 
ance on the stage of life, in the cliarnctcr of a 
country farmer; but after discharging some 
filial and fraternal claims, I find 1 could only 
fight for existence in that miserable manner, 
vrnich I have lived to see throw a venerable 
parent into the Jaws of gaol ; whence death, th9 



NO. XLn. 

TO ^IR. P. HILL. 

Jfauchline, 1st October, 1788. 

I HAVE been here in this country about throe 
days, and all that time my chief reading h&a 
been the " Address to Loch Lomond " you were 
so obliging as to send to mc. Were I impan- 
nelled one of the author's jury, to determine his 
criminality respecting the sin of poesy, my ver- 
dict should be " Guilty ! A poet of Nature's 
making!" It is an excellent method for improve- 
ment, and what 1 believe every poet does, to 
place some favourite classic anfnor, in his own 
walks of study anl composition, before him, as a 
model. Though your author had not mentioned 
the name, I couid have, at half a glaiKe, guessed 
his model to bo Thomson. Will my brother 
poet forgive mc. If I venture to hint, that his 
imitation of that immortal bard is, in two or 
three places, rather more servile than such a 
genius as his required.— e.g., 

To soothe the maddiug passions all to peace, 

ADDRESS. 

To soothe the throbbing passions Into peace, 

TnOMSON. 

I think tlio "Address "is, in simplicity, har- 
mony, and elegance of vcrsltication, fully equal 
to the " Seasons." Lllto Tiiomson, too, he has 
looked into nature for himself: yon meet witli 
no copied description. One particular criticism 
I made at first reading: in no one instance has 
he said too much. He never fiags in his pro- 
gress, but, like a true poet of Nature's making, 
kindles in his conrsc. His beginning is simple, 
and modest, os if distrustful of the strength of 
his pinion ; only, I do not altogether like 

" Trnth, 
Tlic soul of every song tliat's nobly great." 

Fiction is the sonl of many a song that is nobly 
great. IVrhnps I nm wrong: this may be but a 
prose criticism. Is not the phrase, in line 7, p. 
G, "Great lake," too inucli vnlgarized by every- 
day language for so sublime a poem? 

"C^reat mass of waters, thence for nobler song,'* 

is perhaps no emendation. His ennmeration of 
a comparison with other lakes is at once har- 
monions and poetic. Every reader's ideas must 
sweep the 

'* Winding margin of an hundred miles.** 

The perspective that follows mountains htaw— 
the iinprisoned i>illows l)eatlng in valn-^he 
wooded Isles— tlie digression on the yew-tree~ 
"Ben Lomond's lofty cloud-enveloped head," 
&c., are beautiful. A thunderstorm is a subject 
which has been often tried ; yet our poet, in his 
grand plctnre, has interjected a circumstance, 
BO far OS I know, entirely original : 

'The gloom 
Deep soam'd with frequent streaks of moving 
fire.' 

In his preface to the storm, ''the glens how 
dark between," Is noble highland landscape! 
The " rain plowing the red mould," too, is beanti- 
tvOLy fancied. Ben Lqmon^'s *' lofty, pi^Uilm 
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top," Is a good expression; and the surronndlni; 
view from it is truly great ; tlio 

" Silver mist, 
IBeucatli tlic beaming sun," 

Is well described : and liere he has contrived to 
enliven his i)oem with a little of that passion 
whicli bids fair, I tliinle, to nsnrp the modem 
muses altogetlier. I Itnow not how far this 
episode is 'a beauty upon the whole, bat tlie 
swain's wish to carry *• some faint idea of the 
vision bright," to entertain her "partial listen- 
ing oar," is a pretty thought. But, in my 
opinion, the most beautiful passages in the 
wiiole poem are the fowls crowding, in wintry 
frosts, to Loch Lomond's "hospitable flood; 
tlu'ir wheeling round, their lighting, mixing, 
diving, &c., and the glorious description of the 
sportsman. This last is equal to anything in the 
"Seasons." The idea of " the floating tribes dis- 
tant seem, far glistering to tlic m«on," provoiting 
his eye as lie is obliged to leave tiiem, is a noble 
ray of poetic genius. " The howling winds," the 
" liideous roar" of " the white cascades," are;all 
in tlic same style. 

I forget, that while I am thus holding forth, 
w^ith tlie heedless warmth of an entlmsiast, 1 
am perhaps tiring you with nonsense. 1 must, 
however, mention, that the last verse of the 
sixteenth page is one of the most elegant com- 
pliments I have ever seen. I must lllcewlse 
notice that t>eautirnl paragrapli, beginning, 
"Tlie gleaming lake" &c. I dare not go into 
the particular beauties of the two last para- 
graphs, but they are admirably fine, and truly 
Ossianic. 

I must beg your pardon for this lengthened 
scrawl. I had no idea of it when 1 began— I 
should like to know who the antlior is; but, 
Avlioever ho be, please present him with my 
grateful thanks for the entertainment ho has 
afforded me.* 

A friend of mine desired me to commission for 
him two books, " Letters on the Religion Essen- 
tial to Man," a book you sent me before ; and, 
"The World Unmasked : or, the Philosopher the 
Greatest Cheat."— Send mo them by the first 
opportunity. Tlie Bble you sent me is truly 
elegant; 1 only wish it had been in two 
volumes. 



KO. LXVII. 



TO MRS. 



DUNLOP, AT MOREHAM MAINS. 

Mauchhne^ \Zth November 1788. 
Madam,— 
I had the very great pleasure of dining at Dun- 
lop yesterday. Men are said to flatter women 
because they are weak ; If it is so, poets must be 
weaker still; for Misses R. and K., and Miss 
i\. M'K., with their flattering attentions and 
artful compliments, absolutely turned my head. 
I own they did not lard me over as many a poet 

does his patron : but 

they 80 intoxicated me witli their sly insinua- 
tions and delicate Inuciidoes of compliment, that, 
if it had not been for a lucky recollection how 
much additional lustre your good opinion and 
friendship must give me in that circle, I had 
certainly looked upon myself as a person of no 
small consequence. I dare not say one word 
how much I was charmed with the major's 
friendly welcome, elegant manner, and acpte 
remarks, lest I should be thought to balance my 

* Tlie poem entitled " An Address to Loch Lo- 
mond," is said to be written by a gentleman, now 
one of the masters of the High School at Edin- 
burgh, and the same who translated the beauti- 
ful story of the Parla, as published in the Bee of 
Df. Anaerson. 



orientalisms of applause over against the finest 
quey* in Ayrsliire, which he made a present of, 
to help and adorn my farm-stock. As It was on 
hallow-day, I am determined annually, as that 
day returns, to decorate her horns witli an ode 
of gratitude to the family of Doniop. 

• • • • • « 

So soon as I know of your arrival at Danlop, I 
will take the first convenience to dedicate a oay, 
or perhaps two, to you and friendship, under the 
guarantee of the major's hospitality. There 
will soon be threescore and ten miles of per- 
manent distance between ns; and now that your 
friendship and friendly correspondence is en- 
twisted with the heart-strings of my enjoyment 
of life, I must indulge myself in a happy day of 
" The feast of reason and the flow of souL" 



KO. XLVIII. 

[To the Editor of the Edinburgh Evening 
CouranW] 

November 8, 1^8. 
Sir,— 

Notwithstanding theopprobrions epithets with 
which some of our philosophers and gloomy 
sectaries lia ve branded our nature— the pnncipfo 
of universal selfishness, the proness to evil, 
thev have given us,— still the detestation in 
which inhumanity to the distressed, or insolence 
to the fallen, are held by all mankind, shows 
that they are not natives of the human heart.— 
Even the unhappy partner of our kind who is 
undone— the bitter consequence of his follies or 
his crimes,— who but sympathizes with the 
miseries of this ruined profligate brother? Wo 
forget the injuries, and feel for the maiL 

I went last Wednesday to my parish church, 
most cordially to join in grateful acknowledg- 
ments to the Author of all God, for the con- 
sequent blessings of the glorious revolution. Tb 
that auspicious event we owe no less than our 
liberties, civil and religious ; to it we are like- 
wise indebted for the present royal family, the 
ruling features in whose admhiistration have 
ever been, mildness to the subject, and teudcr- 
ness of his rights. 

Bred and educated in revolution principles, 
tlie principles of reason and common sense, it 
could not bo any slli3'' political prejudice whteh 
made ray heart revolt at tlie harsh, abusive 
manner in which the reverend gentleman 
mentioned the House of Stuart, and which laiu 
afraid was too much tlie language of the day. 
We may rejoice sufficiently In our deliverance 
from past evils, without cruelly mking up the 
ashes of those whose misfortune it was, perliaps 
as much as their crime, to be the aatbors of 
those evils; and wo may bless God for all his 
goodness to ns as a nation, without, at the same 
time, cursing a few ruined, powerless exiles, 
who only harboured ideas, and made attempts, 
tliat most of us woiUd have done had we been 
in their situation. 

" Tlie bloody and tyrannical House of Stuart " 
may be said, with propriety and justice, wben 
compared with the present royal family, and 
tlie sentiments of our days: but is there no 
allowance to be made for the manners of the 
times? Were the royal contemporaries of tiie 
Stuarts more attentive to their subjects, rights? 
—Might not the epithets of bloody and tyrannical 
be with at least equal justice applied to the 
House of Tudor, of York, or any of their pre- 
decessors ? 

The simple state of tlie case, sir, seems to be 
this— At that period, the science of government, 
the knowledge of the trne relation between klnf 
and subject, was, like other sciences and other 
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mnse to mo ; and the verses I do myself tho 
honour to send joii are a memento uzactly of 
the same kind that he Indulged in. 

It may be more owing to the fustidionsness of 
my caprice, than tho delicacy of my taste, that 
I am so often tired, disgusted, and hurt with the 
Insipidity, affectation, and pride of mankind, 
that when I meet with a person "after my 
own heart,' I positively feel what an orthodox 
Protestant would call a species of idolatry which 
acts on my fancy like inspiration, and I can no 
more desist from rhyming on the impulse, than 
an .£oilan harp can refuse its tones to the 
streaming air. A distidi or two would bo the 
consequence though the object which iiit my 
fancy were grey-l)oarded age; but where my 
theme is youth and beauty— a young lady whose 
personal charms, wit, and sentiment are 
equally striking and unaffected,— by heavens ! 
though I had lived threescore years a married 
man, and threescore years before I was a mar- 
ried man, my imagination would hallow the 
very Idea ; and I am truly sorry that the en- 
closed stanzas have done such poor Justice to a 
subject. 



KO. LI. 

TO SIR JOIIX WUITEFORD. 

December, 1788. 
Sir,— 
Mr, M'Kcnzlc, in Mauchlinc, my very warm 
and worthy friend, has Informed me how much 
yon arc pleased to interest yourself in my fate 
as a man, and (what to me is incomparably 
dearer) my fame as a poet. I have, sir, in one 
or two instances, been patronised by those of 

?'0ur character in life, when I was introduced to 
heir notice by friends to them, and ho- 

nononrcd acquaintance to me ; but you are the 
first gentleman in the country whose benevo- 
lence and goodness of heart has interested him 
for me, unsolicited and unknown. I am not 
master enough of tho etiquette of these matters 
to know, nor did 1 stay to inquire, whether 
formal duty bade, or cold propriety disallowed, 
my thanking you In this manner, as I am con- 
vinced, from the light in which you kindly view 
me, that you will do me the justice to believe 
this letter is not the manoouvre of a needy, 
sharping author, fastening on those in upper 
life, who honour him with a little notice of nlm 
or his works. Indeed, the situation of poets is 
generally such, to a proverb, as may, m some 
measure, palliate tliat prostitution of lieart and 
talents they have been guilty of. I do not think 
prodigality is by any means a necessary con- 
comitant of poetic turn, but believe a careless, 
indolent. Inattention to economy, is almost in- 
separable from it; and there must be in the 
heart of every bard of Nature's making a cer- 
tain modest sensibility, mixed with a kind of 
pride, that will ever keep him out of the way of 
those windfalls of fortune that frequently light 
on hardy Impudence and foot-licklug servility. 
Tt is not easy to imagine a more iielpless state 
than his whose poetic fancy unfits hhn for the 
world, and whose character as a scholar gives 
him some prutensions to tho politesse of life— yet 
is as poor as I am. 

For my part, I thank heaven, my star has 
been kinder; learning never elevated my ideas 
above the peasant's siied, and I have an inde- 
pendent fortune at the plough-tail. 

1 was surprised to hear that any one, who 
protended in tlie least to the manners of the 
gentleman, should be so foolish, or woi'se, as to 
stoop to traduce the morals of such a one as I 
am, and so Inhumanly cruel, too, as to meddle 
with that late roost unfortunate, nnhappy part 
of my story. Witli a tear of gratitude, 1 thank 
yon, sir, for the warmth with which you Inter- 



posed in behalf of my eondaot. I am, I acknow- 
ledge, too frequently the 8p<M*t of whim, caprice, 
and passion ; but reverence to God, and in- 
tegrity to my tellow-creatnres, I hoi»e I shall 
ever preserve. I have no return, sir, to make yoa 
for your goodness but one— a return which, I am 
persuaded, will not be unacceptable— the hcmest, 
warm wishes of a grateful heart for your happi- 
ness, and every one of that lovely flock, wno 
stand to you hi a filial relation. If everoalomny 
aim tho poisoned shaft at them, may friendship 
be by to guard the blow! 



NO. LII. 

FROM MR. G. BURNS. 

Mossgielt 1st January, 1789. 
Dear Brother,— 

I have just finished my New-year*g-day break- 
fast in the usual form, which naturally makes 
me call to mind the days of former years, and 
the society In which we used to begin them; 
and when I look at our family vicissitudes, 
"through the dark postern of timelongelapsed,' 
I cannot help remarking to you, my dear 
brother, how good tho Goa of Seasons is to as; 
and that however some clouds may seem to 
lower over the portion of time before us. wo 
have great reason to hope that all ^dll turn oat 
well. 

Your mother and sisters, with Robert the 
second. Join me in the compliments of the sea- 
son to you and Mrs. Bums, and beg yon will 
remember us in tho same manner to WilUani, 
the first time yon see him. 

I am, dear brother, yonrs, 

Gilbert Bubks. 



NO. Lin. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellislcmd, New-Year-Day Morning, 178BL 
Tms. dear madam, is a morning of wishes ; and 
would to GOD that I came nnder the apostle 
James's description I— the prayer qf a r^gmftow 
man avaiieth mach. In that case, madam, yoa 
should welcome in a year fall of blesflmgs; 
everything that obstructs or dlstnrlM tran- 
quillity and seIf>enjoyment should be removed, 
and every pleasure that frail homanKy eu 
taste should be yours. I own myseU so little s 
Presbyterian, that I approve of set times ud 
seasons of more than ordinary acts of devotloB, 
for breaking in on that habituated roatine of lifto 
and thought which Is so apt to redaoeonr ex- 
istence to a kind of instinct, or even aometiinw, 
and witli some minds, to a state Tei7 little su- 
perior to mere machinery. 

This day— the first Kunday of Mar,— a breexj, 
blue-skyed noon some time al>out the begbmhift 
and a hoary morning and calm sunny 6bj about 
the end, of autumn ;— these, time oat oi mhid, 
liiivc been with me a kind of holiday. 

I believe I owe this to that glorlons paper io 
the " Spectator," "Tho Vision of Mirza**— a piece 
tliat struck my fancy before I was capable ol 
fixing an idea to a word of threo syllables: **(]A 
the .'itli of the moon, which, according to tbe 
custom of my forefathers, I always «fw krig, 
after having washed myselL and oSTered apmy 
morning devotions, I ascended the hl^ hfil of 
Bagdat, In order to pass the rest of tae day in 
meditation and prayer." 

We know nothing, or next to notbing, of tbe 
substance or structure of oor souls, so cannot 
account for those seeming caprices, in tbem, 
that ono should be particularly pleased irftii 
this thing, or struck witli that, whicb, on minds 
of a different cast, makes no extraordinarr Im- 
pression. I have some favomrlt* ^owen ia 
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If, Ainotig which are the mountaia dalsv, 
are^belL the fox-glove, wild-brier rose, the 
ins bicch, and the hoarj liawthom, that I 
and hang over with pecoiiar delight. I 
r beard the load, solitary whistle of the 
w, in a sammer noon, or the wild mixing 
ice of a troop of grey plovers, in nu autiuii- 
xoming, without feeling an elevation of 
like the enthusiasm of devotion or poetry. 
cne, my dear friend, to what can this bu 
r? Are we a piece of machinery, which, 
he .Solian harp, passive, takes the impres- 
>f the passing accident ? Or do these work- 
argue something within us above the trod- 
lod ? I own myself partial to such proofs 
ose awful and important realities— a God 
made all things— man's immaterial and 
irtal nature— and a world of weal and woe 
Qd death and the grave. 

KO. LIV. 
TO DR. HOORE. 
EUidand^ near Dumfries^ 4th Jan. 1789. 

(men as I think of writing to yon, wlilch lius 
three or four times every week, these six 
h&, it gives me something so like the idea 
ordinary statue offering at a conversation 
the Rhodian Colossus, that my mind mis- 

me, and the affair always miscarries 
where between purpose and resolve, f 

at last, got some business with you, and 
ess-letters are written by the style>book — 
my business is with you, sir, for you have 
• nad any with me, except the business 
benevolence has in the manner of poverty. 
I character and employment of a poet wore 
irly my pleasure, but are now my pride. I 

that a very great deal of my late eclat was 
; to the singularity of my situation, nnd 
onest prejudice of Scotsmen; but stiil, as 
1 in the preface to my first edition, I do 
upon myself as having some pretensions 
Mature to the poetic character. 1 have not 
bt but the knack, the aptitude, to learn the 
8' trade, is a gift bestowed l)y Him '' who 
I the secret bias of the soul;'*— but as I 
f believe, that excellence in the profession is 
mit of industry, labour, attention, nnd 
. At least 1 am resolved to try my doctrine 
test of experience. Another appearance 
the press 1 put off to a very distant day, 
r that may never arrive; but poesy I am 
mined to prosecute with all my vigour. 
re has given very few, if any, of the pro- 
>n the talents of shining in every species 
mpositlon. I shall try (for until trial it is 
lalble to know) whether she has qualified 
» shine in anv one. The worst of it is, by 
[me one has finished a piece, it has been so 

viewed and reviewed before the mental 
that one loses. In a good measure, the 
ra of critical discrimination. Here the 
criterion I know Is a friend— not only of 
iestojudge, but with good nature enough 
. prudent teacher with a young learner, to 
3 perhaps a little more than exactly Just, 
he thin-skinned animal fall into that most 
rablc of all poetic diseases— heart-breaking 
tndency of himself. Dare 1, sir, already 
nselv indebted to your goodness, ask the 
ional obligation of your being that friend 
}? I enclose you an essay of mine. In a 

of poesy to me entirely new ; 1 mean the 
e addressed to R. ih, Esq. or, Robert Gra- 
of Fintry, Esq., a gentleman of uncommon 
1, to whom I lie under very great obliga- 
The story of the poem, like most of my 
s, Is connected with my own story, nnd, to 
'Ott the one, I must give you something of the 
. I cannot boast of — 



1 believe I shall. In whole, £100 copy-right In- 
cluded, clear about £4<)0 some little odds ; and 
even part of this depends upon what the gentle- 
man has yet to settle with me. I give you this 
Information, because yon did me the honour to 
interest yourself much in my welfare. 

• ••••• 

To give the rest of my story in brief, 1 have 
married " my Jean," and taken a farm; with the 
first step, 1 nave every day more and more rea- 
son to be satisfied ; with the last, it is rather the 
reverse — 1 have a younger brother, who sup- 

Corts my aged mother; another still younger 
rother and three sisters in a farm. On my last 
return from Edinburgh, It cost me about £180 
to save them from ruin. Not that I have lost 
so much— I only Interposed between my brother 
and his impending fate by the luan of so much. 
I give myself no airs on this, for it was mere 
selfishness on my part ; 1 was conscious that the 
wrong scale of the bahmce was pretty heavily 
charged; and I thought that throwing u little 
filial piety and fraternal affection into the scale 
in my favour might help to smooth matters at 
the grand reckomng. There is still one thing 
would make my circumstances quite easy; 1 
have an excise oftlcer's commission, and 1 live 
in the midst of a country division. My request 
to Mr. Graham, wlio is one of the commissioners 
of excise, was, if m his power, to procftre mo 
that division. If I were very sanguine, I might 
hope that some of my great patrons might pro- 
cure me a treasury warrant for supervisor, sur- 
veyor-general, <fcc. 

Thus secure of a livelihood, "to thee, sweet 
poetry, delightful muiU," I would consecrate my 
future days. 



NO. LV. 

TO niSIIOP GEDDES. 
Elliiland, near Dumfries, 3rd February, 1789. 

VRXER.VBLE FATHER,— 

As 1 am conscious that wherever 1 am you do 
nio the honour to interest yourself In my wel- 
fare, it gives mc pleasure to inform you that I 
am here at last, stationary in the serious busi' 
ncss of life, and have now not only the retired 
leisure, but the hearty inclination, to attend to 
those great and important questions- what I 
am ? where I am? and for what I am destined V 

In that first concern, the conduct of the man. 
there was ever but one side on which I was 
habitually blamcablc, and there I have secured 
myself in the way pointed out by Nature and 
Nature's God. I was son.slbie that to so help- 
less a creature as a poor poet, a wife and family 
were incumbrances, whicn a species of prudence 
woutd bid huu shim; but when the alterna- 
tive was. being at eternal warfare with myself, 
on account of habitual follies, to give them no 
worse name, which no general example, no 
licentious wit, no sophistical infidelity would, 
to me, ever Justify, 1 must have been a fool to 
have hesitated, and a madman to have made 
another choice. 

• ••••« 

In the affair of a livelihood, I think myself 
tolerably secure ; I have good hopes of my farm ; 
l)ut should they fail, I have an excise commis- 
sion, which, on my simi)lo petition, will, at any 
time, procure mo bread. There is a certain 
stigma affixed to the character of an excise 
officer, but I do not intend to borrow honour 
from any profession : and though the saiarv be 
comparatively small. It is great to nnvthlng 
that tlio first twenty-five years of my life taught 
me to expect. 

• • • • a 

Thus, with a rational aim and method In life, 
you may easily guess, my reverend and much- 



lU 
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honoured friend, that my cliaracteristical trade 
Is not forgotten. 1 am, if posslbie, more tlian 
ever an enthusiast to the muses. I am deter- 
mined to study man and nature, and In that 
view incessantly ; and to try if the ripening and 
corrections of years can enable me to produce 
something worth preserving. 

You will see in your boolc, whicli I beg your 
pardon for detaining so long, that I have been 
taming my lyre on the banks of Nith. Some 
larger poetic plans that are floating in my imagi- 
nation, or partly put in execution, I shall impart 
to you when 1 have the pleasure of mcetingyou, 
which, if yon arc tlien in Edinburgh, 1 shall 
have about tlie beginning of March. 

That acquaintance, worthy sir, with which 
you were pleased to honour me, you must still 
allow me to challenge ; for with whatever un- 
concern I give up my transient connects ui with 
the merely great, 1 cannot lose the patronizing 
notice of the learned and the good without the 
bitterest regret. 



NO. LVI. 
TO MRS. DUN LOP. 

Elltsland, 4th March, 1789. 

Here am I, my honoured friend, returned safe 
from the capital. To a man who lias a home, 
however humble or remote— if that home is like 
mine, the scene of domestic comfort,— the bustle 
of Edinburgh will soon be a business of sickness 
and disgust. 

"Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate 
you." % 

"When I must skulk into a corner, less the rat- 
tling equipage of some gaping blockhead should 
mangle me in the mire,! am tempted to exclaim 
— " What merits has he had, or what demerit 
have I had, in some state of pre-existence. that 
he is ushered into this state of being with the 
scepti'e of ruie, and the key of riches, in his 
puny fist, and I am kicked into the world, the 
sport of folly or the victim of pride?" I have 
read somewhere of a monarch (In Spain, I think 
It was), who was so out of humour with the 
Ptoleraean system of astronomy, that he said, 
had he been of the Creator's council, he could 
have saved him a great deal of labour and 
absurdity. I will not defend this blasphemous 
speech ; but often, as I have glided with humble 
stealth through the pomp of Prince's Street, it 
has suggested itself to me, as an improvement 
on the present human flgure. that a man, in pro- 
portion to his own conceit of his consequence in 
the world, could have pushed out the longitude 
of his common size, as a snail pushes out his horns, 
or as we draw a perspective. This trifling altera- 
tion, not to mention the prodigious saving it would 
be in the tear and wear of the neck and limb- 
sinews of many of his Majesty's liege subjects, in 
the way of tossing the head and tip-toe strutting, 
would evidently turn out a vast advantage, in 
enabling us at once to adjust the ceremonials in 
making a bow, or making way to a great man, 
and that too within a second of the precise 
spherical angle of reverence, or an inch of the 

Imrtlcular point of respectful distance, which the 
mportant creature itself requires ; as a measur- 
ing glance at its to«vering altitude would deter- 
mine the affair like instinct. 

You are right, madam. In your idea of poor 
Mylnc's poem, which he has addressed to me. 
The piece has a good deal of merit, but it has one 
great fault— It Is, by far, too long. Besides, mv 
success has encouraged such a shoal of ill- 
spawned monsters to crawl into public notice, 
nnder the tlUe of Scottish Poets, that the very 
term of Scottish Poetry borders on the burlesque. 
When I write to Mr. C., I shall advise him rather 
to try one of his deceased friend's English pieces. 



I am prodigiously htlmed wlfh my owti maiteTL 
else I would have requested a perusal of lUI 
JIfylne's poetic performances; and would have 
offered his friends my assistance in either select- 
ing or correcting what wonld be proper for the 
press. What is it that occupies me so mach, and 
perhaps a little oppresses my present spirits, 
Shalt fill up a paragraph in some fat ore letter. 
In the meantime, allow me to close this epistle 
with a few lines done by a friend of mine 



' I give you them, 
>riginal, you may 



that, as you have seen the oi 
guess whether one or two alterations I have 
ventured to make in them be any real Improve- 
ment. 

Like the fair plant that from our touch with- 
draws. 
Shrink mildly fearful even from applause. 
Be all a mother's fondess hope can dream. 

And all you are, my chaining , seem. 

Straight as the fox-glove, ere her bells disclose, 
Mild as the maiden-olushing hawthorn blows, 
Fair as the the fairest of each lovely kind. 
Your form shall be the image of your mind: 
Your manners shall so true your soul express, 
That all shall long to know the worth they 

guess; 
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred lovo, 
And cv'n sick'ning envy must approve.* 



Na LVII. 

TO THE REV. P. CARFRAE. 

Reverend Sir,— 1780. 

I do not recollect that I have ever felt a severer 
pang of shame than on looking at the date of 
your obliging letter, which accompanied 31r. 
Mylne's poem. 

■ • • • ■ 

I am much to blame : the honour Mr. Mylnc has 
done me, greatly enhanced in Its value by the 
endearing, though mehincholy, circmnstaucc of 
its being the last production of his muse, de- 
served a better return. 

I have, as you hint, thouglit of sending a cop7 
of the poem to some periodical publlcatioii ; but, 
on second thoughts, I am afraid that. In the 
present case, it wonld bo an Improper step. Uj 
success, perhaps as much accidental as merited, 
has brought an inundation of nonsense under 
the name of Scottish poetry. Sabscriptloo; bilb 
for Scottish poems have so dunned, and dailj do 
dun the public, that the very name is In daofer 
of contempt. For these reasons, if pabUslUBg 
any of Mr. M.'8 poems in a magazine, Ac, be it 
at all prudent, in my opinion it certainly sttooU 
not be a Scotch poem. The profits of the lahoors 
of a man of genius are, 1 hope, as honoaraUe ts 
any profits whatever: and Mr. Mylne's relatioiB 
are most Justly entitled to that honest hsTrest 
which fate has denied himself to reap. Bat let 
the friends of Mr. Mylne's fame (amone whomi 
crave the honour of ranking myself) always 
keep in eye his respectability as a man and t 
poet, and take no measure that, before the 
world knows anything al>out him, wonld risk hii 
name and character being classed with the fools 
of the times. 

I have, sir, some experience of pnblishin?; 
and the way in which 1 would proceed with xr. 
Mylne's poems is this :— I wonld pnbllsli in tiro 
or three English and Scottish public papers anr 
one of his English poems which should hr pn- 
vate Judges, be thought the most excellent, and 
mention it at the same time as (me of the ]V0- 
ductions of a Lothian farmer, of respectable 

* These beautiful lines, we have reason to be- 
Ileve, are the production oi the lady to whom 
this letter is addressed. 
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tiitAicter, lately deceased, whose poems his 
fliends hod It m Idea to publish soon, by 8n>>- 
•orlptlon. for the sake of his nameroas family .— 
not In pity to that family, but in Jastlce to what 
bis frfenos think the poetic merits of the de- 
eeated; and to secure, in the most effectual 
manner, to those tenderconnexions, whose right 
U is, the pecuniary reward of those merits. 

NO. LVIir. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

Eauiand, 2Srd March, 1789. 
Sir,— 
Iho gentleman who will deliver this is a Mr. 
Nielson, a worthy cierKyman in my ncighboar- 
hood, and a very particular acquaintance of 
mine. As I have troubled him witli this packet, 
I must turn him over to your goodness, to re- 
compense him for it in a way in which he much 
needs your assistance, and where yon can 
efTectnally serve him :— Mr. Nielson is on his 
way for France, to wait on his Grace of Queens- 
bury, on some little business of a good deal of 
importance to him, and he wishes for yonr in- 
structions respecting the mo^ eligible mode of 
travelling, &c., for him, whcn'he has crossed the 
Channel. 1 should not have dared to take this 
liberty with you, but that I am told, by those 
who have the honour of yonr personal acquaint- 
ance, that to be a poor honest Scotchman is a 
letter of recommendation to you, and that to 
have it in yonr power to servo such a character 
gives you much pleasure. 

The enclosed ode Is a compliment to the me- 
mory of the late Mrs. , of . Yon probably 

know her personally, an honour of which 1 can- 
not boast ; but 1 spent my early years in her 
neighbourhood, and among her servants and 
tenants. I know that she was detested with the 
most heartfelt cordiality. However, in the par> 
ticular part of her conduct which roused my 
poetic wrath, she was much less blameabie. In 
dTaooAry last, on my road to Ayrshire, I had put 
up at Bailie -Wigham^s in Sanquhar, the only 
tolei^le inn in tne place. The frost was keen, 
and the grim evening and howling wind was 
ushering in a night of snow and drift. My horse 
and I were very much fatigued with the labours 
of the day ; and Just as my friend the Bailie and 
I were bidding defiance to the storm, over a 
smoking bowl, in wheels the funeral pageantry 
of the late great Mrs. — ^ and, poor I, am forced 
to brave all the horrors of the tempestuous 
night, and Jade my horse, my young favourite 
horse, whom I had Just christened Pegasus, 
twelve miles further on. through the wildest 
mnirs and hills of Ayrshire, to Kew Cumnock, 
the next inn. The powers of poesy and prose 
sink under me when 1 would describe what I 
felt. Hnfflce it to say, that when a good Are. at 
New Cumnock, had so far recovered my frozen 
shiews, I sat down and wrote the enclosed ode. 

I was at Edinburgh lately, and settled finally 
with Mr Creech; and 1 must own, that, at last, 
he has been amicable and fair with me. 



NO. LIS. 

Elltsland, ZndApnl, 1789. 
I WILL make no excuses, my dear liibliopolus, 
(God forgive me for murdering language!) that I 
nave sat down to write you on tills vile paper. 

It is economy, sir: it is that cardinal virtue, 
prudence ; so 1 l>eg you will sit down, and either 
compose or borrow a panegyric, if you are going 
to borrow, apply to 

• • • • • • 

to compose, or rather to compound, something 
very clever on mj remarkable frugality ; that I 



write to one of my must esteemed friends on 
this wretched paper, which was origmaliv in- 
tended for the venui flsc ot some drunken excise- 
man, to take dirty notes in a miserable vault of 
an ale-cellar. 

O frugality! thou mother of ten thousand 
blessings— thou cook of fat beef and dainty 

greens!— thou manufacturer of warm Shetland 
ose and comfortable surtouts !— thou old house- 
wife, darning thy decayed stockings with thy 
ancient spectacles on thy aged nose ;— lead mo, 
hand me in thy clutching, palsied fist, up those 
heights, and through those thickets, hitherto 
inaccessible and impervious to my anxious, 
wearied feet:— not those Parnassian craggs, 
bleak and barren, where the hungry worshippers 
of fame are, breathless, clambering, hanging 
between heaven and hell ; but those glittering 
cliffs of Potosi, where the ail-sufflcicnt, all- 
powerful deity. Wealth, holds his immediate 
court of Joys and pleasures ; where the sunny 
exposure of plenty, and the hot walls of profu- 
sion, produce those blissful fruits of luxury, ex- 
otics in this world, and natives of paradise— 
Thou withered sybil, my sage conductress, usher 
me into the refulgent, adored presence !— The 
power, splendid and |K>tcnt as ho now is wan 
once the puling nursling of thy faithful care, 
and tender anus ! Call me tliy son, thy cousin, 
thy kinsman, or favourite, and adjure the god, 
by the scenes of his infant year.*), no longer to 
repulse me as a stranger or an alien, but to 
favour me with his peculiar countenance and 
protection! He daily bestows his Rreutest kind- 
ness on the undeserving and the worthless- 
assure him, that I bring ample documents of 
meritorious demerits ! Pledge yourself for me, 
that, for the glorious cause of Lucre, I will do 
anything, be anytliing— but the horse-leach of 
private oppression, or tlie vulture of public rob- 
bery! 

• • • ' • • 

But to descend from heroics, 

I want a Shakspere ; I want likewise an Eng- 
lish dictionary— Johnson's, 1 suppose, is best. In 
tliese and all my prose commissions, the cheapest 
is always the best for me. There is a small debt 
of honour that I owe Mr. Robert Cleghom, in 
Saughton mills, my worthy friend, and your 
well-wisher. Please give him, and urge hfin to 
take it, the first time you see him, ten shilllngs*- 
worth of anything you have to sell, and place it 
to my account. 

The library scheme that I mentioned to yon Is 
already begun, under the direction of Captain 
Riddel. There is another In emulation of it 

Soing on at Closeburn, under the auspices of 
[r. Monteith, of Closeburn, which will be on a 
greater scale than ours. Captain R. gave his 
Infant society a great many of his old books, else 
I had written you on that subject ; but, one of 
these days-I shall trouble you with a commis- 
sion for "The Monkland Friendly Society," a 
copy of "The Spectator," "Mirror," and "Loun- 
ger:" "Man of the World," " Guthrie's Geogra- 
phical Grammar," with some religious pieces, will 
likely be our first order. 

When I grow richer, I will write to yon on 
gilt post, to make amends for this sheet. At 
present, every guinea has a five-guinea errand 
with My dear sir. 

Your faithful, poor, but honest friend, 

R. B. 

NO. LX. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

„ "^ „ Eiiuland,4thAfava7». 

My Dear Sib,— 
Your dutyfree favour of the 26th April I re« 
ceived two days ago : 1 will not say I perused it 
with pleasure : that is the cold compliment of 
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cereaKinr, I pernw4lt. ilr.wlth deUctoixi 
rutlOD— in ihon. II i> mcb a IttKr, thst 
you nor joor Irlenil, but the [f uliJalnn, bj 
prflu proTlu Jn tha&r HuUgo Uw^ ibooM (n 

ibonld arltr It trM Innau luiil egran Id 
(nn UitlrlNui, md awli, H id rnBOBUBsiL 
■nd MHifc at iIWlDMlQn to upeKmlnuit vir. 
I taiTB tut pnt tlw luE bind to a little po 

One marnlDE lately, u I iru out prelU earl^ln 
the fields MHtnii Bome grut lecds, I hDini tbe 
bum ot a tlkot train x iKlghbnunnE ptaiitulun, 
aod prcHDtlj a poor Hide vonuded hjire cahic 
GtlppllDf by me. Yea will ^eee mj Indlflimlkon 









ruddy drops Tvlildi i 



I "Tbe Last Bar." 
1 which ihai areh- 

Mb forw^bl 



TaK*h<nid, Satan, 

mean Ingratltn^. 

and, iRmi InabnitiT^'Mr, mnnnnialn.'janr 
'-'-' — "-attlwu&anibM to nputhe deH I 
«, air, raball erer inaoaj remember 



tiedr, Out yodliiiMii Immortal Allan a langm 
" Hale and WMl. and Uvtnit;" and that juar 
chanalne temllr ore well, and promtilng to bo 
an amiable and reipectable addition to the com- 
pany o[ parformcra, whom tbe Great Managot 
ot the Drania or Uau Is brlnitlDE lito action for 
the inoeaedlDi ago. 

With reapeci to ny welfare.a inbjoet In which 
«». ~w,. —..^1. .^ aBentlTelT ftllereetcd 
mr old war< bvldlns my 
^nrth ot ray earn, DTti'" 
at ttmei aauiterlnit 



a 

thei 
Mnt. „ 

PtMlnit lu 
IntrlBU V 

my !«• la tUTiNd coanpbtalT ElOMnu^;' and as 
It Ja a rala wltli an banait lellnn to repeat no 
grlavaneea, I taope that tbe llttla noetic kcencci 
•>tf<mn»3io»wlllat<- .-..—•—-. 



which, like a good pretbylerlan, I oc«a»lBiiaiir 
^vu to my faenHhold lolke, 1 am cxCremaly fond 
^.; and lliat oLhcr. ^^Ea, children are Ood'i 
Eicrrlmee," i^c ; ill which laal, Mra. Bunu, who, 
liF tlie bye, ?uu a glorlooi " wood-note wild '' at 



-It of all my loi 
Kow aoiil baa 

. ag atmoapbere 

B and gloomy preufoi. 



iny partkokr 



Euod Lord dollTcr uia t Be&lDa. my hononred 
irlend. la anralr a ahnple bomaaa, si It •Qsadj 
"belinprant and the Matntil. tiM iWOT 

lh.^iMt tkSI* ll a gIMt IDBOI^I- 



and lbarish.^nia 

h«n<lblo Sdns, to , , 

and that ha matt b* Intlmalaly aegDalntad vltk 
the DMraUona and pngnai of Uw Intannl 
machlneiT, and nmaevieBt outward dapnt- 
uient, of tBIi creolan which he baa made,— then 
are, I think, eell-evldeat propoUtlont; 1^1 
there 1> n nal and eternal dtattnethni hetwem 
Tirtoo and (lea. and canHonenily tliat 1 am aa 
acconntable creatnre; that from tbe iaflniln| 
nature or tbe homan mhid, ai well ai from tba 
evident tmneilecthni, nay, poaltlre Inliuttee, li 
the admbiurrallOB iif alMIn, both la de natnal 
and moral worlds thara nut b« a retitbntlfi 
Hceno ot ailaMnca baytaUl tbe Eran: ntoiL I 
think, ba aUinrad by amj ant irto vUl^n 
hlmaallaiiiommpBiMMtlau. I wni go tarttHr. 
and aBIrm, that bom tho aoldDilty. amallenM, 
and pnrlly ot Ma doctrhu aad nrMaplt, m- 
psnillcled by all the anregalef wlUIam infl 
leamlnK ot many preceding ageL thoagh, r> 

Iho eye of one yhoic giwd opinion 1 lalti 
almoti next to the approbation o( my o« 



rym^ 



COXRESPONDEHCE a 



Wien roneuilian 



(■ttnuihl* Mind, Bob Forgniton. wba iru> pii- 
ItalAtlf hilliDUB with mjHlf BDd rclaLJDiia.' 
inUB rreeoHectvrltbpleBinnbiiexlniordlQari' 
tlH fnaMtt eoDBOIatUm IhAt 1 am bonQuroiL 
irtlb th« DomipoDitaiiaa ot b^a mccfluor lii 
uUoBal slinpUellT and nnlni. Thii Mr. Bums 
liu raOmd, In Un utiMpoary, mail be reulU; 
•iliBUIad; mt BDtwlUiilandlDt iniiny taToiir. 



\brx wHDlciUl tho boppj pflrfDd ot our Lnt«r- 
eovM to IDT DBmoTT, 1 foci DiyHair In a Bta.io oj 
MtrlDm. I «! tksn Tonnger Ihoa biip by 

dt«u tTi»t be ennpturtd iverj person uroanfi 
him. mid Infnsod ]nU> the y«ibg Add (he Did iho 
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Kor Fanoiion ! If ilKra be a UId ijejond the 
gnn, which I tnutlhoteli.aiiaif Ihero be a 
good God preildlnt over all nainro, which 1 am 
laro tlierelir ttaoQ an now enjoruir oxietcnce 
in ft gtorioni world, whvro worth or tbe heart 
■iDDa li Um dlellnctloo In the nan; wbEre 
rlchea, dapilTgd of all Ihclr ptesian-HokUii 
powsn. ntnni Co Iheir eordlo niart*r: where 
lltlaa and bonoiui an ihe dlirciirdtd nrerlei 
dI an IdiB drum ; and wbero that heaT; vlnae, 
wblch 1* Iha neiitlve conwniience ol tteadr 
dalfwia, and IbonAtlau, thonch often de- 
"™mIt^ foUlM. which ara ibe iiiiaToJdalile 

thrown tDIo cqaaluUlvlon ai It the; liad ootcc 



*Tb>ci«ctloiiofaia< 



TO Ults. DUNLOP. 

Elln/aml, KOI StjtimlKi; Iffio. 

1 have lUDDtloiiDd In my laet mv opriolDtment 
likewise an excelJenl itood teiD[ier, thonshwheii 



ir".sJa;K.''iS?i:!?£i 



is: and Ficept when proiBpled hr rrleod- 

etalpornBtltiide.ar. which lHi|>p«n« axtmuli' 
rarely. ImplrcdV the Mii« Ifknaw not her 



gcrsnasloa Ma tilnraalaisof exliienca;a pro- 
nosiilon so obflOBily probable, that, aetung 

■s Investlgallnn hat reaelicil. tor at teut near 

ilher llmily believed II. In Tain wonid we 

[loRC 10 to a Tery daring nllch 1 bntwhanlre- 

wishee, and the meet darllnc hop« of aood men, 
■ndfivinglnthefaceotalllinnian betlel, luiili 

' Agalntl the day ul baltlo and ol war.'— 
"^* 'Wa, my Irlcnd, that alreaki our morning 

When (ritnd* ara faliiaeee, or when foea pur. 
Tla tnii* Ihat ward! Ihe blow, gi itlUi iha 
Dleama affliction or rejiclH hla dart; 

I bBTO beenTerj'bBJy wlta "Zelaco." Tha 



ni'RSS- I'OETICAL B 



TO R. URAUAU. Esq, OF FINTRV. 

Iiiiv. bat Isr m hnniUlMlus HHnstblnE Ihac 
tlirowa cold wonr en Uia mtoliilUHi. u if oiw 
fhoild tmy, " Yon burs (owMI Hi OrihuDi ■ 
j^ry kind uHt powarCnl frJend IndMd. Mtdrhu 

roB unehl by avcmfilnf In timt pow«r lg k«p 
• Uve Md cherML-^ Mow ibonili, ilnui Ood u 
thinilit piDpo' to miikt one iiawecfitl tni 
uM&er kdpfna, iha eonBBxlMi vt oMInr ua 
(Mined taaUWri and tboaib nvMu under 
)™irBiitn)nM*l«tome hlgm»'"""-~*'- "-' 
idr, iDow DH to outer BiyKli 

In mi walftn, utd nrMdnllT i 
pornit ma to ; -^^ .-XT'-' 



TO UBS. DUVLOP 

EOiilaita, iWi (fDeetwier. 

vbHbh pro», yul trom ^ou BTarjlhing pteani. 
1 lun RTuHnlng under lbs mUailai ot a dcoiuad 
nervous njilem: a tiixaia,OMi itate ol wUdl l> 
prudoctlve ul ugr mlMrr. For noir near Uu» 



pdrnltiiiatoaBBnwcnyiM. '' 
1 haw ftmniran aiglia botinfiB ro on a groat 

a EDOd d*il to tba naeroni frJeiulshIp' lA Mr. 
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•bune aocoMiiliwOBi In LordUsorn <i. 

I ba Klfanamoofc waKTon. ytx I tuok yoo mnai 
■ura board o( Ur. H-Oin, flOB of Ika clenpmKB « 
Arr. and bHharatlcBl boot. UndMlpflin.pooi 
nuinl IkDii|dihelBinagfih«woiUil«it.H well 
■innoflllbBBUeiit,ariboirbotaBilaiitliaoi)aribc 
Klrfcaf SaotluA In (TOrr aenia ot tbat amUpioiu 
teroL yet the iwar Itoetor and hia niUKrcini 
faml^ are In Immlient danger of being Ihruwn 
oat to lb* mercj ol tba wbitervlndB. Theen- 
cloaed ballad on that Uulnen K I eoiKcaa. too 






load 

•6S 



ek WtautiHuiI Vo^dai, in the 

oaltb, einldoK In Iha ei Joxmcnl 

ul eilalence ; in ■ lew daTi, jmrbapi In a loir 
bonra, iuoded with contclinii, iiainrol bt'inii- 
coontlni the tnrdjr^nw ef Ihe lingering loo- 
"— "■ "^ 'lio TopareiiSBlnni ul anguieli, and re- 



trodden clod, aball I yet be mm In He, iMlnf 
and aeen. enJOTliu and enJoTed T Ye taaatabla 
■am. and taidj' diniena. ta there proiMMIIlT M 
your conJeclBreai traUi In yooratonea of anajher 
worid bejond death 1 orare therall allhe, baic- 
leu tIbIdib, and fabricated (aUtat If there it 
anothpr llie. It miai ba onlr for ths lail, tba 
benevolent.iha amiable, and tba hnauMi what 
Wguld to Uodl ai tlrmlr beilcTed It, aa I 
ardanti; wlah It 1 There I ahonld tneal an aged 
pareiii.iuiwatrcatlrDnithe maay bn<«iliin ol 

,. ,_ — nHTled. There Bfaoold_l ' '*- 



nature, iHtt tbT heart glowed w 

•sneroni, manlr and noble ; and 

tlon Irom Ihe All-nad Raing antn 

form, it waalblneT— There anoaidi,n»ii ppncn- 

leaa agonr ol rapture, again recognhe mr kiit. 

niy over dear Uary ! whooe bogom waa Iraaiht 

with truth, honour, conatuiey. and loTe. 



toniMIitlon, inora endearing. 
lama food deal Inciinedto ttilnliwitli tbeH 



CORBESrOKDEKCB OP DURAS. 1H 

whjll nreMllcrt inTvuiisBl- ™tBou =l«k. In moMy of In books, u h< 



ftiiiiLiint nil. Hlstorr of thfi SLuanj,'' thd ^-8tiDcutdr," 

la oiB BometlilnK □! » »Mi o( jonni ||Ii1lBr," "AdwntnMr" "aimtf,'^ "Lwinmr," 

on have trolten neni of Jomea jtnd Woild,*' "i^iyial." *^txm Q^xote,^' " Jo*eph 

mscmeni] jonnol tolfeCiiH knowi ADdnwi." Ac. A peaiuE vho can read, uiri 

d Ton, on ine ■IncerltyvF A man, cnjoj encn books, la cvtuLnlrn much HiHrior 

re BHto hoprof anyi^uod beiiiLLIiiff sliape^ from Ibo timte he drives. 



IllN 8 INC LAIR. 



knowlodin li ccitnlnlr ot TCrr nMt hn- ^i^V. llionki. my nnch oitMiDMI Mcod, (or 

AHiHnnli vlrtTiv tlinn ■ «nr« n/ liuii^ BUT I& mj Own BTBl 1 WbBfe I pUU AJMll ttl 

SS^luiSaiSi^nir^M^ iiirUl»P«>duit4Mt,Ihap«ltb>att£^po<>tk 

tbam to ■ non dlndflHl docm In the lliMKMnr pMtlc nuit ; uid 1 «m M flKfttred 

( nttlaill^^nDmiMinHbtUi Mhl vltHtlM hononrTon kan dm* iu.ln oBkltiR 

irldrirf lot Baikal! at^^amotMrpatattfii BDrRipDiUIaJlca,ttet 1 cuunt vUbDntpiiln, flml 

9^ru^mUc?dtiT»a«nli7nrt£ MaAmaamlj do I njoln witk nn. dw 

holbHftttholmpnTonHnlolihititirtot ™?*^ ft.™E?!f ;ETf.''4;ftS?L^^.!^ 

n MHclai. urinm dull!* baa throifninto To«r«ii™ir«ii!iothlif-'- »-• — '——■-"- 



M- woTuiT 1 S aHenUon """"n. [.uoit la 

mddcl iiot a nmnberof hli tenaiiK.and ku IntargitM no ocapu In nH nnnna. 

W^B MninLi n( liiiTinDB imWiVrV^ "Stalpwna," which TOa ao madi admln, la no 

.IHL «i»(^uredlniSVleSr^lS^^ >wi<^ ^w WMtbartni Iha dimdtol oataa. 

'o oMda 1^ U b? ilun \SS- vcK?a Iroplwlw M Itclhglr dcaeribaain Ua poem.and 

or<toalb.&iSlBBai)iar.at)ilaeMn,iiaM J^.*l*SS!!K52!l!fi''9/5THyK!; J 

illllnaa, and U each d ttarir meaj&ii, 5Kt7S!*iE?^?^2!S*iC?-2?JS2SSrf?; 

wen1»ibleTe>7lo«TlhHUDrd»,i>lapeiKS S3'SiteiiSN'BL'22r!i?51l!!2^KffilS 

Wilh ttalrsniiy-raaiuv.and^tkamdlt "wd mlitortint. . H«w»a,pii».o»jlwa» dying, 

*Aontiff(ai.hrf«^fS»"in™™; sas?';!S!!,'fii";i:S!S!ir%S'E5''ss^^^^ 

a toloinMa atoek of bosta at tha cont Jggj dSSJtK'lMJ^SihJr ilifn£a! ?lw l?iSj« 

™ilwa«il»el*.d^tlioiMloriiy.'"Ai l°h'^'f|?J*'"'''1„^HS'''l''°!f.™?™''l^!SE!' 

iKMlnc. ail lb* book!, andtr ccnaln tines Tm "nat mES^be bit^l "M nmeqili*' ^Mi^zi 

^iiinefln roliiltoi'i"ilowho»"iiaine I"*"" ™''" sii^HflT. «jiMksle"ui>Blrlo''llie 

(or mat Bight, dm on (ha IHt, had hl« l">«"-- 

Dl what Tolums haDlnnd In ihowlinic ■■Lilllo dldmymothorlMnk, 

Ion; thoHcond bad bin choice alter l no Tlinl da< the cndlcd uie. 

ib" ^' b^'l' '"5™*'''"''''"" ""'' O'^ Scottish aongt arf jon know, a (BTOortl* 
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BXTR^NS' POETICAL WORKS. 



a poor rained female, lamenting her fate. 8ho 
concludes witli this pathetic wish:— 

'*0 that mj father had ne'er on me smiled; 

that my mother liad ne'er to me sung ! 
O that m J cradle had never been rock'd ; 

But that 1 had died when I vraa young! 

that the grave it were my bed ; 

Mv blankets were my winding-sheet; 
The clocks and the worms my bedfellows a'; 
And O sae sound as 1 should sleep !" 

1 do not remember in all my reading to have 
met with anything more truly the language of 
misery, than the exclamation in the last line. 
Misery is like love ; to speak its.languago truly, 
the author must have felt it. 

I am every day expecting the doctor to give 
vour little godson the small-pox. They are rr^e 
in the country, and 1 tremble for his fate. By 
the way, I cannot help congratulating you on 
his looks and spirit Every person who sees 
him acknowledges him to be the finest, hand- 
somest child he has ever seen. I am myself de- 
lighted with the manly swell of his little chest, 
and a certain miniature dignity in the carriage 
of his head, and glance of his fine black eye, 
which promise the imdannted gallantry of an 
independent mind. 

I thought to have sent yon some rhymes, but 
time forbids. 1 promise you poetry until you 
are tired of it. next time I have the hououi* of 
assuring you now truly I am, &c. 

NO LXX. 

FROM MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

28//i January, 1790. 
In some instances, it Is reckoned unpardonable 
to quote any one's own words ; but the value I 
have for your friendship, nothing can more 
truly or mora elegantly express, than 

**Time but the impression stronger makes, 
As streams their channels deeper wear." 

Having written to you twice without having 
heard from you, I am apt to think my letters 
have miscarried. My conjecture is only framed 
upon the chapter of accidents turning up against 
lue, as it too often does, in the trivial, and I 
may with truth add, the more Important affairs 
of life ; but 1 shall continue occasionally to in- 
form you what is going on among the circle of 
your friends in these parts. In these days of 
merriment, I have frequently hoard your name 
proclaimed at the lovfnl board— under the roof 
of our hospitable friend at fc^tcnlionse Mills, 
there were no • 

"Lingering moments number'd with care." 

I saw your " Address to the New Year" in the 
Dunifries Journal. Of your productions, 1 sholl 
Kay nothing; but my acquaintances allege that 
when your name is mentioned, which every man 
of celebrity must know often happens, 1 am the 
champion— the Mendoza— against all snarling 
critics and narrow-minded reptiles, of whom a 
few on this planet do craui. 

With best compliments to your w^ife, and her 
black-eyed sister, I remain, yours, <fec. 

NO LXXI. 

TO ME. CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland, 13fA February. I72o. 

1 BEO your pardon, my dear and much valued, 
for writing toynu on this very nnfashlonable, 
unsightly sheet— 

"My poverty, but not my will, consents." 

But to make amends, since of modish post I 
have none, except one poor widowed balf^sbeet 



of gilt, which lies in my drawer am<mg my ple- 
beian foolscap pages, like the widow of a man of 
fashion, whom that nnpolite scoandreL Neces- 
sity, has driven from Burgundy and Fine- 
apple, to a dish of Bobea, with the scandal- 
bearing helpmate of a village priest ; or a ^ass 
of whisky4oddy, with the mby-noaed yoke> 
fellow of a foot-padding exciseman— I make a 
vow to enclose this sheet fall of epistolaij frag- 
ments in that my only scrap of gilt-paper. 

1 am indeed your unworthy debtor for three 
friendly letters. I ought to have written to yoa 
long ere now ; but it is a literal fact, I have 
scarcely a spare moment. It is not that I vtil 
not write to you : Miss Bnmet is not more dear 
to her guardian angel, nor his Grace the Duke 

of to the powers of — ^ than my friend Can- 

ningham to me. It is not that I canwH write to 
vou ; should you doubt it, take the following 
fragment, which was intended for yon some 
time ago, and be convinced that I can caUitht- 
sue sputimcnt, and eircumvolute periods, as wed 
as any coiner of phrase in the regions of phi- 
lology. 

• • • • • 

December, 17K). 
My Dear CcuNiNGnAM,— 

Where nre you? And what are you doing? 
Can you be tliat son of levity, who takes up a 
friendship as he takes np a fashion? Or arc 
you, like some other of the worthiest fellows in 
the world, the victim of indolence, laden with 
fetters of ever-increasing weight ? 

What strange beingc we are 1 Since we have 
a portion of conscious existence, equally capable 
ofenjoying pleasure, happiness, and rapture, or 
of suffering pain, wretchedness, and misery, it 
is surely worthy of an inquiry, whether tnero 
be not such a thing as a science of life; whether 
method, economy, and fertility of expedients be 
not applicable to enjoyment; and whether there 
be not n want of dexterity in pleasnre, which 
renders our little scantling of happiness still 
less ; and a profuseness, an intoxication In bUss 
wliich .leads to satiety,' disgust, and self-abhor- 
rence. Tliere is not a doubt bat that health, 
talents, character, decent competency, respect- 
able friends, are real substantial blessings; and 
yet do we not daily see those who enjoy many 
or all of these good things, contrive, notwith- 
standing, to be us unhappy as otJiers to whose 
lot few or them have fallen. I lielleve one great 
source of this mistake or misconduct is owing 
to a certain stimulus, with as called ambitton, 
which guads us up the hill of life, not as we as- 
cend other eminences, for the laadabte cario- 
sity of viewing an extended landscape, but 
rather for the dishonest pride of looking down 
on others of our fellow-creatures, seemingly 
diminutive, in humble stations, Ac, &c 
• • . . . • 

Sunday, Uth February, 17W. 
God help mc ! I am now obliged to Join 

' Night to day, and Sunday to the week. 

If there be any truth In the orthodox faith of 

these churches, 1 am past redemption, and 

what is worse. ^to all otemlty, I am deeidy 

read in Boston's " Fourfold State,'* Marshall on 
"Sanctlflcation," Guthrie's "Trial of a Saviu 
Interest," &c. ; but "There is no balm in GU^ 
there is no physician there," for me: so I s^ 
e'en turn Arminian, and trust to "Blncen, 
though imperfect, obedience.'* 

Tuesday. 19tk. 
Luckily for mo I was prevented from the db- 
cussion of the knotty point at which I tiad Just 
made a full stop. Ail my fears and cares are of 
this world : if there Is another, an honest nan 
has nothing to fear from it. I hate a man tbat 
Wishes to be t^ pe|st ; bat I Cear eym fair, wn- 



CORREaPONDENCE u 



U i* w biTCilml Id darkiMW. tliit wo wint 
agoopoB. Ona llilngfrltli[riisiusaiv-" 



\ Clegliam UbcL Jut blftB^iniVnd sll 

m mnTlTUuS «id Men jaii^"e pr 
lU tbslrkindsiilDfliHDce, wbcn the 1 
i,lir. SjTK AndyoarDntl IwLBhl 



Elluiand, lnd Mardi, \ 
lata meeilng of tho MonHmiil I'rlendli 

Lounger i" "Mui ol FsoUnji." "Usn i 
roiM (tlwu (or mr own uka I uleh I 

attn lint oiRlen:'' " Knoi'a HMory c 
inutlmii- "Bh^i Hinoir 01 liu! lli.- 

In IfU:" U2 «Dd " HlnotT ol tlio Ue- 
n in IN) :" "Tl»apl«r or Ilw lieaslnn Ad 
Hllmonj," brUr.Ulbb: '■Hrarar'sMedl- 
ni" ■'Bcvertflge'illionBliti;" snil anolJier 
il "WBMon-i fiodr of DlUnltT," 

want very iDDCh- "An Index 10 tha £k< 
•wa. or an abrldfement of aU the 8tatiitaB 

1 lorca, reUHTS to tlu EndK." by JelUn- 

naw ID b« bad. cbaap or daar. get It lor 
An tionaat conntry nelibbonr ot mine 
, too, "A RanillT blblb^ the larg«r ttn 
'.birtiesonil-bandea,l<irhedoeinotchoow 



ir njMlf, <a yea am ^ek Ui 



l-handad or obsu, coplea ot " Ottwar a 
itlB Woita/jfiBjioaDn'B," "DiTfletfl." 
imyt't," " wSaherlcrt" "Vanbmgli'a,-' 
-ar'B," or nij "Dramilla Works" of On 
modem— "UkeUln," "Oanlek," "Itoota," 
lan/' or " Hherldin." A food ea|ir too ol 
tre." In fmtMh, I nuMh wul. Ait otbar 
Iramatle iDtbara In llwt laogoanl mnt 
batcomioBnthoniChlear.lhangbrBluNUd 
o luTO " Raolnc^'' " OornelDB," and *^ VoT- 
too, I ma In no horrr for aU, or any ol 

but U j-on acctdentiill; meet triib then 
now, toqolt the dir wiilk ol bnilnesi, how 
n do, ni> dear frlendV and how 1» Mn. 

I tnut [I now and Iheo not io elegantly 



II ever I aruln dingeral ranlly.lt & wbou i 
contemplate mjaelf on tblt tlda ol mi dlapoil- 



\oyei ■ very hub luinrr, In rending «, paper al 
The "Lonntfor." Ton kiiow nij- national prc- 



eqnlTocal cbancter, Uullnn. Irapenched l>v 

"iM t^omnioni of England;" Tell me, mr 

lrlcnd,tstU)we*kprti>idli;e? IbeileTelnmy 

— ladanM a«tii ldui,ainiT"aiDmryi taerln- 

IHI10BDDO1 berbonoiri Ibe tUnatrJons namea 

a maA tlio blatuT ol my native land," ttc 

MUere ttaiM, unong your men of tbe world— 



d. or now exltt, vrlua thay talk of rWit or 
wg, tiwy onlj- nwuBramr arJmpraiier; awl 
IrmMaan ofsondDn la. ■>» wut Ehn ongu, 
what tlwy DABi. Itoun tratkottblilaiiali 
ranaack tha UM017 ol nation*, bat aj^aal to 
— o( tba aMaat Jadna of maiuanilbliiitalton* 
at tka aMeat ram thiKaTerllv<a-tlH Mlabcatwl 
Sari of Chaatarlleld. In ba^ a man wlui coold 
"""oaahly omlrolhta Tkaa wkanavar tbefla- 
— iiM vlUi hit Intacan. and wlia oooM eoD- 
slateiy pat on an anwaraaoaqt avoir *lrt<w aa 
Utni aa It aaltod Ua^rmn, la on tka HtaabD- 
nlan bUh, tha pafiit aiaa a man to lead aa- 
Ikna. Bntangr*a(abl]lil(ra,aoia|ilatawlthDM 
"a llBT. and poUahed witkoat a blambh, tba Btaiw 
AardolbaraaneiealMMat TUa la cMtabdy tha 
rianDch opinion ol awM 4f Ml warftt; bat 1 oaU 
on bonoar. Ttotosi and wottli to (In tha BlnMk 
iDclrliio ■ und nantlTal. Bowarar. tbtt man 
Idea of an azlatsiKa barond tha aiai*, (kaa Uia 
tme meaniia of boman emdaet I* jtrMB- aid 
\mprvptr. Virtna and rloa, ai dlapcaluou ot 

aiony and diseoril In the moillflcations of aannd: 
lud a, delicate aeuae of hanonr, like ■ nica «ar 



les 



ni'RXS' roEtlCAL WOIiKS. 



for milsic, tlioagh it may sometlmefi give the 
possessor an ecstacy unknown to the coarser 
organs of the herd, yet. considering the harsh 
gratings, and inhamionic Jars in this ill-tuned 
state of being, it is odds but the individual 
>vould be as happy, ond certainly would be as 
much respected by the true Judges of society, as 
It would then stand, without oitncragood ear or 
u good heart. 

You must know I have Just met with the 
"Mirror" and "Lounger" for the first time, 
and I am quite in raptures with them : I should 
be glad to have your opinion of some of the 

Sapers. The one I have just read, "Lounger," 
lO. 61, has cost me more honest tears than any- 
thing I have read of a long time. Mr. M*Kenzlc 
lias been called the Addison of the Scots: and, in 
my opinion, Addison would not be hurt at the 
comparison. If he has not Addison's exquisite 
humour, he certainly outdoes him hi the teuder 
and pnthctic. Ills "Man of Keeling" (hut I am 
not counsel learned in the laws of criticism) I 
estimate as the first performance in its kind I 
ever saw. From what books, monil or even 
pious, will the susceptible young mind receive 
Impressions more congenial to humanity and 
kindness, generosity and benevolence ; in short, 
more of all that ennobles the soul to herself, or 
endears her to others, than from the simple 
and affecting tale of poor llarley. 

Still, with all my admiration of M'Kenzie's 
writings, I do not know if they are the fittest 
reading for a young man who is about to set out, 
as the phrase is, to make his way into life. Do 
not you think, madam, that among the few fa- 
voured of Heaven In the structure of their minds 
(for such there certainly are) there may be a 
purity, a tenderness, a dignity, an elegance of 
soul, which are of no use— nay, in some degree, 
absolutely disqualifying— for the tmly Important 
business of making a man's way In life. If I am 
not much mistaken, my gallant young friend 
A is very much under these disqualifica- 
tions; and for the young females of a family I 
could mention, well may they excite parental 
solicitude— for T, a common acquaintance, or as 
my vanity will hare it, an humble friend, have 
often trembled for a turn of mind which may 
render them eminently happy — or peculiarly 
miserable ! 

I have been manufacturing some verses lately ; 
but as I have got the most hurried season of 
excise business over, I hope to have more leisure 
to transcribe anythlngthatmay show how much 
I have the honour to ue, madam, yours, (Ssc. 



KG. LXXIV. 
TO DR. MOOKE. 

Dumfries, Excise Office, Uth July, 1790. 

Sir,— 

Coming Into town this morning, to attend my 
duty in this office, it being collection-day, I met 
with a gentleman who tells me he is on his way 
to London ; so I take the opportunity of writing 
to you, as franking Is at present under a tem- 
porary death. I shall have some snatches of 
leisure through the day, amid our horrid busi- 
ness and bustle, and 1 shall improve them as 
well as I can; but let my letter be as stupid as 

as miscellaneous as a newspaper, 

as a hungry grace-before-meat, or as long as a 
law-paper in the Douglas' cause ; as ill-spelt as 
country John's billet-doux, or as uuslgntly a 
scrawl as Betty Byremucker's answer to ft, I 
hope, considering circumstances, you will for- 
give It; and as It will put you to no expense of 
postage, I shall have tne less reflection about it. 

I am sadly ungrateful in not returnlngyou my 
thanksforyour most valuable present, "Zeluco. * 
In fact, you are in some degree blamable for my 
neglect. Yon were pleased to express a wish 



for my opinion of the Work, which so iSAttered 
me, that nothing less woald serve my over- 
weenlufi^ fancy than a formal criticism on the 
book. In fact, I have gravely planned a com- 
parative view of you. Fielding, Kichardson, and 
Smollett, in your different qualities and merits 
as novel-writers. This, I own, betrays my ridi- 
culous vanity, and I may probably never bring 
the business to bear : bnt I am foud of the spirit 
young Ellhu shows in the book of Job— ** And I 
said, I will also declare my opinion." I have 
quite disflguix>d my copy of the book vrith my 
annotation. I never take it up without at tb« 
same time taking my pencil, and marking witii 
asterisks, parenthesis, &c, wherever I meet 
with an original thought, axiervons remark on 
life and nuniners, a remarkably wcU-tumed 
period, or a cliaracter sketched with micommon 
precision. 

Though 1 hardly think of fairly wrting out my 
" Comnarative View," I shall certainly trooble 
you with my remarks, such as they are. I have 
just received from my gentleman tliat horrid 
summons in the book ox Revelations— '* That 
time sliall be no more !" 

The little collection of sonnets have some 
charming poetry in them. if. indeed, 1 am In- 
debted to the fair author for the book, ami not, 
as I rather suspect, to a celebrated author of 
the other sex, I should certainly have written 
to the lady, with my grateful acknowledgments, 
and my own ideas of the comparative excellence 
of her pieces. I would do this last, not from any 
vanity of thinking that my remarks could be of 
much consequence to Mrs. Smith, but merely 
from my own feelings as an author, doing as I 
would be done by. 

NO. LXXV. 

TO MRS. DLTfLOP. 

«A qf August, 1790. 
Dear Madam,— 

After a long day's toil, plagae, and care, I sit 
down to write to you. Ask me not why 1 have de- 
layed it so long? It was owing to hurry, indolence, 
and fifty other things; in short, to anything; 
bnt forgetfulness of la plus cunitUtle de son atan. 
By the bye, yoa are indebted your beat courtesy 
to me for this last compliment ; as I pay it from 
sincere conviction of its truth— a quality ratlier 
rare in compliments of these grinning, Dowloft 
scraping times. 

Well, I hope writing to you will ease a little 
my troubled soul. Sorely has it been bruised to- 
day ! A ci-devant friend ot mine, and an inti- 
mate acquaintance of yours, has given my feel- 
ings a wound that I perceive will gangrene 
dangerously ere it cure. He has woimded my 
pride ! 



NO. LXXVI. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Eliuland, 6lh Avgust^ 1790L 
FoRorvE me at once dear, and ever-dear friend, 
my seeming negligence, xon caunot sit down, 
and fancy the busy life I lead. 

I laid down my goose-feather tobeatmy toUm 
for an apt simile, and had some thougnts of s 
country grannam at a family christening: s 
bride on the market-day before her mairiage; 

a tavern-keeper at an election-dinner, Ac, tc- 
but the resemblance that hits my fancy best i^ 
that blackguard miscreant, Hatan, who rosms 
about like a roaring lion, seeking, searcMBK 
whom he may devour. However, tossed atxmt 
as I am, if I choose (and who would not choose) 
to bind down with the crampets of attentloD tbe 



knian roanitallon oMniegrttr. I mtf "y np 

laV Anai>iii>[lli]ia"conBiiniiii*tlunfl«yonUj 
loMwUhea?" ^ T, 



CORSEHPONUESCB OF llUKNa. 

TO MR. PETER HILL. 



ta"""*^ "(i^"W«"biit IrUnd "i"«iiiej in" 
nlt-Mkded ffmigea rod, an Inslnmienl lndl<- 
pmublr nMOurr. In my led liand. In tho 
manHnt ot liuplrailDn and »plar« i miiUtrlilc, 
ilrtfle— qoleXer andpnickPt— out lUpt lamon; 

br nlAlL D^ kB«p vdihin boiindt it proao ^la 
lapMUbte. Un-Utiln'iia nmoroelenani.bui 
iBtsiiiorBalncere.cooiplliiiBnttothesHoellltlli) 
Wlow, than. Mtempon almost, jioiirail (orlh lo 

I am mncb plcateil nlib ycmi' oppro^i"™ o< 
nj "Tumo'Sliiiilor," nhldi yon oxpreu In 
Toar fonnor lattor, HuhuIu Iv t^ Ivb, tod load 
ige In Uut ukl Mur vttliWGBH&MH tanv; 
aod many; to all dl wblck I plud KM fnffv! 
Ionrl>i>OKla,llitir.oBtInnKUtoT«MhUF. Ai 
to prtntlnR or poetr;. when ^u pnpaio It Ini 
Ilia proaa, yon Iuto onlj to ipellU nihttAnd 
plHO Iba capital latlan prnpeiij: M to tlr- 
PDnetoatlon, tba pdntors will do llmt tti^u 

r "Tom o'siianic 



ai^snl ln»i 




£(Wdbc(, JW FttH-nary 1701. 
Ifuoi ID J horeo, Ira'l with^horio, I jj»y I*"" ■ 
S''™»'rt ""?^ >«'• *^™ '*'",'" ""^^ '" 
Trliilo^'lor'DiTMenilnElriinBfatatDMllente- I 






isaHmuu>vi 



nr nnTinii in ijm uC 

UioHUibnrnet.alU 

at beuu pnttT well ■uiniunlci] vtth bar, *ih1 
iBTe rM«b Mt mi mncttnl lln lou of u ae- 



UUHKS' POKTICAL VVOKKS. 

ilDd. UHnateiiUidmlMUiil 

-juniaDniiuiriittrilT.a— ^ 

BtaM that M can ""-— *"1 taflaaaNt 
Tili amtt tn biMag, Bat oalx wtS tte 



bal'lllaliliiMTlt tobiMaw.DOt oali wRh Ob 
UniliMai of ■ brutlMr. Iwt ^» ,tlMjiMlMu*H( 



mora. I hart, aa yat. aoaa no laniii 

faUowJna rraeDKnti, oi vhEata iiKasa bubma imid ■ — ' 

yonr i^iiuna. Von know that aleflr << a iiabjvct vn <•.«.. 

io raach ailunMaiL that anrnawlih:* on (In '*"■ >^'^^"- 

bniliHiisianMlDbaaxiwclccI: 'UawtUUwacaii TO MR. MOORE, 

place In olil U«a In n oew llKht. _,. , ^ „.. b.. _^ ., 

Your Uat kttar, win jvur Una rmmlmmec miulmd. M(A Faruari. 17 

ofloarRHlNn.wmciala. Tlilii ftul. nudam. I> I do nnl know, >lr. wlietber yon iu« 11 

Mirccly wliiE mr prUa can bear. Ai 10 Iha iierlbcrlo "Uroau'i AnIlqulUaKitScotlADd.' 

Utile fellORi he la, jivtlalliKapirt, tbe flant bnj jaa arc, ibo enclrxiid pKin will not bo iXuirt 

H — u ■.u tho amali-iKn and inrnsloi iiTcr. inundmea doiea copies ot ILie prool-ihei 

■I teath, and yat noTrr bod a enilo which thin Is am. Should joa bavo nad 

ii(a In hi) bmcf Ii. piece holoro, (till tbli will aniwer the pdni 



n IrnlT happy to hear that the llille end I baTO In vioi. . 

"floweret" 11 Uoombiff po frenb uut fair, and opportunity of tbanklnf yon lor allvooi 



o( dodora' drun In ill) howf b. " rilece bbfoi^itllltbli will aiiwer the ntlnclpil 

. ._ ._.. . — .. — .„.. .K. ...... ^^ J „n„ ,n Tlow; 11 will «lvo ma andiCr 

wttae(^iin[""i8''nUHT*n«rreriHi 1 

head. Hdon and well narber -eriMl t 

■"'-'■ I taarv writivii til- ' '- — '"- - 
ty, WlicniECta: 

■"™Si.i.,„,, 



herdrooplnKhaad. noon and well maTber-enMl tbat the aUllllei you have hceii pleated tncun- 

wonsdi' beltolcd! ItaarvwritiviitlinHtarirlth mend and palronlic arc 11111 emiiloyed In lU 

■ mnri Aifli nf .iifflcnlty. Wlien lEetallttlo abler, wqy yon wlab- 

...... jpl^ "F-lCKynn CapUtai Ilntderwn." Halri- 

bulv to the naemorr of a man I lored nwti. 

1-oeti biva bi thli iha tamo adrantai* M ibi 

Roman Cathnllea; tlivunbaS^acTTketatbrir 

CO, i.7,\.x. rrleod* anat tbeytWTopMt tbatboanewtx 

. . „, „ ,..,-.,..„,,. nil other UndneH eeaioi Io In of aar anL 

TO L.VDT w, M. (.0%^TABLt~ Whether, BiMr all, ellbertlM one or tKa otls 

AcixuivLEiHiHa A rHuEvt IIP A vALUjHLB bc ol Bay Ral icrTlce to tba dewt, la, I hat.n.'T 

mnvr-Boi. niTii a fixe piLtL-uK uv uAHr Jiroblematlcal: hnt I am anre thoy at* Hm 

iTi-rVHnit Winn, n? THE iiii. ~~>. ^nilllllnitlolhellvJBB: anda* a Toryort»o*H 

•iLEaa OF Hwn, Qi Tiu uu. Hsju,! torgst where In Borlpliire, iay«, -rtu- 

MvLadt,— ■oe<rarlsno>oIlaliIi,li ilui" aoauI^wMlu- 

VolhlnR los> than the luilnciiy accident of he*, ever It not dotrhiHntal to aodety, and li d 

Idk luUilr iiroben ray rlgbt nnn cuold hove iiodilve enjoymeut, I1 ol (lod, ihe flrer o( U 

nreTtnted mi', the moment I recclveil your soad <liiiuni,and onghi in be mv(i.e<l viIh- 

lU^ihlp'i elegant proient IqrUri. Siller, from fayed by liU creaiDTM witli tlianUnl '-"-" 

flcknowle^meiits. I aHnn your ladjahtb, 1 mj haan, I am voiidcrfnllr pleand 1 

FbaU Mtlt apart: tba tymboltol rallgliai atiali ldea.th!itIcaniiU!l[eapupa tender taib 

only be nore ucrad. In the mnaent iiC paaila with the denrly-JHlnvEd friend, nr itl 

G«BpoilthHi.theboifiluUbeniylBiplrlnEi[eDlu'. dcariy-lKlarnd nlitreBa, who la nm 

WbcnlwonldbmttaetheeoniiirchemlTeirlihDl woridolaiiirlii. 

iKnovoMnce lor the hnpplnrHt of otinnk I Ihall Tne ballad on Qneen Mnrv wni tens aM I 

recoDtct yonr ladyslilp : whrnlwonlil Interest wa> buty nilh "Pcrcy'i Kellqnea al BiM 

myfaacyln IhedlatrCMVHlncldcnl III humanity. Poelry." By the vay, how much (• raT 

1 ihall remember the nnfonnnate Mary. honeit bcnrt. wlilch has r tlnctnn of Ok- 

rtiinbin nrclndlce, oWlgertloyon forynnr^ait* 

Blonr ol BnfhBoaii and Tarp. 'twai nJJ 

TO MRS. OHAHAM, OF FIXTRV. S!;J?fi<''V??bil''|rS!indTrou wSll* 



Quecu of Itcot]. baia pecnliar cBecI on tbr- (eel- llracB.yonr ■■Zcliico." IiDHrkedwl1hniT|ieS 

ln«iolBpoet.orwhetlierlbaTe,lnlliolnclo»eit aa I wailalonii, every pa»«ge that (MaMa 

baUad, inccceded beyond myusoal pootio snc- particularly aboTO Ibo reac.; And ono.ff l<al 

ceu, I kiuiwiiot; bat It haa plaottd ma beyonil think, wlilcli, irlih bmablo deteroace, I M * 

anyellortol my'nuna IDr a nod whDa pant ; nn i>oiedtatii1nk>uiDqQBltti[]i«iiiaHu3llr>P* 

that account I bidOM It paitKuliil)' to yon. It I hnTaaoinoilmca thoniht ti — — '-' 

la Irue tlie piuity i4 aa n»oH*e" may I- ■"•- "—*-•' — — ~- -* "• (i— . - 
pasted. I atu already deeply Indclited 
li — ^ gondneaa 1 aud. what, in thi 
HJi ^ until. t« ol IWinltelyareatcr Imporiiinw, 

and boirorcr 1 nwv ocea^cuany pick a better lAp^iy, __ 

bono than I UJcfl 10 do, 1 know I muit lire other world; snll 

and die poor; but I will Indnln Ibe flallorinf the unexperienced, 

o/aplrtt, 1 ciin promlaeand Bfllim II 

be no ordinary orarlni of the latter shall ever As to my private conceriis I am eiM*'lk^ 

make hh do anytUnSlnlnrtofla to the boneit ral(tity'tu<«slherer before llle I.ur£l3^lf? 

fane ot the former. Wbate*ar maybemy'a I- latelylud Ilia mtoreat 10 irct m<WUiw«3* K. 

jB^a-fOrlalllnnanapBRof bniunnUnre,- thallalDf exelna.a anDBn W^liS>£fi l^= 

mvIfttiranH'h) Ihoia Of agenarona heart and employed ae ancU, but loa: tewyeuaTrMN 




liUO tUe flh ol nptrrlionblp by npnloiity. I KO. LXXXiT, 

Bui of QlsDcMrn; ibe piitroo fronnrlK™ »U my mnuiT I'v i UTrem 

(UU udiDod fOKHiM took III tiM. Indpiiondi'ui ro MR. I' I' N M MMI A H. 

at ay (nMhil atuehiBeiit to him. «nk-b na> IhA Jfxnvt, im. 

IndMd w itmiR tbst It pemdad HUT Terr luuL i-.i,. b.~.„„<.„ .,«„., k> h.u.iii r.mr ■iTi..riin<ii 

amiuBonuthaPrtaco-ilneDdiltt^iot Ui !?,„ r wi" .„.. ,S,™™w .iJ...; S.,™u« 










Eaiilaml. nor £iiiiiltvi, llj 



1 h«TC uM *TMI M MliA at 
_- IHflftXdt. FllttCRdUl 

nilwTnirteDliif DKlDMt TOfl wlhlKd tahfeTe 
■u ofanloa of Ilia woifc, >Ih iM uMtHl huamj 
oTaMnklMLuba kpawimn tliit Tiottr It 4M 

«< tk* lliu Uat IMU t«ll7 li»i4t ■»*. pat II |BI4 



ran Ilka tlia air, nii<l II Ilia ilanian Im 

5' «r™idBf.rf**'i»' n' ^^il?flI^ll 
ikui to ■'(*« uwioYr '■* .I,"*»,'|L"', ■" * 
"iri-!"'llau"lMv".'iICi.ai"rt"a''Kl I 



^k^^^r^v 



•ku tiM asdllu >u& '.< a vtfS-j^i 'i^ vji I tt 












:^iyp^si:=::;:;?S'Ci 



IM bUR»9' MfcTICAL WOIlRA 

■prlKtaUTdaiiiuL\thiitarc bndamonc ihclinj' even bin pairoiingc. T knsw tli« marlta Ot the 
and hcmUur. Wu caiinut hopo tor tliut liLgUly- camu IhurouEbLy, und nay it, tlut my frlAnd Id 
inHibHl mlBd that chimiiliiK dellcuy ol will,— MUag ■ MiirlllM ta pcelDdlcM linoniiiM, uid 

whlck I* (ooDd RDWDg Uw Iwiuto wnU la th« Ood balp tht tUUnn ol Mhii- 

».». ^i..««^j .•.•!,». ^iih ...^.-^L.!. «.«» ^-»-^] QatvaftDd pniMwUd by their aaUDlaL 
N oft«ii]|wlmia*t WMaDtptlOBabbi »• 
h.iradarltau£dlHiiU^SeWI (tTlBV 



.«,lt«T«Ir|Hiriir,nniUliHdliyH>iiii and bamUtetiiMi idtlM. O M b* k Mortr ■■ 

■nw or oUwro< tiM uunyiliiidei ol iScetntlon, vub uaJkiiula Ui* iirldasf U* ladtpcoleiia, 
and nnaJlDjed t^ ■ome one or other of lite mmiy »mld tlu Kiltuy wlldi of bu doHiu, rtthcr 
■poelcai>fol|ir]oa,ldeclira to HcATVruI flhDDip than In elTlIized Ufa, balpleutyto tremble for 
think It chaaplr pdrcbasod at ibo expenae of itibalatence,pncajlontaa ihecapilGaofafeUow- 
svMyalbBr ellthlf food! Cut aa Ihla angelic cteetnre! Encj man bai hl> Tlniia>,iU)il no 
creatnre it, I am •frald.oitremelyrare In any manUnrtUiont nltMllagii and cotm on that 
atatlon and rank of life, und totally denied nrlvilecedJilalll-deaUhK of Irlandiblp wtaktt, In 

Doctala mnal put up irjih Ihe 'noit rank of belpiilKrhahd wlthDUt il'tht aame tlma polDHni 

teinalD aicellence — ai Una a Hnare and flwe out Ibota lalilnia, and appaRtonlni them DieS 

iro can produco Be any rank of life what- eharo in pnaorini my 9m*iK dutroat. Ny 

tier: mule, nalln ktocc : anafleeted modeaiy, frieiida, lor uuh tb* urondadU yo, and ancb y< 

and BomlUed uurttyi natiiro'a molher^ll, think yowaclTM to ba, paaaby rlrtaaaUyoo 

and the rudlnKnli ol tiale; » timpllctly of pleaao, bnt doi alao, apBraniy iMUaat tlw Itnl 

Bonl. nnconiclana ol. becann nnacqoabited will wltneaa In my taaut lor thamaatrat, and 

with, iha crooked waya of a Hlflah, Inierauod. the loM will giT* pilu eBOUCh to the tnatniun 

dlalnniiaoaa world: — and the deareit charm mlndwltboofyoo. ADd,alnDBaavkUI«inonar 

of nil the ml, a yielding aweoinm of dlapo- laaalmin iba patha cd pi «pilatjr aal noUMile 

IhI Im love oil onr lart, and ardently ghiirlTii Inne, pnt It hi ray powor. lUwaya from ranA 

with a more than equal reinm: thene, wlih BndofPiTUlMoDeBrtliaooiiaaiiNnoaaotthoai 

nhFalihy lrame,aionud. vlcorOQlcanstllntlan. errort. Idonotwantlo MbidepoiiaaBt thati 

wblcliyournlibrankBnnRirccly over hope to mayain, but I want to b« Independent bi my 

eujor, ara Ihe -■■ ' ' — ' -" '- — -■—■■— 



ir_b^ flrat poet, how Mr Clarke to jonr acquaintance azu 



FROM THE EABL 0¥ BUCHAy. 

Drsburgh Abbrt. 17U ,'in«, lltl. 
It dear (.'unnlnuhani. In """" ' — ""' ''^ ""^ P'*""" '" 'otlta Sr. 



r way "than a poalUve fractnro witU a SVatoamSm v'nnE"'Tffi'MStic5"pi 

joli aToUowwhon^lnlact.ltMvonraoMm. ,[on ol the TwBorl K a Uimiahl ol llS ,..■ .„, 

fil^£^*SKtoSKSd'intl°o''bMt'[rKfc'" """"^ ^^'■''' ""'' "' LoroMlnto"". 'o"™^ 

tiwAhnlghly flat olhia Creator. Hyrofll)erl'^o!'E"v\nEl^'ii"^th'Ui'!d£^in 

•nio naSoM ol Moffat achool are, tho mlnWers, ?Jr.l'"?«'?'_'!P.'^_?°L'ri']«_^„^TI'''_ ^9™. .?°;!1": 

Hstmlci — ,....■.....,. — ... 



DBCisiralo, and townHuiuncll of Ediniinrslii ^\, 



TO THB EABL OF BUCflAN. 
, »lr LoiD. 

L I wonid thank jonr tordihlp nr if" 



MlattcfZdS^lSsn this mnnu^wifiwehoyo hid m^ff*™^^™" "*the''l^l(ThSS.. 

thohonoiuloprodncE. 1 need mrt nme IM W>- m my fine enthnBlanin In reading tha oardr" 

torian o[ ChnrteaV.* I tell Mm. tbrooj^ Hie ^^ ^ ,^ hononr to wMta me, I oTertiW 

meaium of his nephew sioflncnce, that Mi\ eTorjobstaelo.anildotennlned t?m; hntllw , 

Chirke is a gonllenun who will nut dligraes ]t will not be in my power A week or tn^ 



CORRlfis^OKDfi.^Cli OP fitJlti^d. 
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but '9rh6 Wdnl(t write aftci* Collins ? I read over 
Ills verses to the memory of 'lltomson, and de- 
spaired—I grot Indeed to the length of three or 
four stanzas, in the way of address to the shade 
of the iMird, on crowning ids bast. I shall 
troable yonr lordship, with the subjoined copy 
of them, which, i am afraid, will be but too con- 
▼Inclug a proof how mieqnal 1 am to tlio task. 
However, it affords mo an opportnnity of ap- 
proaching yoar lordship, and declurnig how 
sincerely and gratefnlly I have the honour to be, 
^cc. 



his lordship's goodnes6. ^e flabies t did iiiyself 
the honour to wear to his lordship's memory 
were not tlio "moclcery of woe." Nor shall my 
gratitude perish with me:— If, among my chil- 
dren, I shall have a son that has a heart, ho 
shall hand it down to his child as a family honour, 
and a fundly debt, that my dearest existence 1 
owe to tlie noble house of Glencalrn! 

I was about to say, my lady, that if you think 
the poem may venture to see the liglit, I would, 
in some way or other, give it to the world.* 



KO. LXXXIX. 

FROM TIIE SAME. 

Dryburgh Abbey, 18th September, 1791. 

Snt,— 

Year address to the shade of Tliomson has beer. 

weli received by the public ; and though I sliouid 

disapprove of your allowing Pegasus to ride with 

you off the field of your honourable and useful 

frofession, yet I cannot resist an impulse which 
feel at this moment to suggest to your muse, 
"Harvest Home," as an excellent subject for 
ber grateful song, in which the peculiar aspect 
and manners of our country might furnish an 
exc^ent portrait and landscape of Scotland, for 
the employment of happy moments of leisure 
and recess, from your more important occupa- 
tions. 

Your •* Halloween," and " Saturday Night," 
will remain to distant posterity as interesting 
pictures of rural innocence and happiness in your 
native country, and were happily written in the 
dialect of the people ; but " Harvest Home," 
being suited to descriptive poetry, except where 
colloquial, may escape disguise of a dialect which 
admits of no elegance or dlgiiity of expression. 
Without the assistance of any god or goddess, 
and without the Invocation of any foreign muse, 
you may convey in epistolary form the descrip- 
tion of a scene so gladdening and picturesque, 
with oil the concomitant local position, landscape 
and costume; contrasting the peace. Improve- 
ment, and happiness of the borders or the once 
hostile nations of Britain, with their former op- 

Kresslon aud misery, and showing, in lively and 
eaatifol colours, the beauties and joys of a rural 
life. And as the unvltiatod heart is naturally 
disposed to overflow in gratitude in the moment 
of prosperitv, such a subject would furnish yon 
with an amiable opportunity of perpetuating the 
names of Ulencalrn, Miller, and your other emi- 
nent benefactors which, from wliat I know of 
J roar spirit, and have seen of your poems and 
etters, will not deviate from the chastity of 
praise that is so uniformly united to true taste 
and geniiu. 1 am. Sir, &c. 



NO. XCI. 

TO MR. AIN8LIE. 

MV DEAR AiNSUE,— 

Can you minister to a mind diseased ? Can 
you, amid the horrors of penitence, regret, re- 
morse, headache, nausea, and all the d d 

liounds of hell, that beset a poor wretch, win* 
has been guilty of the sin of drunkenness,— can 
you speak to the troubled soul ? 

Miserable perdu that 1 am, 1 have tried every- 
thing that used to amuse me, but in vain; hero 
must I set a monument of the vengeance laid ui> 
in store for the wicked, slowly counting everv 
chick of the clock as It slowly— slowly numbers 
over these lazy scoundrels of hours, who, d—n 
them, are ranked up before me, every one at his 
neighbour's backside, and every one with a bur- 
den of anguish on his back, to pour on my 
devoted head— and there is none to pity me. My 
wife scolds me ! my business torments me, and 
my sins come staring me in the face, every one 
telling a more bitter tale than his fellow.— When 
I tell you even . . . has lost his power to 
please, you will guess something of my hell 
within, and all around me— 1 began **£lJbanks 
and Eiibracs," but tlic stanza fell unenjoyedand 
unfinished from my listless tongue ; at last 1 
luckily thought of reading over an old letter of 
yours tliat lay by me in my book-case, and I felt 
something for the first time since I opened my 

eyes, of pleasurable existence. Well— I begin 

to breathe a little, since 1 began to write you. 
How are yon, and what arc you doing? How 
goes law? Apropos, for connection's sake, do 
not address me supervisor, for that is an honour 
I cannot pretend to— I am on the list, as we call 
it, for a supervisor, and will be called out by and 
by to act one : but at present, I am a simple 
guager, tho' t'other day 1 got an appointment to 
an excise division of 25 per ann, better than tlie 
rest. My present income, down money, is £70 
per ann. 

I l:ave ono^ two good fellows here whom yon 
would be gladTto know. 



NO. xc. 
TO LADY CUNNINGU.ykl. 

Mt Lady,— 
I wonld, as usual, Ifhvc avniled mvself of the 

f>rlvilegc your goodness has allowed me of send- 
ng yon anything I compose in the poetical way; 
but as I had resolved, so soon as the shock of 
my irreparable loss would allow me, to pay a 
tribute to my late benefactor, 1 determined to 
make that the first piece I should do myself tho 
honour of sending you. Had the wing of my 
fancy l)een equal to the ardour of my heart, the 
enclosed had been mnch more worthy of vour 

Cirasal ; as it is, I beg leave to lay it at your 
dyship's feet. As ali the world knows my 
obllgatfonR to the late Earl of Glencalrn, I wonld 
wish to show as openly that my heart glows 
with the most grateful sense of remembrance of 



NO. xcii. 

TO MISS DAVIES. 

It is impossible, madam, that tho generous 
warmth and angelic purity of your youthful 
mind can have any idea of that moral disease 
under which I unhappily must rank as the chief 
of sinners; I mean a torpitude of the moral 
powers that may be called, a lethargy of con- 
science—In vain remorse rears her horrent crest, 
and rouses all her snakes ; beneath the deadly, 
fixed eye and leaden hand of indolence, their 
wildest ire Is charmed into the torpor of the bat, 
slumbering out the rigours in winter in the 
chink of a ruinel wall. Nothing less, madam, 
could have made me so long neglect your obllg- 

* The poem enclosed Is " The Lament for 
James, the Earl of Glencairn." 
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ing commands. Indeed, t had ono upology— tho 
bugatcile was not worth presenting. Bfsldes, 

no strongly um I interested in Miss D 's fate 

und welfare in the sorions business of life, amid 
its chances and chanfres, that, to make her the 
subject of a hilly ballad, is downright mocliery 
of these ardent reelings ; 'tis Uke an impertinent 
jest to a dying friend. 

Gracious Heaven ! why this disparity between 
our wishes and our powers ? miy is the most 
generous wish to malce otlicrs blest impotent 
and ineffectual— as the idle breeze that crosses 
the pathless desert ? In my walks of life, I have 
met with a few people to whom how gladly 
would I have said—" Go, be happy ! 1 know that 
your hearts have been wounded by tlie scorn of 
the proud, whom accident lias placed above you 
—or worse still, in wliosc hand are, perhaps, 
placed many of the comforts of your life. But 
there! ascend that rock. Independence, and look 
justly down on their littleness of soul. Make the 
worthluss tremble under your indignation, and 
the foolish sink before your contempt; and 
largely impart that liappiness to others, which, 
I am certain, will give yourselves so mnch plea- 
sure to bestow!" 

Why. dear madam, must I wake from this de- 
lightful reverie, and find it all a dream ? VThy, 
amid my generous enthusiasm, must I And my- 
>>elf poor and powerless, incapable of wiping one 
tear from the eye of pity, or of adding tme com- 
fort to the friend I love!- Out upon the world! say 
I. that its affairs are adminJstcrod so ill ? They 
talk of reform ;— good Heaven! what a reform 
wonid I make among the sons, und even the 
danghters of men !— Down, immediately, should 
go fools from tlie high places where miiibegotten 
chance has perked them up, and through life 
should tliey skulk, ever haunted by their native 
insignificance, as the body marches accompa- 
nied by its shadow.— As for a much more lor- 
mldable class, the knaves, I am at a loss what 
to do with them: Had I a wurid, there should 
not bo a knave in It. 

But the hand tli.it could give, I would liberally 
fill; and I would pour delight on the heart tha't 
could kindly forgive, and generously love. 

Still the inequalities of his life are, among men, 
comparatively tolerable— but tlicre is a delicacy. 
In tenderness, accompanying every view in 
which we can place lovely Woman, that are 
grated and shocked at the i*ude, capricious dis- 
tinctions of fortune. Women are tlie blood-royal 
of life: let there bo slight degrees of precedency 
among them— but let them be all sacred. 
Whether this last sentiment be right or wrong, 1 
am not accountable ; it is an original component 
feature of my mind. 



NO. XCIII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

5th Jatiuarp, \792. 
YoL' see my hnrried life, madam; I can only 
command starts of time : however, I am glad of 
one thing ; since I finished the other sheet, the 
political blast that threatened my welfare is 
overblown. I have corresponded with Com- 
missioner Graham, for the Board had made me 
the subject of their animadversions ; and now I 
have the pleasure of informing you, that all is 
set to rights in that quarter. Kow, as to tliese 

informers, may the devil be let loose to but 

hold ! I was praying most fervently in my last 
sheet, and I must not so soon fall a swearing In 
tlUs. 

Alas! how little do the wantonly or idly 

officious think what mischief they do by their 

jnalicions Insinuations, Indirect Impertinence, or 

thottghtlesa biabbings. Wbat ft Omerence thare 



is in intrinsic worth, candottr, benevolehcd. 
generosity, kindness, in all the charities and ail 
the virtues, t>etween one class of human beings 
and another. For instance, the amiable circle I 
so lately mixed with in the hospitable hall of 

D , tneir generous hearts— their nncontami- 

nated, dignified minds— tlieir informed and po- 
lished understandings,— what a contrast, when 
compared— if such comparing were not down- 
right sacrilege- with the soul of the miscreant 
who can deliberately plot the destmctlon of an 
honest man that never offended blm, and with 
a grin of satisfaction see tlie unfortunate being, 
ills faithful wife, and prattling Innocents, tuniM 
over to beggary and ruin ! 

Your cup, my dear madam, arrived safe. I had 
two worthy fellows dining with me the other 
day, when I, with great formality, produced my 
whigmdleerlo cup, and told them that it had 
been a family-piece among the descendants of 
Hir William Wallace. This roiued sudi an en- 
thusiasm, that they Insisted on bumpering the 
punch round in it; and by and by, never did 
your gt*cat ancestor lay a Southron more com- 
jUetely to rest than for a time did your cup rav 
two friends. Apropos, this Is the seasoa of wish- 
ing. May God bless yon, my dear Mend, and 
bless me, the Immblest and sincerest of your 
friends, by granting you yet many retams of the 
season! May all good things attend yon and 
yours wherever they are scattered oyer the 
earth ! 



KO. xciv. 

TO MR. WILLLVM SMELL! E, PRINTEE. 

Dumfries, 22ndJanttajy, 1792. 
I SIT down, my dear sir, to introduce a yonng 
lady to you, and a lady In the first ranks uf 
fashion, too. What a task! to yon— who care 
no more for the herd of animals called young 
ladies, than you do for the herd of animals called 
y uung gentlemen. To yon who despise and det^ 
tlie groupings and combinations of fashion as 
an idiot painter tiiat seems indnstrlons to place 
staring fools and unprincipled knaves In the 
foregoing of his picture, while men of sense and 
honesty are too often thrown in the dimmest 
shades. Mrs. Riddel, who will take this letter to 
town with her and send It to you. Is a character 
that, even in your own way, as a naturalist and 
a philosopher, would be an acgnisitloii to your 
acquaintance. The lady, too, is a votary of the 
muses : and, as I tliink myself somewhat of a 
judge in my own trade, I assnre yon that her 
verses, always correct, and often olegant, are 
much beyond the common run of the lady- 
poetesses of the day. She is a great admirer of 
your book ; and liearing me say that I was ac- 
quainted with you, she begged to be known to 
yon, as slic is just going to pav her first visit to 
our Caledonian capital. J told her that her best 
way was to desire hernear relation, and yoor in- 
timate friend, Craigdarroch, to have yon at his 
house wliile she was there; and lest yon might 
think of a lively West Indian girl of eighteen, as 
girls of eighteen too often deserve to oe thongtat 
of, I should take care to vemovc that prejndfoe. 
To be impartial, however. In approcMtmg th« 
lady's merits, she has one unlucky failing, a fail- 
ing which yon will easily discover, as ahe seems 
rather pleased with Indulging in it ; and afiifflnff 
that you will easUy pardon, as it is a siniriild 
verp^much besets yonrself:— where shedidikas 
or despises, she Is apt to make no more a secret 
of it, than where she esteems and respects. 

I will not present you with the nmnAJnftif 
comphments qf the season^ but I will send jw 
my warmest wishes and most ardent prayen 
that fortune may never throw yoarsTTBSisnacci 
to the mercy of a knave, or set your characri 
on the judgment of a fool, but tnat, npriglit and 
er«ct, yQu oiay w»Ik to ah honest grareTwIiff* 
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j^taduraa niUanHndlnK fargei 
UBMIMI and groB doalrai, iblmi 

^Oitlon si tlQ-lualltetiial pDirars, 

' ttaM tbr tbMfbH an but*, and tbr lint' 
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nldi with the renovating year. Now 1 flmll 
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tSa noDiaim of paintPTa of Anada: tau B 
"mark an<1 Horn,'' and B"Ciilb,''ncliuTon 
>« at the bead oT Allan Bamiay.ln AIlu'I 
qiiaito edition of the ~ llontto Sbeiiherd." By 
ibe by, dii yon know AUanf He mnit bo a 
inaii of very mult gtnlns,— Wliy ■• ha not murij 
known?— Iluba 110 utroiwr or do-'PorortyV 
COM wind and eniUlDS ndn bone keen auu 
hiMiry'' iin blin? I onca, and bot oncF, ieol ji 
glance ol Ibat milile cdltkin u[ ilic hoUIfbI 
ptutural tn lb* woild, and doer si it was, I 
mean dear aa to nnr pocket, iwoaid but bouBht 
it) bnt 1 waai^lbat Uwn> printed and In- 
artln wbo lua It omidM r-— --''—"---" 
Wha^^mydeu' Cnnnlntham. 



rd-llina qnallly id the pogKtmr, at whjeh the 
an. In bla uMfva pOTOr^, woaUbave remttod. 
hat haa lad nw la Ibtt, la the Idea ol anch 
ttit aa Mr. Allan poaaaaea, and neta rlehea 
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Eulth rtielMr and dnrlub nnnrvteetnl mnit, 
id the icraiUade and colcbrltyot tbat BHClt 
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and jonn a« thw jiaHlt 
Aprgpot nhmiih noir 
iPlaiTB to cxplMn). do j 
nmu In lovewllh an acnulManc* MnninF— 
AhiHwtl Hid I— I uu In uivc. Kno! evwlisiHl 
and eai«4 deep utba mhM nnbttaooiablfi "^ 
vt Iba bMmdMn ncnn: but tlw word, 
uwlair M Ih* nttnHHjMtiHut the fsod ■ 
bad, iln pm ul tlu Impan. 1> lUa world, 
nlbBr an eqniTocal t«m for axunii^iiH 

tb« unad varilr of nr altadraHnt. !.„-, 
■Iwn, tkM flM boin^tnrk awai tha dlntanl 
lutnU* approoGlii tha dalliAt wa ibiiald li — 
111 ■uiB( npon (Dd UMcalnitMa Mtnaaia 
tlaaven, a_p|warlii|( la all llw nnniotMd imrlt 
III! oMeainil hone, amoBR tlnrDuia. pSlii 

br InfOtMr hdi of wii, lu dcllm to U 

tldhifiH Hut muka tlulr braru iwbn In Jar. and 
their biuuiinatiunii war In tnui>|iiiit-iach. io 
delluhllnK, and io pura, wan llis nnoUoni at 
UT aval on meellns 11k ottaor dor wllh MJw L— 
K-~, ;imr Delrtboar, at K-^; Sr. U , wllh 
Iili twi> iiaiiimtan. acconpanird tv Ur. H. ol 
U. pBiilnit tbnnigh Ilninlriiu a low din afo, on 
UiMr war to England, dirt ne the boooor Bt 
••'■■•1 on no ; on wlilcb 1 look mr hum niMiieh 
SOW! I coald lU >p*n iho Ibnev and ae- 
.nled tlwn IobR*pii or flntcn ndlai, nnd 

tt thcTQ Id an old 
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yet It bai STar had tlili cnrM. Ibal two e 
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Ihej net togrlbpr, u* aluwaC, wllbont 
thHL alwari K plaocdaiiiMrar la inMt bi 
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III |}liu« Dt Hid worid. In 



uuHnrta. urn atpitmMr. ITO. 
Ko! IwUlnotattemptaiiaiiuhMiy.— ABtldaltiiv 
harn of Cniilnoi, (rlndiiis tba faea si Ibg 



uid foliuw-^realnm. I micbt hin 
I do at pment, niulclied an honr near 
.11 tine of nlBbi"— and ■qmwted t. 
pdaa or 1w^ 1 nlehL nave congralnlaied qr 
&liIldonhbimf— ■ .~i^. >. — .k— i^ 



I boih In rbTiH, oIh I hit 
iw), WalL then, ticn b U 



"IXiri-iC!.,. 

ban riont (IbobBh, lo dg mnelf loitlci 
*—■■-' "i bare rtmo boihin -^— ^- —- 

ii^nUD otloddf by ne. luiTbywair'^iiieiL 
to k«» away thDHicllile homod^UelL or any m 
Ml M^iSim loipi who nuf bo on their nlilllr 

Ee'T"' 

■ienVliiniicK whi^~ the "hard 'eaUiu n« 
GldierlnhltEloamln roatefnutho KnMal M 
tbona brownie, net, at dMid of nliiu.talbrtMt 
by tbe Uailng Inide. or In the Mlltaif^in, 
wltfru Ibe renrca>»Ioni of thjr troB fill M 
nflrJjdil th^n. as Ibon ^''""■■'■tflj*^'*')'* 
to lliy ample coc of labMuB 
I a telbl«, tunnllnf tba liiTd «r 
irleai nlrtbt, niiilna lb* laaiklPI 
liowlInK 1^ lb* Jam, nil ibi 
dood, at thon Tlaw«n Ih* polb 
. 'X'toli* 



mjrMta illu In iSa abadow ot^hr tbnPnn 
Btaaieb, vblle Hwrno^ laoki,wltboit«tliiil 
M the (llent, ibMIr OwMbn «l tbi dud 
iiroindUM*:«l«khwtfajM«nTbTthBbtddli 
n( tbi THUhi, orlbo nmrdenr. iwiut ra ib w 



nlUrr, Sulle, oijr Ineplralloni wMcb tMI 
lireatbM raand lite Witt Mtbeptntlniadvam 

"■ •■■- — - -* — Inr aoaaip, wMIt thdr 

bone iilap of cUihai- 
^«ama BBdaiabt ivw 

'halt ahnBdnd>«id>: 
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lailnirteMi. 

l^renark worth pmtthiK pen ¥o purler nr. 
[ leol. I feel iia preiMice aTMHiHliBl 
■lalancel circled m the enliraco at nj Mff- 
islr. my bnHC labonn. Ilk* Ilia bfciiltd lata 
I ber tbn<4ooled atooL md UnMr, W 
boun wltb mn-tnaarT^i>n>iiiaii aair^C 
_jmal Tntor, IrlMid, and flnatHM ■ M 
imuo maiai alUw; tlw cadammi palkK 
pbyilo: and par tkaUrtj In tbe iMtlniau- 
hv of HHOoLDivinTT, Who leaTrnfCooMi 
Henn contoonded at hla Mnnnli i/tWia- 
Smmd dtUtloai wlUi crelnv bS (uSy'tt"' 



<:OKItESi>0!i'l)HXCG Of UltUXS. 
«pllU| bock bilD the liutt»ni other broDght lurth brtt 
:|M boor tint sv«r ihe OHi-red her Jiinnsiice of Uin iti 
mtoibawliintuoiniroinieiilogtc n-Ulcli llowlrDmihi 



tt DtnuDkludl and lieloir, an luBKupabte 
lAiionblo hall, (Mtuudlng l» J^vlalhan 
lor tliB TWM nudue « moruUir'-^ 
»1 comlonablBiuiilJuBllnfftothevftAiy. 
fldvonl otaiBui! Yb hdi aiuldaiurhurt ■ 
Mou, ja nmrH mairaMi, U> w1 
Ing* no jilouBn, ud ii1(ht rlaldg 



Buniftiit, iUS Sriilembir, IW. 

HnvJLE, mj dfinr nmdam, joum ol 



■ 'they moj 1m fo.!.- imy" liavc £ 



[](n-bofaE— Nat. Ihav« ilnoa dltcxi 

po*! how do yw like, --I aieuirebll 
rtlBdlltat Ati,QvlHoiidliDit[lmi 
dlfferant Ihlnii Irooi whU Tiar lori 
andilBhliiE^hitikeUlolisI Bm 
ira mn tuLiL u appaiDtcd by (lad, 

bitaluiLd ot older Muidlog than yon, and 

u scUo ol good-v^iailpl divide iDtotcri 
it'eyei, lliio lliubs, grnceinl ctiTlneo. ^ 

r IbQ nut at ras la ncic9 aud ICTcrles — 
ilelf met wILliMlaa Uallo Bailey, the 

, oneliiallc.l Jl^plii,- i,l Ihciil"- how In 



las It,' In lultaof brHIlo weuher.'ln nladneSf^ 

ciMt (haar* UtMnta* Ue faerdi; iheatInK bin 

son* aiMI (MuhMn, nntll be be the vensrated, 
EFay-haiRd leailar of a Utile iiibe — 'ii?< a 
hearailr Htel bat Devil take the Ufa ol reaping 
the rnlu iliai another mmt eat. 
VfcV. yonr kind wMim will bo untlilad, a> 10 



rnce la nin, ivhlPh lofi; perbaps be fn three or 
lour wecki. Shu, too. Manii delonnliwri (0 
uuikomelhepattliirehiilleadarataband. How- 
ever. If lieoven wlU be lo obllilnjt as let me 
TiarD thDm on (Tie proportion ol three boJA to 
■oiia elr*!. 1 HbKIl bfl » nmch the mora pleaud. 
<if \toys Kbac will do honunr 10 xny carOH and 
i^rln. IteiUdai, 1 ud poor; a Rtrl should alwn 



Lvfl a ftiniine. Aptouob, Tonr little ^eon U 
irking chamdnsiy, lint u a ver; devil. He, 
IhfinDh two yi^am yodbger, has comi^tQly nioa- 
torcnbto lirolber. Robert la Indeed tlic mlldeat. 

lory, and la iinlte tbo pride ol his 

O Uim. UUKLOP. 

loib^Mitticted (rlBnd I lean bnl nleve wlili 
>i»; oonaoUtlua I luxr none to oiter. except 
that wblah raUglon hiddiiont la the ofaBdran ot 
~ktIoa-ahUn> <f qdMJsii^-lMnr Jaii the 
iraadonl utd Ilka aAir atbn fuoOv, tkar 
« natton amonf tlMU wHeh (bar Amt, t^, 
I (Ml In a KrlDDi, sIKiapoTtaDt laennar, or 

ih of Fraiicu niui iiai inlaat WC iiIkiu ihe 



Idea. Ths world I.i»ks indllTcrciitl.r un. i 

Alu. utdtmi irlio nirM wliih tur 

jfuni Wbtt ta II UU tu ting uii tub 

autJI our tiiji jfndnally fxiilrc HHd U'livt' us in 
■ lUltat 111 nlnrri Uki lliis Rloaiii vhli'li Mutn 



world, liMt ira iUin nMua k> cuunsialaie uni-- 
Hlni on MMUloiu m taapiilneMi; I ImTo not 
uuttd lull [an onlhiHy^ 

« xnowB, UH whkq j, una wiwr pcqiiaui- 

drewUil BliTia of oBcKMliilf , and ahnddtr wtih 
■iiimhHHliuloraar owu toio. But et limr dlf- 



flUvianuiA, iTDDHi, m HninK mo HnuflL* DsarLiiHiA, 
■»■> ll»tliiny"iUBuid HlUahL" Hftha iniT< 
thcHt licljilBu DiHi lian lilcly col sn addlUon, 
Uis. It. liHTing (tven iiw a Hnn lArl Miuw I wroto 
TOO. TlunbiacluiriDlniruiuuua liiTlioiiUDii'i 
'' Kdwurd gnd £lcuionL'^ 
"Tlie YOlhiit. Id MniMlf. wlmt can he mir^r— 
Or wMt iiecil Irn regord 6l> iUibIo woosi" fit. 

AiTsnipM In the way of qnotatUMUKi Hball 
fin JOQ nuul bcrfnmtbawile libxtt peculiarly, 
■111 [ too peCBlIorl J nppOHlte.mr dear nuulHiu, 



' Vho an irawnclliT bat mv pronlllf ilockblni, 



irawnclliT ba 

With lIlH Islr-w>«licr 
Ulaao'srlliui'ninmeriiii 
Tba roDib vlJiilK iii0e 
This rlriBo utaTlDli, ~ ■ 



i! irjiTlt-llv^idriDuittlal, 
10 IMTD hwr J yna inentlua 



"Atlaeb tliee flmlr hi tlia vlrtiiDiia deulii 
.tiid officea ol lilo ; lo lICo Uiell, 

^Vlih all Its nln and Iniuhinl ]oyg, sit looHi." 
Probablyther haje !in°>f^ ,'<<^_';.ot,ili«» ,t 



^ou uwUier iiuotativii, wl 



le ■ubjwt li toUgton—sncathii 

« lu inanUod, tlw Botbor siya. 

In thb. mjr Frtend, that tiruk* our moronig 

iblo pOBtaiw. HO I Bliall 






von know i * vory 
H'Utiout an iDtorjiru 



.■ am, yon will Bod on 



and tlH other day. lor u prtin actrou'a banefl t^ 
M^bt. I wroio an aildri'sa. caUod "The Rlchtsoi 



TO MISS BKSBOS, OP YORK. 

Makail— am/anli.lTV. 

}. long-llrnl olil^Uowa belore Iho hood, In 

In puHcilaT, that wh«ii ther mot with any- 

..__j attar tbelriwnheHt,l>i«?haaachB[fDlns 

lonf Honect of manr, wanj nappy raevtlDgit 

Kow, tn thli ahott. (tomiT wUtor d&y oC oar 
fleetlni exlaunce, wSon ySn now aad lb" ** 
the Cnapter of Acridenta, "•-*• -" <■**' 

nra all the inlMbliKtea ai 
phall iMTSt meet wftti ihi.. 
more. Onthoathsi'Iimd.br 

ImXnt to ft, tHat * 

whom jna hate, or on „^, , . 

tlie m run of the etanna lAall baao anlaMToa, 
that In the ovartaklnta. mmtBCa. and loatwip 
o( IH«,|io|^a«;«piiw BMBekyet—" ' 

of darkuen,! takaTliaalobe Uic'dcdnn ot ibit 
old aBlbur or mlMhlof. the dnvll. It Ib w^u 
known that bobaiaoineUndotahoit-handwiy 
of takfdf down o«r tboflfftata, and I mako on 
j_ij. .t.t k. •. ~,rtBol!raci]Balnledwltb mr 
ite uSb B 1 how imHOiI 



la noueol On ImM ol tb* ntotrlai b 

- ■'-■ " thcro la aii7 mln 

itqre wkooi tou di 
ualallheaaanilu..-^ 

-- )d]OMltl|l 

i'wTatcirffoij'JFOTr«lia'lrtB'not albv 



admired beTOBffi 



s and Vahnd htt worth, » 



rt meel Inf wtth _yoii agahi. 

. .. — Wis me thai rflo '- "— 

tlo yon, iinrt rbcK MnToto 
ednunnet. fhoujli to [ell you 

>Ptfrtn"ky f>f Acrlnrinc iri 
tinl eattcm 1 bare the uotio 



f 6cK'iiinVo to BcnrtyoiTilir 
luilitD [ell you -the real UTiib. 



O HMH CKAIK. 



Borne [MliierBnloobed-foriccli 
1 uodoae yaiL two oI my Into 



i haw'SSf - 
1 that plM.oii 
It begin. 
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tarn for tlM pleaiare I have received in 
Iff a certain H8. volume of poems in the 
iton of Captain Riddel. To repay one 
1 old totiff, to a prorerb, whoso furco von, 
1, 1 know will not allow. Whnt Is sum of 
3U8 descent is, I believe, eqaally true of u 
for poetry: none over despised it who 
stensions of it. 

ates and characters of the rhyming tribe 
mploy my thoughts when I am disposed 
ieiaiicho&. There is not, among nil the 
"ologles that ever were penned, so rueful a 
ire as the lives of the poets.— In the com- 
'e view of wretches, the criterion is not 
hey are doomed to suffer, but how they 
med to t)ear. Tal^o a being of onr kind, 
im a stronger imagination and a more 
e sensibility, which between them will 
igcnderamoro ungovernable set of pas- 
han are the usual lot of man ; Implant in 
. irresistible impulse to some idle vagary, 
j, arranging with flowers in fantasticiu 
ys, tracing the gruMhopper to his haunt 
chirping song, watching the frisks of the 
oinnows in the sunny pool, or hunting 
le intrigues of butterflies— in short, send 
IrUt after some pursuit which shall 
ily mislead him from the path of lucre, 
t cnrae him with a keener relish than any 
ring, for the, pleasures tiiat lucre can pur- 
lastly, fill up the measure of his woes by 
ing on liim a spurning sense of his own 
', and yon Iiavo created a wight nearly ps 
blc as a poet. To 3-ou. madam, I need nut 
t the fairy ])leasurcs the muse bestows to 
rbalance this catalogue of evils. Bewitch- 
stry Is like bewitching woman ; she has in 
s l)een accused of misleading mankind 
le counsels of wisdom and the paths of 
ice, involving them In difficulties, baitiUK 
r\th poverty, branding them with infamv, 
luiging them in the whirling vortex uf 
fret where is the man but must own that 
piness on earth is not worthy the name— 
'en the holy hermit's solitary prospect of 
lalcal bliss is but the glitter of a northern 
sing over a frozen region, compared with 
ny pleasures, the nameless raptures that 
to the lovely Queen of the heart of 



NO. CIV. 

TO JOHN M'MURDO, ESQ. 

.,— December ATdH. 

said that wo take the greatest libcirtles 
ur greatest friends, and I jiay myself a 
!gh complimejttt in the manner in which I 
ng to apply the remark. I have owecl you 

longer than ever I owed It to any man 

I Ker's account, and hero are six guineas ; 
>w, I don't owu n Kliiliiug to man— or 
I either. But for these damned, dirty. 
or'd-llko pages,* I had done myself the 
■ to have wn fled on yon long ago. Inde- 
.t of the obligations your hospitality has 
10 under, the consciousness of your 
»rlty In the rank of man and gentleman, 
f was fully as much as I could ever niaki« 
gainst ; but to owe yon monev, too. was 
lan I could face. 

ik I once mentioned somethhig of a eol- 
of Scotch songs I have for some years 
iiaking: I send you n perusal of what I 
rot topether. I could not conveniently 
hem al>ovo five or six days, and Ave or 
nccs of them will probably- moro than 
you. A very few or them arc my own. 
von arc tired of them, iileasc leave them 
r. Clint, of the •' King's Arms." There is 

* Scottish bank-notes. 



not another copy of the collection in the world ; 
and I shall be sorry that any onfortiuate negli- 
gence should deprive me of what has cost mo a 
good deal of pains. 



NO. cv. 
TO MRS. RIDDEL. 

^VnO WAS TO BESPEAK A PLAT OXK EVENING AT 
THE DiniFRIES THEATKE. 

I AH thinking to send my address to some perio- 
dical publication, but it has not got your sanction, 
so pray look over it. 

As to the Tuesday'B play, let luc hog of you, 
my dear madam, let me beg of you to give us. 
•'The Wonder, a Woman keeps a Secret;" to 
which please add, " The Spoiled Child "—you will 
highly oblige me by so doing 

Ah. what on enviable creature you are! there 
now, tltis cursed plooniy bhie-dcvil day, you aro 
going to a party of choice spirits— 

"To play the shapes 
Of frolllc fancy, and incessant form 
Those rapid pictures, that assembled train 
Of fleet Ideas, never joinM before, 
>Vlicrc lively wit excites to gay surprise ; 
Or folly, painting humour, gi'ave himself, 
Calls laughter forth, deep-snaking every nerve. 

But as you rejoice with them tlwt do rejoice, 
do al!«o reniemlH'r to weep with them that weep, 
and pity your melancholy friend. 



NO. c^^. 
TO A LADY. 
IN* FAVOl'U OF A PLATSB'S BENEFIT. 
3IADAM,— 

You were so very good as to promise to honour 
my friend with your presence on his beneflt- 
nlght. That night is fixed for Friday first : the 
play a most instructing one ! " The Way to Keep 
lllm." I have the pleasure to know Mr. (J. well. 
Ills merit as an actor is generally acknowleged. 
He has a genius and worth which would do 
honour to patronage : he is a poor and modest 
man ; claims which, from their very stlencet 
have the more forcible power on the generous 
heart. Alas! for pity! that, from the indolence 
of those who have the good things of this life In 
gift, too «)ften does brazen-fronted Importunity 
snatch that boon, the rl^'htful due of retiring, 
humble Avant ! Of all the qualities we assign to the 
author and dii'ttctor of Nature, by far the most 
enviable is — to be able "To wipe away ail tears 
from all eyes." O what Insiguilicant, sordid 
wretches are they, however chance may have 
loaded them with wualth, who go to their graves, 
to their maguiflcent mausoleums, with hardly 
the consciousness of iiaving madu one ))oor 
honest heart ha))])y ! 

But I crave your pardon, madam; I came to 
beg, not to preach. 



NO. evil. 



EXT11A<'T op A Lr.TlXK. 



TO MR. 



17M. 



I AX extremely obliged to yon for your kind 
mention of my Interests, in a letter whicli Mr. 

H • showed me. At present, my situation in 

life must be in a great measure stationary, at 
least for two or three years. The statement is 
this— lam on the supen-isor's list: and as wo 
come on there by precedency, in two or three 
years I shall be at the head of that list, and be 
fipiwintcd 0/ course—then a Friend might be of 
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drmltUT, md womtd ko ■oiirij' & tompbte bar 
la BTUT »B(ilB*<f Inennpunntt, TIm nunnoiit 
lam ■■noTnttd •aurTlMirln Uhs aommun ronlJ iM, 
I BOT be mwgliMUd on ilw eoDeatort Hat i and 
thli u aliru* ■ boriiiHi puilr <u rnUileal 

Kraun. A ooOaetonlilp tmiM nun, (rom 



iriiihes. Uvoold Sacnro^ih 
•Ulj' prM* Id MM, to ■■ J Alt I A 
wonia not In taAobtad toa poUtl 



nAi, ID oimtliiir ■lioild occnt «ban Die Kood 
Mllnt ot « nalMinun oT your mMlo cbarKtur 






.!« 



TO MBS. RIDDEL. 

■« I pdi»d nptu yoHT box-door, (lu: nrHLobJe 
cvflCud piipphm* f^ttlnir llhu nnothoT dragi 



Amoiii tbs TOUliiilon nfldlocaniiillnujntiiwlilcli 

iMen H )var ibrtiw— a (brliw, bow far oultei 
■buva uuh wlmotloa— puniilt me, won It bul 
fornrllT'i mia, lopajToattae boncit trtbMO 
of m; beart, end OB noepelideBt mlndi and to 
luuflire ron, that I un-lboa moot «iiilaUe, end 
moat tmoiDpllBhnl of ay mx, wKIi the moat re- 
ipoolfnloMccni, ud i^ord, tUito, At. 



awl DUTiirobaMjkeep no vnptond with mt- 
■en nnOI BOOH. Ftoo mptojtamt lor ■ poen 

rinl ihOTOtoiipotfaiaf tnakiBunaniliulliil 
eon (*r fflihJiSwi ifiait what en^H* ilon 
"'^S-l 

— DMlann ot trctlidnoaa and 



idiuwlTtk 
IMI tbal It 



I lua ftvrry to ace llimt he baa apuLtt It a j^xl 






ImuUeit oj'i^nuUy ot ^giag 



M OTO uf bla Judge, 

- , -oe d( dutb oonrra. 

oqI; have envied m; fectUue aad «J(hii. 
ILdt I bate the tbome, and naver njoro 



LC 



' OuotUnE'l '£uU proBdlr aay, 11 



igiiliLy nrovhig 11. Could anrMlM Damn; 
nnafffflndiuchaayon?— No! tv-morrvt 



aiUa hai lortelied your ealecin, Ida etrlciDru 

U It li tTH thai " DScacn come onlr from tht 
ear^" befoie Ton I am rnlltleia. To adioln'. 



ICBT^*' DBion Ton I 
isteaio, and prize ron 



iietilect and coutanntnon* •corn— la a wieirIi 
that in baait oai HI Mu. nia.howaTOr.Bax' 
kind oTinlunUa nBdlDcft i tut while ^Jtetf- 

to thepMndTglMe a lant 



at aa anollendtiif wrdct 



TO JOHS KVJIE, ESQ. 

riiL-knoiTihui araonroiJiet liighdlfidtlcsjo^ 
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Uilt, tadaariirBf htIiii aJOTtniBf lulcqaiiK ; 
LBBivsini', [han indaivoimd to dojaiuetto 
whit woild be hli lecUngi on ndnli, In the 
n» t hna dnirlL tlw tasbltsUon ol bli Lncy. 
AiHtiiiagood HajTiileMoil irltu nw perlorm- 
■Du. I In mT Brst AirTour tlKxiElit or lending It 
to i^, o—- ; but on »con<l thongbtg. psrbapi 



""iiic'iSmWln I fl"e to the urluret of 
ioipenflo^ the eteli^lt; and hardihood of the 
-"■ 'k- leut of tlie», wl^ mmldAt thou disturb 



roBiHct might, from the i 



Bi Ineenia ol gennln 



rt »nd Jim eBleom lor ion 
rorth, onrr MattaDBat ufiini 



CTer gono f nm 
wnDoerliin of & wcuy world; and the cnlili^ 
raflecclan ol ill, (hat 1 bud ummC nnlortimute)y, 
ibonih ciuHt nndeeervcdly. loit UH eanildoncc: 
ol tb^t sont of worth, ere It look Ub flight I 

DicM, nuMlam. are senialloiu ol i» ordirnirr 
anmiib.— Howa»er, joo, alio, mar bo oflended 
with ioiiie"lil«'«'iinproprlelfe»of mine; acnsl- 
bllltj 70n know I i«aMa% and sliiecrllr noiit 

tto opwiH thou prejndloei wblch have been 
ralMd V*^ "" " "Ol the ^^J^'j^ ^^[J 
to wan. The iiowors ot nwllije Vulcan In 
Nnne owroa mlcnlaie, and acahut dlr«t male- 
TideBM 1 can In on uy gnaid: lint who cnn 
•riliiuta Ifaa HatnllTdl andy canrin. or word oO 



n ■ pen. Mr conMltnlian and IrunH irtn:. all 
-lOtiH. blaitoil with a deep IncnraMe taint ol 
!-|«chondrla, wblchpol»on»nij'oxl«enee. 01 
Jikannmber ol donAatle voaniloni, and some 
louses, which, thoneh trilling, wore j-el what i 



omiiiiiuur. 
iwo great pUlara th 
wrsck ol Dl>BirtDDe and mlwir. 
mpoicd ol the dUTarent niodlluH- 
laln noMe, atnbboin noHUng in 
man, Known ut tbanamei ot eonrago. tortltode, 
rnoimnnlmltr. TheOTREB l>,iuda np ottlmiu 
feelEgi and aantlinente, vblch, howoTw, Ijio 

sc«pt)a maj deny them, ~ '- ■-— — '- 

uid conponent parti ol 
MjM qfVa TUUd. « I n 



l^wllh, Bnd_ lln 
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_ _....¥'Cw''/«H 

>k i^ dcpirtim In (b* hot at a levrr or In- 
dcBUHLcuntnoCal nt joar ton boKpluMc 

tried uii nenuaeMto ondnn Iho nHrgiitarun 
toiUiM ol tU* InlBriial canBuo lor tlw apicii of 
obutj^liui jran, tknn monltan, uid Iwvniy- 
nhuOiTi: niilanonacaHmtalthatiiipnprlott 
M mr coDdiKt TBiMrnliAt onder Tonr rool. 
Hsn am 1, laid 00 a bMl ol IrtlUan (nr», wltb 
mr aclilnn taand redlnlnt on ■ pQIairof cror- 
puretni llioni, irtitle mi InlOTn*! tonasntor. 
wrtaililed and old, nnd maL bta Dwne, I lliink, 
li BKBOtcHaK irtlli ■ vUp or ■BOT^oni, lorbldi 
peanDrreal toapproBGliiiHiBiidkaepsinEnlah 
etainallrnraXoL HtttL madam, It I nnitd In any 
nwuDn be rebutatad m tha aaod oiibitoii of Cho 
ilrdMa, vbom mj- oonOnet lut nbbt «t inocli 
ijnnd, Ithlok U inwld be an aUariatlan to raf 



lnJnn£Tl 
tormemfl- 



,,. _. .JurompBiiT IwJlt 

Daka no lyolugf .— Tonr haslund. vho rDil'itil 
n njr mating morn Uiui I cboae. baa no risbt 
10 buiw ma ; and (ba otbvr gcndcmrn irera 



parMkan ot or taut. Hat to 700. morion, I 
bave miu4i to unloilM. Your (ood oiilnloi] I 
valnod as ow oTtbe srMlut onnlidtloni I bad 
mad» on«Brth,andT wutr^ nbeaittotoi- 

flue ienu, londa and unaanunlnemannan— dn 
make, on my part, a nlaerabloO-d wntebV, 
best apoloar tober. AMn.U — .aGbarming 
woman, du ma the bonoiir to be nejadlocd In 
mjF {avoKr; tMB makai ma b^ that I haTe not 
ontraied bar bejond all faMlnnM).^To all ttia 
olbarladlea, idaan niMenf aa hnniUoW eon- 
trUMm tor mr oondnct. and mr petlElan (or tbalr. 
giaeliMIB paiiMn. O an ye powani ol decency 

thoueh nrcal. were InvolnnUrj— ibot an I1H01I- 
cotcJ man Is tbe Tlie.i or beasts-ihat tt was 



apoloHlei,ror mj- late silence, Ooly 
monlToii, Oecause I know yon will *™ 



know yoD will tnapatblzs bi 
ntba, a sneel llUlo girl, mr 
1 been 10 111. tbat eif ery di^ 



isss 



^k^nquicverlo 



5t."jooio talkin 
•ball sing with lb 



rssS 



dcmlcal complatnl ol Ihe conntry. wow of m*. 
s on licr bcneU-nlirbt, I>ijc. -L 1?9I, u IIie 



iLln IM 

baimtnii worda of piy fBTonrlto aMInr, "Ibi 
Ian at faHlag," "Uay tba great eplrlt bm v 
la iraUht of tbt gny.ba&ai and MnM tbi 
mnr Ibat bilncitlioni nat !" 
How that 1 talk of aatbOT*, bow do too Uti 
Cowperr IB not tha |^T*a" ■ giorloas poraJ 



a reukm of t^-J 



rcWglmiit 



iretMon thats exaU^tbL. 
I mf yoa (p acnil me roit 

ocnUuT Tidl me bowTM 

Ike la; mark* aott nols* Unoisli Uu boat. I 
I'auhl not Give ■ tartblnc (or ■ book, mM* I 
rrro at mwtr to Uotitwttfa mr mlUBtaia. 
1 bare latdjcoUeclfld, lor KMaad'aBanad 
11 tta lotters I 1 mean thoto wblch I tm 
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sketches, and have written, and am writing 
them oat. In a t)Ound MS. for my friend's library. 
As I wrote always to you the rhapsody of the 
moment, 1 cannot And a single scroll to yon, ex- 
cept one, abont the commencement of our ac- 
fttaintanco. If there were any possible convey- 
aoM, I would send yon a perusal of my book. 



NO. CXVIII. 

TO JIRS. DUNLOP, IK LONDON. 

Dumfries, 20th December, 1795. 

I HAVE been prodigiously disappointed in this 
London journey of yours. In the first place, 
when your last to me reached Dumfries. 1 was 
ta the cotfntry, and did not return until too late 
to answer your letter; in the next place, 1 
thought you would certainly take this route; 
and now I know not what Is become of yon, or 
whether this may reach you at all. God grant 
that It may find you and yours In prospering 
health and good spirits. Do let me hear fi'om 
yon the soonest possible. 

As I hope to get a frank from my friend Cap- 
tain Mnier, I shall, every leisure hour, take up 
the pen, and gossip away whatever comes first, 
prose or poesy, sermon or song. In this last 
article, I have abounded of late. I have often 
mentioned to yon a superb publication of Scot- 
tish 8<Higs which is making its appearance in 
your great metropolis, and where I have the 
honour to preside over the Scottish verse, as no 
less a parsonage than Peter Pindar does over 
the English. I wrote the following for a favourite 
air. 

• •*«.. 

Decitiihet* 29. 
SixcE I began this letter I luivc been appointed 
to act ih capacity as supervisor here ; and I 
assnreyon, what with the load of business, and 
what with that business being new to me, I 
coirtd scarcely have commanded ten minutes to 
have spoken to you, had yon been in town, mnch 
less to have written you an epistle. This ap- 
pointment is only temporory, and during the ill- 
ness of the present incumbent; bnt I look f3r- 
ward to an early period when I shall be ap- 
pointed in full form : a consummation devoutly 
to be wished ! My political sins seem to be for- 
given me. 

This Is the season (New year's-day is now my 
date) of wishing; and mine are most fervently 
offered up for you ! May life to yon be a positive 
blessing whUe it last», for your own sake, and 
for the sake of the rest of your friends ! What a 




ing Joints of old age coming fast o'er my frame. 
With all my follies of youth, and, I fear, a few 
vices of manhood, still I cong^ratulate myself on 
having had, In early days, religion strongly im- 
pressed on my mind. I nave nothing to say to 
any one as to which sect he belongs to, or what 
creed he believes ; but I look on the man who is 
firmly persuaded of Infinite wisdom and good- 
ness, superintending and directing every cir- 
cumstance that can hapi)eninhis lot— I felicitate 
such a man as having a solid foundation for his 
mental enjoyment: a firm prop and sure stay, 
in the hour of difflcuity, trouble, and distress ; 
and a never-failing anchor of hope, when he 
looks beyond the grave. 

• •.•». 

January 12th. 
You will have seen our worthy and ingenious 
friend, the doctor, long ere this. I hope he is 
well, and beg to be remembered to him. I have 
Just been reading over again, I dare say for the 



hundred and fiftieth time, his "View of Society 
and Manners,*' and still read it with delight. His 
humour Is perfectly original— It Is neither the 
humour of Addison, nor Swift, nor Sterne, nor 
of anybody but Dr. Moore, By-the-bye, you 
have deprived me of *'Zeluco;" remember that, 
when you are disposed to rake up the sins of my 
neglect from among the ashes of laziness. 

He has paid mo a pretty compliment, by 
quoting me In his last publication.* 



NO. cxix. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

31st January, ITdC 
These many months yon have been two packets 
In my debt— what sin of Ignorance I have com- 
mitted against so highly valued a friend I am 
utterly at a loss to guess. Alas ! madam, ill can 
I afford at this time to be deprived of any of 
the small remnant of my pleasures. I have 
lately drunk deep of the cup of affliction.— The 
autumn robbed me of my only daughter and 
darling child, and that at a distance, too, and so 
rapidly, as to put it out of my power to pay the 
last duties to her. I had scarcely begun to re- 
cover from the shock, when I became myself the 
victim of a most severe rheumatic fever, and 
long the die spun doubtful, until after many 
weeks of a sick bed, it seems to have turned up 
life, and I am beginning to crawl across my 
room, and once Indeed have been before my own 
door In the street. 

When pleasure fascinates the mental sight. 

Affliction purifies the visual ray. 
Religion hails the drear, the untried night. 

That shuts, for ever shuts ! life's doubtful day! 



NO. cxx. 
TO MRS. RIDDEL. 

WnO HAD DESIRED HDr TO GO TO THE BIltTH- 
DAY ASSEMBLY ON THAT DAY TO SHOW HIS 
LOYALTY. 

4th June. 179C. 
I AM in such miserable health as to bo utterly 
incapable of showing my loyalty In any way. 
Racked as I am with rheumatisms, I meet every 
face with a greeting, like that of Balak to Balaam 
— '*Co>nc curse nie, Jacob, and defy me. Israel !" 
So say I — come curso mo that east wind; ami 
come defy me tlie north ! would you have me, 
in such circumstances, to copy you out a love- 
song? 

• ••••• 

I may perhaps see you on Saturday, but I will 
not be at the ball.— Why should I'f "man de- 
lights me not, nor woman cither." Can you 
supply me with the song "let us all be unhapi\v 
together?"— do if you can, and oblige lepaiivre 
miserable. R, li. 



NO. cxxi. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Brow, Sea- Bathing Quarters, 7th July, 1796. 
My Dear Mr. Cunningham,— 
I received yours here this moment, and am 
highly flattered with the approbation of the 
literary circle you mention ; a literary circle in- 
ferior to none m the two kingdoms. Alas ! my 
friend, I fear the voice of the bard will soon bo 
heard among yon no more ? for these eight or 
ten months Ihave been ailing, sometimes bed- 
fast and sometimes not; but these last three 

* Edward. 



1?8 



feURNS' ^0E1*ICAL WORKJ^. 



luonths 1 have been ioriar^d with an excra- 
tlatiiig rhcauiatisiu, which has reduced me to 
iicnriy the last stage. You actually would not 
kiiuw me if you saw me. Pale, emaciated, and 
so feeble, as occasionally to need help from my 
chair— my spirits fled! fled!— but 1 can no more 
on the subject— only my medical folks tell me 
that my last and only chance is bathing and 
country quarters, and riding. The deuce of the 
matter Is tills: when an excise man Is off duty 
Ills salary is reduced to £35 intead of £50.— What 
way, In the name of thrift, shall 1 maintain my- 
self and keep a horse in country quarters— with 
a wife and fl /e children at home, on £35 'i I men- 
tion this, because I had intended to beg your ut- 
most interest, and that of all the friends you can 
muster, to move our Commissioners of Excise to 
grant me the full salary. 1 dare say yon know 
them all personally, if they do not grant it me, 
1 must lay my account with an exit truly enpoete 
—if I die not of disease, I must pensh witli 
hunger. 

1 have sent yon one of the songs; the other 
my memoi*y does not serve me with, and I have 
no copy here ; but X shall be at homo soon, when 
1 w^ill send it 3'ou. Apropos to being at home, 
Mrs. Burns threatens m a week or two to add 
one more to my paternal charge, which, if of the 
right gender, 1 intend shall be introduced to the 
respectable designation of Alexander Cunning- 
ham Burns ; my last was James Olencairn : so 
you can have no objection to the company of 
nobility. Foi'ewcll. 



NO. CXXII. 

TO MBS. BURNS. 

Srow, Thursday. 

"Mr Dearest Love,— 

T delayed writing until I could tell you what 

effect sea-bathing was likely to produce. It would 

be Injustice to deny that It has eased my pains, 

and I think has strengthened me; bat my appe- 



tite is still extremely bad. No flesh nor fish c&h 
I swallow ; porridge and milk are the only things 
I can taste. I am very happy to hear, by Mks 
Jessie Lewara, that you are welL My very best 
and kindest compluuents to her and all the 
children. I will see yoa on Souday. Your affec- 
tionate hasbaud, B. B. 



NO. cxxin. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Madam,— I2th July, 1796. 

I have written to you so often, without receiv 
ing any answer, that I would not trouble yon 
again, but for the circumstances in which I am. 
An illness which has long hang about me, in all 
probability wiU speedily send me beyond tliat 
bourne whence no traveller returns. Your 
friendship, with which you hononrcd me, was a 
friendship dearest to my soul. Your conversa- 
tion, and especially your correspondence, were 
once highly entertaining and instructive. With 
what pleasure did I use to break up the seal! 
The remembrance yet adds one palse more to my 
palpitating heart. Farewell I ! I 

R.B. 

The above Is supposed to be the last production 
of Robert Burns, who died on the 2lst of tbc 
month, nine days afterwards. He had, however, 
the pleasure of receiving a satisfactory explana- 
tion of his friend's silence, and an assurance of 
the continuance of her friendship to his widow 
and children : an assurance that has been aniplT 
fumUed. 

It is probable that the greater part of her 
letters to him were destroyed by oar hard abont 
the time that this last letter was written.— He did 
not foresee that his own letters to her were to 
appear in print, nor conceive the disappointment 
that will be felt, that a few of this excellent 
lady's have not served to enridi aud adorn tlio 
collection. 



BURNS' COERESPONDENCE WITH MR. GEORGE THOMSOK. 



illt. THOilSOM TO MH. BURSS. 

£ilnibntvli,Sriil.,nm. 

nMliHUa luT poUkalton. Wa luiva enMSd 

M» IB loMnunmul pnlnda uil coiKlnalon (o 
cub air, the l»lurtallttliaD(ori»nearU,l>otli 
BaUiB aMl priTata. To — -^- "•' ' — - 




w(l(^nnCaiiar'■H«tnrdv^!Itatt"Biia; 

lor tta bmrnr w Catedodla, I mNkTIaln bopa 
ha mu IM iDdBDad ta taka ap tin pen.. It Jft n 
■buJIbe anablad to pment tb* nobUe irith a 
coDeetloa InlalMIr pM« Intenans tbin my 
tlut luu nt mwufTaud aBsaptabla to m mr- 
■oiu of loatt, vbatlioT tbej- wldi l~ — — • 

ocloaiei, dilliiale aceoiniiiuilaMnU, — 

— '--la Tanea-^Va win «He<Di yonr nootbal 

iwMeprtca 70a aball jileaia to^owia' 



aMoof^iBB 

eJthartooMK 



■iUi m. and m on nwlnd to aiura nettlii 
mtta nor expana OE the pnbVaiifoa. Tell ma 
{tuiUt than wtwUMO' tod will derate yoot 
leliDia to imtliui twentr ei twontT-lira sonix. 
■iilliid In Ilia naRienlar moloilloi, wbMh I am 
. A tD« •ou), e»»ptlun- 
iMlrTcnei.Twill Ukenloo 

. . ispUiea myot tlic Msillng 

ffea^iiTla stllvf or' EtljoLulclj Indecent. E«i 

placfc™"' ""'" ""*■"" ''° " 

Reljlngoii Hid loller iiMoid|«nHni lHh. to l» 
(orglven ror thellbertjlbavp (Btpnln iiildresa- 

ol» Sen! liSbte lervnul,*' *""' aVT 



•I " li Iv no BiPBiis tbe tr< di aim of my 
se. Wtllfoa,BalanlnloTloeloiiOMOt]P«i 
Qiitlinalanlo BUaGhmaut la tiM pooti; and 
lie o> old CaledonM, and iIdcb yoa nqiieat It, 
'« etaurfDllr promlKd my mtto ol nntatame 
ill TOD let ma im a Uu ol yoar iiln,wlUi 
Ont Una at the printed retMi Ton Intend lOr 
ID, tbBt i nuv nave un oppoitOBlV "l "*■ 

CIns eiu- allenthm that uuur e«ar to on. 
know^la IB tba war at mr tndo; rtllllBav- 
lnit TOO, Reoilemai^ Uu nn loBbted light olpnli- 
llslan, to appmvB, or rajoet, at jonr BlMinre, 
lor TonrowBpllblkBtlen. Apvpoa. IT jmn an 
lor I^glidt *tne^lhanIa,oaniTV*rt,Bn and 
ottbemUMT. miBtharlntheilni^lBlijot the 
boiled, orihe palboaat the nna, I OB Mdyhope 
to ptcaM nwaell !■ b<ln« allnnd^. loait a 
iprfnklinBOfoaTiiallTetuuaBa. En^ahnraai, 
IMRlcnlarir the worki ol aiotaaen, tbathare 
■nerit, ore MitehilT tbit cHElb^' -Tweed- 
■Ma;Ahl iha poiw Hheplteiin monmha (mat 
Ahl Chlorii, cBBlil 1 mnt biit "It," *e- inn 
annot nend; bnt malt toilpld MoB bi "Tu 
Fmar Klr.ooald I hBnBn.'*J^, nuiallyaetta 
" The Mill Uin O," Is a dligcaea to Uw eoltaciUan 
In wblch It hu alRB^ appmund. and wonU 
di^b dUgnKB B collection that will hare the 

(BTther pronecotlon ol the ImsliHn, U I em 
called OB tor mj eirletnreB and ameBdnienta.-I 

TrbiSra I bvhU. Bt'least, tllluk tliat I Hmood. 

As to anr nHnnnetBtloii, yon inar think my 
nmin eHher abora or botow pricoi (or thty 
hUon BtaeiitBtalT M the one w tin other In tlH 
luneBB enthnussm vttU wbloh I embazh In jonr 
nodertakna. to alk ol monay. WMes, fee, bin, 
*c,wonKlEedownrlitatiu«MMI«<dBoall A 



' ["nir^wHb you ta tlilnkinj £nRll>1> versei, 
llint'iavo merit, yiTy tlli.'lble, w6cre«r new 



BURNS' POETICAL 11 



"WUlai 



IL niHMTdoiiiljLe ro sacr 
tbB SoilUilL diaUct t 



yj MONM Ibo MiulioTi veni bam hiUIi at 
or. 1 Blr, "MlStawibeC- 
liluUMMl lOItHISIHmit 

, ra pivn (liHr fieBlihr' 

i>o flnelrto Dr. Paw'* buoUIol noM, 

vrolo nan puTTioiio for the «kr. 

It ymriiaU Indj bfl allowed n 



'imUr *I»n>«> 11, lUU. IBVIUU'VI, TU ••lU 

fUimb «*lt jonr own llm*. One ttilns onir I 
btr-wnldi ]■, Uwt bonniTar u; utd •iiaruiii 

Lai fear Bot wilta whit iMBitr wodd blDHli la 
■nuk. IMT iMud that CllHniiU.llllUeBC)' wblcli 

ru downrri onr d«ii(Iiicn. 

ItrlUlut aiineilUi iLniiili- 



ssiisrss? 



'Ktyand lirlfllut 
a, itaoqld ba Iti pr 



, irwKb eoa 

tltT i altbiMiik batwMa tka n 
um. BmMM wtil oliKrvah tb 



at p(ilM«d i>li, OaiiUBg ilKicrliiiili 









ilE. BCWra TO MH. TIIOIIKOK. 
Ml Dew Slit,— 
IjvIiva ten Jan. that ;aa am too faiilaions In 
TOnr 1d«u of longfl aiid ballndL I own lltat 
In roar IM btL-naU mt aaitlinmya j-m n- 
aiarklntbem; bat win almll mtDdllwiiiaCicr? 
WhodullrtiBDpiuid Mf— Uato, IwUlmaboa 

I-aa ItlE," I Inuiieiltotely nl alnul " irlne my, 
band on It, wd. attor flkcontd maho notUIng' 
mnn ol It tlinu Ihe loUowlns, irlildl, Benve' 



I'eRj'ii ballad ID tli« sir "Kannla O " 
la. bcvhlen, porbapi ilw nmt bnnM» 
Iho Kntlltn laniiiian But lal n 
Tm, lh& In the antSaBt and al^ 
iUh aim. tttara las paitonl ataipl 
thhiii tint ou nwr call On Darle i 

IRt oI Toeal unale, to whtob a .-,^. 

natlTS tontM anil nannora la iwrtlcalarlr, an. 

PMBiiariy, appositfl. '^™;.'*^;;;i5; *?"; J?"5J 

onnTrro"^"" 'ra'io'a vo nr rofnct, na jmi 
jiAun) (IMl my bilJid ol |" HooNIO O " mr«lit 
perbtp' 40 tot BUD ,wt <4 v«nN) to Uw vim. 



ilarlr, n» 
, and. npDn 



^U M pMoHd villi ranr ad_, , 

halt, and aball oMtlmi la aerr* jt 
ume iiaatdiiliy. 

In the brlnlod eoiiv of mv "Xnr 
nauiu ul llu! river la (.urrlilD- iirowiii:. 

"Beyond yon bill' whira ixcai 

BirecaUii modilatlan o/ayllabloa. 

iirlllaoon glTe jon a Rnat mar 
mark* on ttalaTulnDaB ; but I bava , 
(^portunlty ol aonTsiInf yoB lb' — 

poaloea. an cxpMiM inu ft iilU r-/ ■ — 

with my beat cconpUuaantatahuncat^lUa, («ooil 






Mknthf 



>««iiantlL 

IB Biy TOiT aarty yraca, >>li 
olgolmitOGieWaat IndMa, 1 
laAinUota dfariilrL KU 
haa nothlDS of the merit Of ■■: 
ItwUliniaptliepais. Tonn 
myeoTlleBt kive^iiniia were tin brmainntt 
ardent puUon : md Ibmgti It mlAt bara beta 
caay In altpr tlmea to naTa gLvoii them a poUili. 

trhoprrhapaslniM eared lor ihem, wanld biTr 
dalacfldihe lennd ol aa bfari, which wiiw 

ye go to tbe Indlet. my Maiy," Ac 
TTalcr" and "Ania Bob Monli," 1 
I ino» iirobahly be the next anUMC ol 
(•- IIowcYf r, even an inytvrwtipeu 

lb la, unl l« Hand alo^Iho uneomplyinc 

Bt al ovlnialrrtt, but conllally to Join unc 
I you Td tbe fntllicnmce o( ihe nork. 



think, w 



Mil. BUEXS TO MH. THOMSON. 

Ntnembertai.l'm- 
Toir cDDeclhHi Aatl be WMtry <a the flret muH. 
I am afraid ysa wUlfliMmon dlfncallyln,tbe *■• 
dortoUng oui yam are aware ol. Then It a 
"ecnllarrytbnmalnmany of onr airs and a oi- 
caally oradaMUa ayUafilaa to the ompbuli, or 
rholtabniUreidriltiUVnMn »(«, oroetut, 
Jiat dann tb* ]»oob imd Irty bUn nnder aUuA 
iDaDperabM dUBenniea. tar Inauoco, In tbaab, 
nd imttivcan be adaiMcd to It. n In tl 
"^cl. Tfan fnlioidllt were made ei- 
H ; md IhOBSb on tarther atody I 



mlEbt BhroyMJ avmeihUiB „ 
"ilehl not mil the llcht-rionc 



Doebter." ana It. tbe KAlinTbig Ibnpaoiiy. 



.tM 



C'ORHESPOSDENCE WITH li 



iMmpoMaihoolhcr ilar. on a charming Ayr- not nrgc, because (he aotigia DlsofBckiit l6n_«h 
ihln drl, Ulu Leiley BallcT, sa ilio paaied Ihonata UuneJnferlorBUDiulnoiPlUed.iu tbey 
Ibrmgi ibii place to EnsJanil, wjll suit yonr will lio li; Ibe tlUEer ol Uatc too, most not 



ant DVUHS to Ult. Thomson. iinilIwoiifi%liilunT(niHlntltnMs»ni> 

to OmUdnU," In the last 
t&l> •Kentlon lu the 



^roes u Aleiuidu lOiuidtBtlwr queer, nnkas 
nompani or men twKMBe vene t Inaiead 
TbeUiw, "AndDftTornuua ullheT," I would 

— Lblj snnDiti "And BO' '~ -' 1.^— .-i 

lar"BetuiitoOmlMI 

--.Moe I tklnk t&K att 

DTiplif . •Dd D( Uw •oimd of Caledooia, dlafigiin 
thewonl, mdreMdar-**""^*'*""''* 



. .. ^ . ^ ^ '^'""•P!"'-. ""*'' esBSe tour otiOm iw btro ropewions 

tpmend It. IrattheBwXwardword Oclcmenr- intvenn. IlnfebeontrjFlnt&splnaatonio. 

u'LlTi^mEii? MoilmS in?" n'^'"!' ''"''^' •"' *"'*' ""*« ■oU'Sb beftor thin tie follow- 

lorM^aongplutetmyBelt'; MhfnTit is m ISfe^^!°^5VM'™r*S^nwii.'""'""' 
my &MM3e»t BoumeriwMiifOl ute M am Klnnco " *•• " J™ J 

tlut trinlta Ilia ulr. •tba nli]oct or the kodk Is O leeie me on my wee tbln;. 

ou ol tha mon tBtamdar PManKeB oC hit My Iwniile blytlieaomcweo thlngi 

ToMhnaiUqv; and I own thatYiboSia Ds much Kae lang'a 1 Kae my wee tblng 

BMtwadtoaaatlw vanaa ne -to an Air nhlch lllihiiik mylotdLiiiie. 

ahonldennnKleMtr. Perhsiu.nlter nU, 'tis Tho' watWa care we shsre o'l, 

lfii.*^artlytakeiiyoaride.o("AuldRab And ne'er n ttmU reptae. 



rn«'?J'K«!;l'.SI^h»JS';'iLL'.K™,"£.™.?; spi!alilD(tfn>i!lywluitItl.liili. Be «j.™rod:ilfj 

oMheplace. It I nU down to szamlno oltlaUlT, 

ADd at latrara, whM pBtlupa roB bare wTltton 
'>"' '"■ In hiaie. I may bappm to obHna oinleB Ilnoi, 

HK. THOMSON TOMB. BriiNa. the«-neni«ar^ wbli*mlgbi lead job to Im- 

prove then- l^M wren trill often we what ha* 
edialiiirTfi. Ifim. i, vm. been overlooked bv the eagle. 
D«iB Bia,— I remain yours, follhtnlly, be. 

■~i^!S.'™5.fSW.S.ir" I'E'!?".- 1?" "I" !""?.'" r.8.-Toqr verses noon Blghlabd Mary aro 
IS'i^i?!??!,' w'"?tl, J*''"'^ JiUlen violently jn,[ .^aau, to bandi ifcbreitlie the BcimHio 

iSn!si,;si.'ShS?!iin',;ii;,i^fo°Si,''ffi'^!rd.^s; ;?'e?'^8S?£'?cv;s'i>s''t,Tn';jfat'Ks 

£.gga^g^n&tS?rn«mlt1j3 Sl^j^tJc'pr^SJrtVort^SI^'l^^'JS'"?^ 



SIE JJTJRXS TO MR. THOMSON. 




regnesled wai. that jou would try your hand on "Fornatnre made her what iho Is. 

lome ot tbo Intsrlor tianzBB. whicb areanpa- And never made aniiher," tracb a person ai abe 

rontlynoiuutol Hie original song; fintlUsldo is.l 



llL-llJiS- I-OETICAL WOKKS. 



Eilia/iiirgh, Jaauarii sath,ma. 

•eBS(uiIa;iiB,aiidiiuj)'ciMliHlgcullllnuoainuiiH 
tkomB ■nil itngbuaaf Calntonln, [u (Icllnlii 
Uienii and lohoiianrToiirKlL 
Tlw tunr lul imiii wHb wlildi ton lavonm] 

"iMa Waur,"nid -Vsiiul Kmu" are aciiulr- 
nbk. Uonao [i ladesd « iBd o( gracs, End Iili; 

Hk dtatiuted iDTsrIn " AuGlfiolh" ami t;>* 



CllUll'll 111 rtllhBrtl^n»-.f««™*-A_™o "*"'"" 



POHTSCBIPT. 



fEPliDtl, and |MW«rl lUr Imdi 
Hie DunlBr of noBltB whicb 
view Win veil limited, bnt ' 
clnclo avery Hcotch air and i 



IT •PBak (roDi geuulne 

ioBBB whicb 1 liad ortElnaDr Jn 
nRed, bnt I now reiwlTa la Jii- 






iiit nara ileanirin, to 

tqldlidin«of "onuMnihanmi" an 
wuald ratlur be tbo odllor 14 n 
caiivciHin triHu wlihdi notbliif could be iiikfii 
nwar. than at ma M wlildi nothlni could in 
adiM. Wa liueBd preieiitlniit Uw HibiciJIicra 
EharacMtliUo d Uw pbilBllve. and t^olptticrol 
ine Unlj uniii and I luTa Ur. Beattls'i 
promlu of an saaar un Uie lublect of oar 
mtiniul laiiKtc U lili bealtliwIU ptnnlt him to 
J['*£ii' *■' ' "'""''"f "l •"" ■onf™ bavo dOflBl- 

kncwinare u) ttili tban an^bodr, (or'bo lolncd 
to Ilie jiumiltii ol an antliiuarT a tut* (ur 
iiooiry. Bciidaa b«lB« ■ m*u M iho voUO, and 
IKiaaHinc an entbDijMnifor ooulc iHyoiHl mut 
of nil cooteminnTlea. Ho waa quia Blaood 
wllblhb plan HnUiio, lOr, Imar HT, it lu!b^ 
•olal7 nunutd br na. and in hMaararal eon- 
Ter»ulaniaKontR,wImltiraaln<nibiyo. Ifl 
conid idniply monnon tlin name of tlio heroine of 

Die Tenci, II would be etaUtylng. Pray, will 

liasiorBl kind wlu ba loln^ths daliaie iZmS^ 
panlmenn, te., of rlerdel. Si than of lbs 

menu ManalrntcBOaiTi'ther ore ehlaOTflUad 
for the emvlVlalliy of Eho teittrn boarti and a 
tnnelul voice, with a F^po dullTaiT of the 
word!, rendera then perfect ITlTartUleu, to 
tMM limpou addbiE baaa aeMmpaninuRla, 
hceanagflitti thryaia llttad elttn loTalngbu, 
or tor tBMntmgntal parfonnanca, irlien then 
iwpimu to be m alnnr. Imaun toemgloroar 
rlalrt tnirtr friend Si. darlu to Mt Hw bua to 
the w, whlcb IH annrei inehewindo,eM ature, 
and Trith nmeh greater attention than ha eiror 

1 *ywo'iio( iffwniaujdlfflculiloiabDiilivrliiufi 



potliluii. Vuakin^iiroBQleedm&alwatanit 
aso^a eonectlon la roar anpntallihad proaac- 



p«rlencc 



ifFBovE iircati)-, my dear sir, of your plant 

On my pntt, I nieaji to draw dp an appendli ui 
the Dacto?> euny. contalnAoi my stock ol 

^u'^^T^; iliie'idot^^liaT™^' me'^lok™ 

itlune tbronib ScoUaud. I made a uHMmaca 
' tiM JndlvJdiu] apot from irhleb erery mmt 
.jlt Ita rlae, "loehabar," and tba Bran it BaF 
ioidan euniteiL Ho br aa tlw loaillty, aMn 
tirom tbatltla of tba afn or the tanaaraClM aguL 
Mnhl be McartaiMd, I ban pirid nr ■at u '^ " 
at the partlcnbwiSiiie 01 aTatT HewEdt ma 
1 do not donbC bnt yon nlliit lulie a 



'■aSS 



ftt/ttaM 



If U wore poulUi 
would be proper to 

«> ererr Ur, asd II 

Iba mtaa oualit to be aat. nan It a ntliki. a 
Baitaral ilnqilloUr, In a Miiiit taMnotitn* <( 
Scota wordi and parauelaBT, wMek It men bi 
mlma tat leaat ts my taato, and I win add, M 
CTarrtBBBlDeCaledoniaB taatajwitbtheataaiM 

'iSfSSr-"-??-™ 

ant Peter Flu 



IhoDithinnctiln 1^^ In noetic merlt/haa, ithlnki 
moie ol tbe ballad timplldty In It 



UnitamoTwoife. nia»arego>7"labewUfaL 
< I ben £rM to ^Ta yon Biwt at etaniaa InScai^ 



CORRESPONDENCE WITH MR. THOMSON. 



)ly most renpeetablo compUmenU to the ho- 
noarablo Kentleman who favoured me with a 
postscript in yonr last He sliall lieur from mc 
and his MUS. soon. 



NO. X. 

MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURNS. 

EJintntrghy Und April, 1708 
I WILL not reooKiilM! the title yon give yourself. 
'*tbc princo of mdolent correspondents;" but ii 
the adjective were taken away, I think the title 
would then fit yon exactly. It gives mo pleasure 
to find yon can furnish anecdotes with respect 
to most of the songs; these will bo a literary 
curiosity. 

I now send you my list of the songs, which I 
believe will be found nearly couiplutc. I have 
put down the first linos of all the English songs, 
which I propose giving in addition to the Scotch 
verses. If any others occur to you, better 
adai^d to the character of the airs, pray men- 
tion them, when you favour me wit£r your 
strictures upon everything else relating to the 
work. 

IMeyel has lately sent mc a number of the 
songs, with his symphonies and accompani- 
ments flddetl to them. I wish you were here 
that I might serve up some of them to >-(>u with 
your own verse, by way of desert after dinner. 
There is so much delightful fancy in the sym- 
phonies, and such a delicate simplicity in the 
accompaniments, they are indeed beyond all 
praise. 

I am very much pleasicd with the several lost 
prodnctions of your muse; your "Lord (ire- 
goryf'VJhl.my estimation, is more interesting 
thanrWer's, beautiful as his is! Your *'Herc 
Awa Willie " must undergo some alterations to 
suit the air. Mr. Erskine and I have tiecn con- 
ning it over: ho will suggest what is necessary 
to make them a fit match. 



NO. XI. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

1th April 1793. 
Thakk vou, my dear sir, for your packet. You 
cannot imagine how much this business of com- 
posing for yonr publication has added to my 
enjoyments. What with my early attncltment 
to MUlads, yonr book, Ac., ballad-making is now 
as completely my hobby-horse as ever fortifica- 
tion was Uncle Toby's; so I'll canter it away till 
1 come to the limit of my race, (God grant that 
I may take the right side of the winning post !) 
and then cHeerftdly looking back on the honest 
folks with whom I nave been happy, I shall say, 
or sing, **So merry as we a' hae been," and 
raising my looks to the whole human race, the 
last words of the voice of Cuila* shall be, " Good 
Bight and Joy bo wi' yon a' !" So much for my 
last words; now for a few present remarks, as 
they have occurred at random on looking over 
yonr list. 

The first linos of '*TIie last time I came o'er 
the Moor," and seventl other lines in it, are 
beantifnl; but in my opinion— pardon me, re- 
vered shade of Ramsay ! the song is unworthy 
of the divine air. I shall try to make or mend. 
"For ever. Fortune wilt thou prove," is a 
charming song; bnt '* Logan bnm and Logan 
braes ** are sweetly suscentlbie of rural imagery : 
ril try that likewbe, and if I succeed, the other 
song may class among the English ones. I 



183 

remember the last two lines of a verse in some 
of the old songs of Logan Water (for I know a 
good many different ones) which I think pretty : 

" Now my dear lad maun face his faes, 
Far, far from me and Logan braes." 

" My Patio is a lover gay" is unequal. " His 
mind is never muddy, is u muddy expression 
Indeed*. 

•' Tlien 111 resign and marry Pate, 
And sync my cockernony.'*^ 

This is surely far unworthy of Ramsay, or 
your book. My song. " Rigs of Barley *' to the 
same tunc does not altogether please me, but if 
I can mend it, and tliresh a few loose sentiments 
ont of it, I will snbmlt it to yonr consideration. 
"The Lasso' Patie's Mill" Is one of Ramsay's 
best songs; but there is one luose sentiment in 
it, which my innch-valucd friend, Mr. Erskine, 
will take into his critical consideration. In Sir 
J. Sinclair's statistical volumes are two claims, 
one, I think, from Aberdeensliire, and the other 
from Ayrshire, for the honour of this song. The 
following anecdote, which I had from the present 
Sir William (-unningliam, of Robcrtlund, who 
hud it of the late John, Earl of Loudon, I can 
on such authorities believe. 

Allan Rami>-ay was residing at London Castle 
with the then Earl, father to Earl John; and 
one forenoon, riding, or walking out together, 
his Lordship and Allan passed a sweet, 
romantic spot on Irwine water, still called 
"Patie's Mill," where a bonnie lass was 
"tedding hay, bareheaded on the green." My 
Lord observed to Allan that it would be a 
fine theme for a song. Ramsay took the hint, 
and lingering behind, ho composed the first 
sketcli of it, which he produced at dinner. 

" One day I Iieard Mary say," is a fine song; 
but for consistency's sake, alter the name 
"Adonis." Was there ever such banns published 
as a purpose of marriage between Adonis and 
Mary f I agree with yon that my song, " There's 
nought but care on every hand," Is much superior 
to"PoortIth cauld." Tlie original song, "The 
mill, mill O," though excellent, is, on account of 
delicacy, inadmissible; still I like the title, 
and think a Scottish song would suit the notes 
best ; and let your chosen song, whlcli is very 
pretty, follow, us an English set. " The Banks of- 
Dee'*^ is, yon know, literally "Langolee" in 
slow time. The song is well enough, but has 
some false imagery to it, for instance, 

" And sweetly the nightingale sung from the 
tree." 

In the first place, the nightingale sings in a 
low bush, but never from a tree; and in the 
second place, there never was a nightingale seen 
or heard on the Banks of the Dee, or on the 
banks of any other river in Scotland. Exotic 
rural imagery is always comparatively fiat. If 
I could hit on another stanza equal to " The 
small birds reiolce," Ac, I do myself honestly 
avow that I think it a superior song.* "John 



Anderson mv Jo "—the song to this tune in 

Museum— is my 
think it not the worst : If ft suit you, take it and 



Johnson's Museum- is my composition, and I 



* Bnms here calls himself the Voice of Coiln, 
in Imitation of Ossian, who denominates himself 
the Voice of Conn. ** 8ae merry as we a' hae 
been." and " Good ntii^t, and Joy be wl' you a' !" 
are the names of two Scottish tones. 



welcome. Your collection of sentimental and 

Bathetic songs is. In my opinion, very complete ; 
nt not so yonr comic ones. Where are "Tni- 
lochgomm,'*^ " Lnmps o' puddin'," " Tibbie 
Fowler," and several others, which, in ray 
humble judgment, are well worthy of preserva- 
tion. There Is also one sentimental song of mine 
in the Museum which was never known out of 

* It will be found in the course of this corre- 
spondence, that the Bard produce<l a second 
stanza of "The Chevalier's Lament" (to which 
ho here alludes), worthy of the first. 



of Mr. UMnM, u ono ut our twMleM Hwt- bni I know Mr. w. ma, nnd eitoeia taim mucli ; 

tish BODB. Hi la qnIM ui anlliutau abuiu Il-e Ura uoDia ibe lonit. h the Hlahlaudoi 

Iti and rvonldlibialiuatalu Scoulili wulc uiciulua Un |iui:-Jii ■«« U ■ new siocl. ud i 

anlnil Out tana of BMt conmlHaiin. now locfc, aiid a new InneL 

roa an qalta rlghE In liuntinB th* lul Arc In I dODot, by thla, object toltUTlag out Improper 

Tonr Uit. tbDBim thay an eertalnlr liMi. aUuxiiis wliua that ouibs dons vlMiost ipoU- 

■' Shei^rda I tiava Ivst my lave.~ la to lue a lilg the wbulo. One stuua In ■' The Lau o' 

heaviDl; alr-'Vrbat waald foi tUnk ul s sel uC ruHe'i ndll " mntt be left dbi : Iht toas wlU be 

nHHl while ini, which I think bnt lake &e naniD lltKrtv wllh '■ Com itei an 

u Its oclcliial Blata li not qnlte ■ Lod/i uiik l lionnle." INirhapt It might want the laat slanaa, 

endow an •Kertd.not amcndeil, copj lur you ■>"* in-ihn imrwri™!! "fjniw Kan in ai»p. 
K Ton chooM to let the iiine tu It, uud let tlu 
MihYoiwaCollow* 

"Lone Vale 'liflMue". "" " ■" '"' vS™«i"»00TtlS'M 

VoarH, «& nnx latOi mr other igH, "flreca irow the 

Let mo knoiT iuit liow Tou like Ihuw rundom Itaahei,"wlirneTi>ranlt. ^nutung la ciUTcnl 

hllB. Inacotbmaimaa'UwoUllttle.andcotheDiert-r 

old tnlu o( that nauH. wUch uf conne ironia 

mar the pKwnas ot your HHlito celebrtlT. Tour 

=">- ""■ 1»ok wlfi be the S&ndartl ol Heoich nnn lor 

JIK. TimMSO^' TOim. BURSH. iliolotiire: letthls Idea over keep joorlndj- 



Edmbarnh, Aprit, 

iy dear air, that lullru]' 



alM a ballad Co the "Mni, mID O," 



idlT twonlil be mre It otherwIiK. I hoaojoii 

win amble It sway lur nuny a nnr and '< witch ttin atttinpt lo a 
"le woria with yuor lHinemaiiihl)).|| Bamaaj'a » the 1 



I know time an a nod 
ueffi^thal I hare iwfpnti 



down In thp lint n 



J^™ 



M! but I hare (hem an ln,nrr eye "Hj auu BeTOral IISS. Seoti aln br ma whidil 

lelaaloreri^,'' [bo(ighalltflanneqnaL& have pldiid aiMnwlly from tlis aln|la><( 

a terj- ualorat and ptoa"lng snni, ana 1 hninWy coontrj- laaMH. Tliny pICMo mo vaatlyTTiil 

think Ke WKht uot to dIeplBco or alter It, cxcepl jonr k'ameit lim iimiS perhapa bo dabutM 






limple : yon woald pronoanc* lb 



. TllOiiSON rO MR BUlllTS, 



10 trillrlBo jwir lute lo ■ 
hntlbie."' Ton know I onBht Co know aunie 







rORnESPOKDENCE WlTIl MJl. TUOJiaOS. 



Thui 1 toll yon, mj flnir >lr, tint « Wpna of 

■llow ttiU It mlilit nnblDgB mo tor doluE anj 
(sod UDODI biiQadi. Mj own 1dm. ns to porn- 
■diu7ii«ttiir>,l>liilUiis; Diutho totulniln or s 
nmcb-lovflit frJend li jl lou Jnlcod. J'ardon 
Df ■ABmlngr JiuttflDtlon to f ODT JuHt comiDflnrli. 

Yoa bLow Fnuor, the haotbuj player In ^Ala- 
bargb'-lie [HFi«n IgnlTiiplIn^ n bniiil ol iiiLialc 
iora feKlUaoorpt nimrrGrDil kn ilila roiioTry. 
Anonit vatriT or ttie titt thAt pieaic mi:, ihi]ri> it 
Dog ireU luuvD lu M raal by itac name ol "The 
Ommr-sWimr udvUIOilnsincmtHsrsErand 
aant of boIui lUBd to tinv, by llic iiiidq of " iAn- 
HruEi khIi, my boniv Tno Isr^^." JUr, tvnscr 
lUT'ltlltnr, juidvltGinexproBJlon that qnlle 



itiv BUitss TO Jin. Tuoiiso;s. 






?^ir^?°«9i'"'" 



meifiliSaii''lii w c'llii™ -'Iu!^i;"utlii"io li»yg 
•'0, LOOAN iweetly didat tbou gUAe." l;a 

" " 'fhfll'" row™ '^ f "" "? """■' 

"Oil! UnrolieyondciprcBalonljlesl, 
>- I'd (eml DulnnDti a' Uic nlilil : 



r-cbttlr. I prodDccd t: 



UB. TIIOUSON T 



I AH eittremcly Borry, my aoud 
thing ihould happen to nnnbjifc y 

bv restorou. heaven knows. 



[avuand ndtb y^r ojibilau of Jt (nuikly and 

1 itull oerrnlnly elvo a nlaco lo (lifl uHiff yon 
WTO written lor tlio •■ Lhiater'i Wilo ;" It It quite 
liwhiuitlnE. rray, will you return the liiE ul 
ion«, with Bach nlri added to It ua yoa tlilui 
loibt to bo liKlHdtd. Tlio builntaB nowieua 
mtlrely an ^my«ll^ tlw .p?"'!™','',?']".. orlfl- 

itea'aonm 
JtrlyinowT 



fS^^^r''o^''^^b^i 



;pruBi how ninth I am obliged to yoii (Or tka 
thank», my Irioniaro a poor rttuTn lor 'what 
yonliuTO done: ib I iluill <>e tHneflled by the pub- 
Icailon, yon moat HUIer me to cnclme a Bmall 
lark 01 my gratitude, and to repeat It itrter' 

'. ror by heaven. II yen du. enr correipondenco 
^ yon, ft would mar tliB pubUcatloTi, wblohi 
;ideryonrauflplceB)Canuot(allto be roBpectabio 









R. BURNS TO 

Jiill/S,in& 

I have iHit flnlBhcd tlM tuUowbig ballad, and 
uldothlDk It ID my belt atylc, riiend It yon. 
Xc. Clarke, who vniis dmm the air Irom Hr>. 
Bam)*<woDd-matoitlU,"lBTei7fondof It; and 



I colebrily hg 
'onnv ladlv of the llnE ba 
LOt like tin air enoofh to live u a f 
eUecilDB, filaue tMom It. Hm ai 



9 olfbe'fii 



1M BURN!)' I'OETltAL WOllKa. 

'''"'niB'^li^nJnB of lh"(«fi;«olng !■ Mlii M— -, Ihem"^" : ^>™ " 

lUiiiEbter 10 &f r. U — -of D , uno of yonr An1>- "Tht* BdddIq Bracket LaasLe" cerUiliily de- 

■cribAn. I Jiara not painted h?r In tho rank urvoa i>bii«t Taraei, ami 1 tai^te joa wtUmalcU 

ctaaracCer of a conBuei, ' Mitiae t-'l^l." and uvaral ol t^ livelier ain. 

HO. SIX. wonliy ot bar cholctil'girU: bsildeiTloii'il 

UB. BUB!.-. TO Ml "OmOl,.^ SXJ^£^,Sj^™»& '^ ,E 

1 AHCiEyDd, mjdaar air, lliat fvd trplrlinrt quitir," ''l^rdOrDtforr/' And Uic like; for In the 

me wllb your fwcanloiypitrccL It dcgratun ma mjinncr tUc laliBTBrelrequantly saHHi J<fv muni 

saTontolaiestiiilaDi but u'taanyinDni trafllc Indeed, both tha aln and words are dlagolsol 

oltluitdclMiraiKlcnililorkiiiililiwearbythBt by Uie vertslow.lanBnld.nHlm-iilTicfngiKylelii 

T. -..J. .h. ^t ateiFn* of >Alclnl«/iiro foo^len purlonncS: {bey Ion 



Mianttl' la joat Buniir ehuaeler fn cene- yawiilDigl 

DMltT 0( BMillnwot uid hlde|>piiilence ol mind Tour Eallai 

wilLllnut.l«u{ouUlveanTo*hli>WDatii.wlilcli lair" i<i hIii 

tbe cold nnfcclTuK ore oin supply; *1 ICMl. 1 doubted ly ar 



Thank yon for my coiiy of ^ . 
IfOTcr did in; «yei DabMd. In any niiukial work. juq. thOUSOK 10 MT(. 



aadnLtnMy written ; ODly,yonr parllellLy Anfftut^iJ 

.1 *:• — — . — ^^^K. >.„';~™> f, IEt QpoD Sib.— _ _^ _ 



me. I iHTcr copy nrlui 1 wrtlo lo yon. to I ™imd epIsW Pray make my aoknovMt 

maybe often tanMogiciil,or,p«thBP»,contrHdlo menu to at. etepben lor the Umea i taU MbI 

ti^. ' ' i~ '1 admK tlw lulneaeofUacompMBt on mrM*- 

"^0 Flowcnol the Fortii" la charming ai a caie.eronnltBkta IKB^poMi^MloyMr 

poem; and abonia be, and mux lie. net In the jm tiurUfmbklk I pen u lt mon nia waa, 

noteii Imt, tiiouEb out otyour mlo. the three nlthotit Mcomliw oiactlywfeMlmTOVdb- 

■taniaa. beilnnlnE, ciuilaii mi ibib& Mlrauan o* pMBMt 

-IbaeacHiihD Bulling o' fonnne begnlllnB," thrnu^a iancl(m* mand. ■oqsalniul with tM 

arc worthy of a pldce, were it hat 1olnmH>na. ottered me a bet of tvroto one you wen Jast 

llzQ theanthor oltboni.whulaanoTdlaJly of my drowning care together; that an ompty bowl 

ocanalntance, and at Ibia moment llvlna In wnatheonlT thlmttbat tvoolddeenlynTrccLvdu, 

Edinburgh. She IB n Mrs. Cockbnm; 1 lorgct and tha oWrmatreryoo conid then alndylioS 

of what plaoe; bnt from BojthnrghJhlro. wEat »^'J^'^ ""nj """")■"'"■""'"'"'■'' "'"J'J"'' 

a clinrminit apoilrophe l> I jhailii glad lo ten yon give " Robin AdUr"' 

WhT, why torment n>— poor aona of a day!" an Engllah salt for a change, and Ton are wen 

The old ballnrt, " I wish 1 were whero Helen tnatotaed together. Robin's air la exHUent, 

o(V''n%oh™n°^™nol ranch Iftller.™!"" raaaanrs as ever poor PnmaHlBn wimt wM 

PlnkBnon, in his, wiat he calls. Aiident Baluds J^^fJ^*, « Sfngle elcBniKlun™» to bo nilw£ 

»o% WrfBilH), Ke" ths^ sef' II lafti'll of !S£l'"JHf S^lH^lSK .°'^*'?J'^M* IIS^ " 

kiB own IDtamolulDiia— but DO mauar "I>oirIltket«ni.I)avIe,"ao that thla moat a- 

In^w^e^n^liwi^to^oomiaiin- V^l» UBi iMy bo longer be eiclBded Iron 

hunted uotlctr IB tha miBiiIlDiB,^aw IM to ^^ AMM Mi made an InhnEUbla drawHf 

congnlDlBteyDnnaw.MiibiotherMtbeqntn. frtmyimi "*olmAiidor»ii,my Jo." whl^Iiu; 

YonhaTOrOH™H«(IyOTI-sh«nia«r BBdlnnie; {p *•" raravod, lut '™'*'"l^,™. to *• 

which will now be tried for aiei to coniD. bv hunsrm du> of aoDaa; yon will be qtdta 

Ibo lllnllrlDUB jnry a( the soicsanit Uiuqbters charmed with ItjjNumlwjPoa The old eonik 



wthst hofnll 

iiw inirlt bilorricTr oiid'atflfm. that your "groat Si^' "d mghta when tMy wore J 
gSnichlld will hold nf your Tolunle^ end wy. IJo drawing would do honotir to tl 



id sight; ami I am warilin^d by as to show that iufnny recoUecta the pleaun 



COnttESPONDESCE WITH MR. THOMSON. IW 

ilr, irlll roinomlier nn nnlortnnal* part or our Another lavonrlIe»lrul aiiuola. "Themuckiii 
■Mtij rrl«UI C.'n MtotT. wWch haprwiwd ntmot o Ooordlu > lijre. Wlien tami iiluw. wun bjl- 
llinsTCsn ago. Tbat aCTnck nijlancy ami I proMlon, [ haTowlihsa dial It lindnad lieltor 

" llad 1 k «te on aouw wua, OisUni nhore, ' 4c. .. ^^^„ wtpdlug Nit b I dM wander," *c. 
BjFttaw»r,llia>B imtwlthnnjoBlMlHIgh- 

nnnSi^n Ws mot6?"a'«nX([ Osollc ™g» WR. B0RS8 TO MR. TIIOMSOif. 

sg'.Sa^MrSKgi.M.r^^^ S?r£I^i^"SfSSroJ'?SS 



iball be blshl^^ pIciueiL 



Si 






^Srimw«l 



tlii"ln"EainBS'iT»B^t»l)le/wheni"l«'iiodern MiilIl2«fK,„'J!;Tr..f i i,.™—™.™! i .1,. 

BOntf flret iippeimd- the azielent naiiu: of (he jj^ „lr;.^^ ^.fiT^^t* » J_ - JST.^V. 7 

tnrtS AHnn iiBirii i« ^ Atiafi wntA>'*> nr i'M^ doian son^. With vrhlch 1 am delisted be vend 

liSre AniS'. ™iV imiiii'- •n^« i.« hi, ^/ esi>p™i«i- IhohiimiHiriuidlmicj-ol ■•Whi.ila 

talnlTlwm a liui of tire oOilna! Bonc^^ and III amt to job,iiw lafl," wlU nndor It 

" J^^ShSE" iLint ,hffl.i no. 1 !f S^rr. IS (oR of TmflniUon »nf fMlHif , »ndinrt«Wa«« 

.uuVlS™? mat momu iiot lilt ino cut Ql the ain (m whloU Uiey an SBad^d. "Hidla 

■" —"-J- luire on MdiawDd dTituu ibon," li ■ Mitklu 

" By Allan-stream [ ctiaoced to rovo." Ac and aOKIliif comnultlDn. Our Mwd, la frtUM 

Rr.mi «i«r- II 1.^ ™™^ .™^ si.nnH^n elorj It refartrmid K wtts a ixIUiif iMut. I 

ihinkT?i,^i,Vn™Lii!.,^.!.^^l»f ?«.T.Jfi^ »ssD«jo«. TiM ndu ve in wur fSnolw. I 

"J^.^n?;S^™'!.Sr.™';™ji'"?\L'?i,t°™™ will dBiema WUh tut fflBlD to ^lUHipoi- 

THiMalQUtlunlnBUUiOTtaretee. genlni, tuC^ and MmtfUlltx eilat In em iaiand. 

UodUessroDl WhUaUurann •SrautojinipltlaBirTlliIntlt 

iiihttoauaoiaiilla(o(*UANhVMnIIUTata 

,„ .„,„ askDlh«r,Ia ttmrlliutiniitrud tlUMi I 

HO. uiv. iinve nurdmed tha plMiant Pilar irlHi H nmr 

MB. BURNS TO MB. THOJISON. f™iiiii"iir°i!rnfwoIilT"*'»l?1h*'l!™i?lS^ 

Ii " Whlttla and ITI corns toToi^l^u'sl^i.e ™i JhDfhS,' Sh^I fi.'Jr ™,'.« 'iJ'^S!mL'"?.?'K 

oi your ain t 1 a.lmtre It mncn : and jeMerdar 2,hn wJi^lni- til™ ^ laniiuar to him 

mt U« loUowLng «!««• to It. Urtianl, whom "ho vrrltea lor tlieia. 

1 mot with here, begnd them ol jiw, ai he ^^ xxvit 

^k>akiwlIIinl)nrimcTlIerean^)aiwork.*I V^ I1LTIS3 TO MR. THOMSON. 

to him. The noiot lUe alrwtlohl had In my *™ri™'ln™ S^Jj?!! hwllf at r wr.ki' 



to ^0, my lad," So. nain? of peiar Pindar t« of greM Krvfce to 
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KO. XXXI. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

October^ 1783. 
Yora last letter, my dear Tbomson, was indeed 
laden with heavy news. Alas, poor Erskinc ! 
The rccollectiou that lie was a coadjutor in your 

fiabllcation has, till now, scared me from writ- 
ig to you, or turning my thoughts on compos- 
ing for you. 

I am pleased that yon are reconciled to the aii* 
of the •'Quaker's Wfte," though, by the bye, an 
old Highland gentleman, and a deep antiquarian, 
tells me It Is a Gaelic air, and known by the 
name of "Leigher 'm choss." The following 
Terses I hope will please yon, as an English song 
to tho air. 

*^ Thine ami, my faithful fair," &c. 



KO. XXXII. 

MR. BURNS TO lifR. THOilSON. 

ifay, 17d4. 
Mt Dsas Sib, — 

I return yon the plates, with which 1 am 
highly pleased ; I would hmnbly propose, instead 
of tho yonnker knitting stockin^^, to put a stock 
and horn into his hands. A friend of mine, who 
Is positively the ablest judge on the subject I 
hare ever met with, and though an unknown 
is yet a superior artist with the "Burin," is 
qoite charmed with Allan's manner: I got him a 
peep of the *' Gentle Shepherd," and he pro- 
nomioea Allan a most original artist of great 
excellence. 

For my part, I look on Mr. Allan's choosing 
my favonrlte i)oem for his subject to be one of 
the highest compliments I have ever received. 

I am quite vexed at Pleycl's being cooped up 
In France, as it will put nn entire stop to our 
work. Now, and for six or seven months, *' I 
shall be quite In song," as you shall see by and 
by. I Cot an air, pretty enough, composed by 
Lady Elisabeth Heron, of Heron, which £^e 
calls " The Banks of Cree." Crec is a beautiful 
romantic stream ; and as her ladyship is a par- 
ticular friend of mine,! have written the follow- 
ing song to it. 

" Here is the glen, and here the bouer." &c. 



NO. XXXIII. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

July, 1794. 
Is there no news yet of PK'yel ? Or is your work 
to bo at a dead stop until the allies set our 
modern Orpheus at liberty from the savage 
thraldom of democratic discords. Alas, tho day ! 
And woe's me ! That auspicious period, pregnant 

with the happiness of millions 

I have presented a copy of our songs to the 
daughter of a much- valued and much-honoured 
friend of mine, Mr. Graham of Flntry. I wrote, 
on the blank side of a title-page the following 
address to the young lady. 

"Here, where the Scottish muse immortal 
Irves," <Sbc. 



KG. XXXIV. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

30thAttgust, 1794. 
THB^Iast evening, as I was straying out and 
thinking of "O'er the hills and far awa ;" I spun 
the following stanza for it ; but whether my 
spinning will deserve to be laid up in store like 
the precious thread of the silk-worm, or brushed 
to the devil like the vile manufactures of the 
spider, I leave, my dear sir, to your usual candid 



criticism. I was pleased with several lines in it 
at lirst; but 1 own, that now, it appears rather 
a flimsy business. 

This is just a hasty sketch, until I see whether 
it be wortli a critique. Wc have many sailor 
sonprs; but, so far as I at i)resent recollect, they 
are mostly the effusions or the jovial sailor, not 
the wailihgs of his lovelorn mistress. I niunt 
here make one sweet excejitlon— " Sweet Annie 
frao tlie sea-beach came." Now for the song. 
" How can my poor heart bo glad," &c 

I give you leave to abuse this song, but do it in 
tho spirit of Christian meekness. 

KG. XXXV. 

MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURNS. 

Edinburgh^ lOth Sept., 1794. 
My Deab Sir.— 

You have anticipated my opinion of "On tho 
seas and far away ;" I do not think It one of your 
veiy happv productions, though it certainly con- 
tains stanzas that are worthy of ail acceptation. 

The second is the least to my liking, parti- 
cularly, "Bullets, spare my only joy.*^ Con- 
found the bullets. It might perhaps be objected 
to the third verse, "At the starless midnight 
hour," that It has too nmch grandeur of imagery, 
and that greater simplicity of thought would 
have better suited the character of a sailor's 
sweetheart. The tunc, it must be remembered, 
is of the brisk, cheerful kind. Upon the whole, 
therefore, in my humble opinion, the song would 
be better adapted to the tune, if it consisted only 
of tho first and last verses, with the choruses. 

KG. xxxvi. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

September, 1794. 
I SHALL withdraw my " On the seas and far 
awnv" altogether; It Is unequal, and unworthy 
of tlie work. Making a poem Is like begetting a 
son ; yon cannot know whether you have a wise 
man or a fool, nntil you produce him to tho 
world and try lilm. 

For that reason I send you the offspring of my 
brain, abortions and all ; and as such, pray look 
over them and forgive thorn, and bum them. I 
am flattered at your adopting " Ca' the yowes to 
the knowes," as it was owing to me that It ever 
saw the light. About seven years ago I was 
well acquainted with a wortliy little fellow of a 
clergyman, a Mr. Clunzie, who sung it charm- 
ingly ; and, at my request, Mr. Clarke took it 
down from his singing. When I gave It to John- 
son, I added some stanzas to the song, and 
mended others, but still it will not do for you. 
In a solitary stroll which I took to-day, I tried 
my hand on a few pastoral lines, following up 
the idea of tho chorus, which I would preserve. 
Here It is, with all its crudities and Imperfec- 
tions on its head. 

"Ca, the yowes to the knowes," <fec. 

I shall give you my opinion of your oilier 
newly adopted songs, my first scribbling fit. 



NO. xxxvii. 



MR. 



BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

September, 1794. 
Dg you know a blackguard Irlsli song, called 
" Onagh's Waterfall?" The air is charming, and 
I have often regretted the want of decent verses 
to it. It is too much, at least for my humble 
rustic muse, to expect that every effort of hers 
shall have merit; still I thlnkit Is better to have 
mediocre verses to a favonrlte air, than none at 
alL On this principle I have all along proceeded 
in the Scots Musical Museum, and as that pub- 
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D clear ror liavliiE ths " Bow tall." parilcB- 
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otlierwlset—abOBld nho "1st him In or not. 
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tHroina of the llttla piece. , , , 
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however, have sach a strange aspect, and are 
80 nnlike the sets which are sung by every per- 
son of taste, old or Touiig, in town or country, 
that we can scarcely recognise tlie features of 
oar Cavoaritea. By going to the oldest collections 
of oar masic, it does not follow that we find the 
melodies iu their original state. These melodies 
liad been preserved, wo know not how long, by 
oral commonicatlon, before being collected and 
tinted : and as diflerent persons sang the same 
ttr very differently, according to their accurate 
oroonfitsed recollection of it, so even supposing 
the first collectors to have possessed the indus- 
try, the taste and discernment to choose the best 
they could hear (which is far from certain^ still 
it mast evidently be a chance, whether the col- 
lections exhibit any of the melodies in the state 
they were first composed. In selecting the 
melodies for my own collection, I have been as 
mncli guided by the living as by the dead. 
Where these differed, I preferred the sets that 
appeared to me the most simple and beautiful, 
and the most generally approved: and, without 
meaning any compliment to my own capability 
of choosing, or speaking of the pains I have 
taken, I flatter myself that my sets will be found 
equally freed from vulgar errors on the one hand, 
and alloctcd graces on the other. 

KG. XL. 

MB. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

19th October, 1794. 
My Dkab Frixnd,— 
By this morning's post I have your list, and, 
in general, I higlily approve of it. I shull, at 
more iclsare, give yon a critique on the whole. 
Clarke goes to your town by to-day's fly, and I 
wish you would call on him and take his opinion 
in general : yon know his taste is a standard. 
He will return here again in a week or two, so 

f>lea8c do not miss asking for hiiu. One thing I 
lopo lie will do, persuado yon to adopt my fa- 
vourite, " Craigie-bum wood," in your selection : 
it is as great a favourite of his as of mine. The 
lady on whom it was made is one of the finest 
women in Scotland ; and, in fact (entre noiu). Is 
in a manner to me what Sterne's Eliza was to 
him— a mistress, a friend, or what jou will. In 
the guileless simplicity of Platonic love. (Now 
donit put any of your squinting constructions on 
this, or have any clishnmclalvcr about it among 
our acquaintances.) I assure you that to my 
lovely friend von are indebted for many of your 
best songs of mine. Do yon think that the 
sober, gin-horse routine of existence could in- 
spire a man with life, and love, and Joy— could 
Arc him with enthusiasm, or melt him with 
pathos, equal to the genius of your book?— Noi! 
no !— Whenever I want to be more than ordinary 
iu song— to be in some degree equal to your 
diviner airs,— do you imagine 1 fast and pray for 
the divine emanation? Tout au contrmrel I 
have a glorious recipe ; the very one that for his 
own use was invented by the divinity of healing 
and poetry, when first be piped to the flocks of 
Admctns. I put myself in a regimen of admiring 
a fine woman; in proportion to the adorability 
of her charms, in proportion yon are delighted 
with my verses. The lightning of her eye is the 
godhead of Parnassus, and the witchery of her 
smile the divinity of Helicon ! 

To deticend to business ; if you like my idea of 
" When she cam ben she bobbet," the following 
atanxas of mine, altered a little from what they 
were formerly when set to another air, ma}' per- 
haps do instead of worse stanzas. 

" O saw ye my dear, my Phely ?" &c. 

Now for a few miscellaneons remarks. The 
"Posle" (In the Museum) is my composition: the 
air was taken down from Mrs. Bums' voice. 
It is well known in the West Country, but the 
old words are trash. By the bye, take a look at 



the tune again, and tell me if you do not think it 
is the original from which '^Jtoslin Castle" Is 
composed. The second par^, in particuhir, for 
the first two ur three burs, is exactly tlic old air. 
" Strathallun's Lament" is mine; the music is 
by our right trusty and deservedly well-beloved 
Allan Mastorton. ** Donnocht-head," is not 
mine : I would give ten pounds it were. It ai>- 
pcared first in the Edinburgh Herald; and came 
to the editor of that paper with the Newcastle 
post-murk on it. "Whistle o'er the lave o't" is 
mine : the music said to be by a John Brace, a 
celebrated violin-pluyor in Dumfries, ubout tho 
l)eginning of this century. This, I know, Bruce, 
wtio was an honest man, though a red wud 
Ilighlandmau, constantly claimed it, and by all 
the old musical people ncre believed to be the 
author of It. 

'' Andrew and his cutty gun." Tlie song to 
which this is set in the JSilnscum is mine; and 
was composed on Miss Kuphuniia 3Iurruy, of 
LIntrosc, commonly and deservedly cuiled the 
Flower of Strut hmore. 

** How lang und dreary is the night." I met 
with some such words in a collection of songs 
somewliere, which I altered und enlarged ; and 
to please you and to suit your favourite ulr. I 
have taken u stride or tAvo across my room, and 
have arranged it anew, as you will find on the 
other page. 

" How lang and dreary is the night,*' &c. 

Tell me how you like this. I differ from your 
Idea of the expression of the tune. There Is. to 
me, a great deal of tenderness in it. Yon cannot, 
in my opinion, dispense with u bass to yonr 
addenda airs. A ludy of my acquaintance, a 
noted performer, plays and sings at the same 
time so charmingly, that I shall never bear to 
see any of her songs sent into tho world as 
nuked as Mr. Putsun has done in his London col- 
lection. 

Tliese English songs gravel me to death. I 
have not that command of the language that 1 
have of my native tongue. 1 have been at 
''Duncan Gray," to dress it In English, but all 
I can do is deplorably stupid. For instance :— 

** Let not woman e'er complain," &c 

Since the above, I have been out in the country 
taking a dinner with a friend, where I met with 
the lady whom I mentioned in the second page 
of this odds and ends of a letter. As usual, I got 
into song; and returning home, I composed the 
following:- 

" Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature," 

If you honour my verses by setting the olrto 
them. I will vamp up the old song, and make it 
English enough to be understood. 

1 enclose you a musical curiosity, an East In- 
dian air, which you would swear was a ScottlHh 
one. I know the authenticity of it, us the gentle- 
man who brought it over is a particular acquaint- 
ance of mine. Do preser^'c me the copy I send you, 
as it is the only one 1 have. Clarke has set u 
bass to it, and I intend putting it into the Musical 
Museum. Here follow the verses I intend for it : — 

" But lately seen in gladsome green," «fcc 

I would be obliged to yon if yon would procure 
me a sight of Ritson's collection of Engli.sh songs 
which you mention in your letter. I will thank 
you for another Information, and that asspeedllv 
as you please : whether this miserable drawling 
hotch-potch epistle has not completely tired you 
of my correspondence. 



NO. XLI 
MR. THOMSON TO 



MR. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, 27th October, 1794, 
I AM sensible, ray dear friend, that a genuine 
noQt can no more exist without his mistress than 
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his meat, r wish I knewtho adorable she. wljoso 
bright eyes anJ witching smiles Iiiiv<5 so often 
enrapture J the Scottish bard*, that I might 
drink her sweet health when the toust Is going 
ronud. " Cralgie-bnrn -wood" most certainly be 
adopted into my family, since she is the object of 
the song; but In the name of decency, 1 nuist 
beg a new cliorus verse from yon. " O to bo 
lying beyond thee, dearie," is perhaps a con- 
summation to be wished, but will not do for sing- 
ing In the company of ladles. The song In your 
last will do you lasting credit, and suit the 
respective airs charmingly. 1 am perfectly of your 
opinion with respect to the additional alrs«. The 
idea of sending them Into the world naked as 
they were bom was ungenerous. Tliey must all 
bo clothed and made decent by our friend Clarke. 

I find 1 am anticipated by the friendly Cunning- 
ham In sending you Kitson's Scottish collection. 
Permit me, therefore, to present you with his 
English collection, wliicii you will receive by the 
coach. 1 do not find his historical essay on 
Scottish song interesting. Your anecdotes and 
miscellaneous remarks will, I am sure, be much 
more so. Allan has just sketched a charming 
design from Maggie Lander. She Is dancing with 
Buch spirit as to electrify the piper, who seems 
almost dancing too, while he Is playing with the 
most exquisite glee. 

I am much Inclined to get a small copy, and to 
have it engraved in the style of Kitson » prints. 

1*.S.— Prav what do your anecdotes say con- 
cerning " Maggie Lauder V" was she a real per- 
sonage, and of what rank? Yon would surely 
"spier for her If you ca'd at Anstruther town." 



NO. xui. 

MK. BUKXS TO MK. TIIO^ISON. 

November, 1794. 
Many thanks to you, my dear sir, for your ])i-e- 
scnt: It is a book of the utmost Importance to 
me. 1 have yesterday begun my anecdotes, (fee, 
for your work. I Intend drawing It up In the 
form of a letter to you, which will save me from 
the tedious dull business of systematic arrange- 
ment. Indeed, as all I have to say consists of 
unconnected remarks, anecdotes, scraps, old 
songs, &c., It would be impossible to give tlie 
work a beginning, a middle, and an end : which 
the critics insist to be absolutely necessary in a 
work. In my last, I told you my objections to tiie 
song you had selected for my lodging is on the 
cold gi'ound. On my visit the other day to my 
fair Ohlorls (that Is the name of the lovely 
goddess of my Inspiration), she suggested an idea, 
w^hich I, in my return from the visit, wrought 
Inlt) the following song— 

"My Chlorls, mark how green the groves." &c. 

How do you like the simplicity and tondcniess 
of this pastoral ? I think It prettv well. 

I like yon for entering so candidly and so kindly 
into the story of ma mere amie. I assure you, i 
was never more earnest In my life, tlian In the 
account of that affair which I sent you In my 
last.— Conjugal love Is a passion which 1 deeply 
feel and highly venerate ; but somehow, it does 
not make such a figure in poesy as that other 
species of the passion. 

Where love is liberty and nature law. 

Musically speaking, the first Is an instrument of 
which the gamut is scanty and confined, but the 
tones inexpressibly sweet; while the last has 
power equal to all the Intellectual modulations 
of the human soul. Still, I am a very poet in 
my enthusiasm of the passion. The welfare and 
happiness of the beloved object is the first and 
Inviolate sentiment that pervades my soul; and 
whatever pleasures I might wish for, or what- 
ever might bo the raptures they would give 
ine,xet, if they IntQitere with the first principle. 



I it is having these pleasures at a dishonest price ; 
and justice forbids, and generosity disdains, lo 
purchase ! 

Despairing of my own powcra to give yon 
variety enough in Knglish songs, I have beq^i 
turning over old collections to pick out songs of 
which the measure is something similar to what 
I want: and, with a little alteration, so as to 
suit the rhyme of the air exactly, to give you 
them for your work. Where tKe songs have 
hitherto been but little noticed, nor have ever 
been set to music, I think the shift a fair one. A 
song] which, under the same first verse, yon will 
find In Kniusay's " Tea-table Miscellany,'^' I have 
cut down for an English dress to your "Dainty 
Davie," as follows— 

''It was the charming month of jVIay," &c 

You may think meanly of this, but take a look 
at the bombast original, and you will bo sur- 
prised tluit I have made so much of it. I have 
finished my song to "liothlemurchle's rant:" 
and you have Clarke to consult as to the set of 
the air for singing. 

"Lassie wi' the lint-white locks," Ac. 

This ])]cce has at least tho merit of being a 
regular pastoral: the vernal morn, the summer 
noon, the autumnal evening, and tho winter 
night, arc regularly rounded. If yon like It, tcU; 
if not, I will Insert It in tlic Museum. 

I am out of temper that you should set .so 
sweet, so tender an air, as, " Dell tak the wars." 
to the foolish old verses. You talk of the siiliuess 
of *• Saw ye my Father ;*' by heavens, the odds an' 
gold to brass! Besides, the old song, though now 
pretty well modernized into the Scottish Inu- 
gnago, is, originally, and in the early editions. .i 
bungling low imitation of the Scottish manner, 
by that genius, Tom D'Urfey ; so has no preten- 
sions to bo a Scottish production. There is a 
pretty English song, by Sheridan, in the 
"Duenna," to this air, which Is out of siglit 
superior to D'Urfey's. It begins 

"When sable night each drooping plant re- 
storing." 

Tlie air, If I understand the expression of it pro- 
perlv, is the very native language of simpiicitr, 
tenJomesR and love. I have again gone ovcruiy 
song to the tune as follows. 

Now for my English song to "Nancy's to the 
GrG^n^wood dec 

There Is an air, "The Caledonian Hnnfa 
delight." to which I wrote, a song that you will 
find in Johnson. ** Ye banks and braes o boimle 
Doon :" this, sir, I think, might find a place 
among your hundred, as Lear says of nigbts. 
Do yon know the history of the air 7 It Ls canons 
enough. A good many years ago. Mr. James 
Miller, writer in your town, a gentleman whom 
possibly you know, was in company with oar 
our friend Clarke ; andtalkingof Scottish mnnic, 
Miller expressed an ardent ambition to be able to 
compose a Scots air. ' Mr. Clarke, partly byway 
of joKO, told him to keep to the black keys of the 
harpischord, and preserve some kind of rhythm; 
and he would Infallibly compose a Scots air. Cer- 
tain it is, that in a few days, Mr. Miller prodnccd 
tho rudiments of an air, which Mr. Clarke, with 
some touches and corrections, fashioned into the 
tune in question. Ritson, you know, has the 
same story of the " black keys ;" but this ac- 
count, whfch 1 have Just given you, Mr. Clarke 
Informed me of several years ago. Now, to 
to show you how difficult it is to truce the origin 
or our airs, I have heard It repeatedly asserted 
that this was an Irish air; nay, 1 met with an 
Irish gentleman who affirmed that he had heanl 
it in Ireland among the old women ; while, on 
the other hand, a countess informed me that the 
first person who introduced the air into this 
country was a baronet's lady of her acqoain- 
tance. who took down the note» from an itlnervit 



CORRESPONDENCE WITH MR. THOMSON. 



piper In the Isle of Man. How diftlcalt then to 
ascertftln the truth respecting onr poesy and 
mnsic I I, myself, have lately seen a conpic of 
ballads sang through the streets of Dumfries, 
with my name at the head of them us the author, 
though it was the first time I had over seen 
them. 

I thank yon for admitting " Cralgie-burn 
wood;" and I shall take care to furnish you -with 
a new chorus. In fact, the chorus was not my 
work, but a part of some old verses to the air. If 
I catch myself in a more than ordinarily pro- 
pitious moment, I shall write a new " Craigio- 
bnm wood" altogether. My heart Is much In the 
theme. 

I am ashamed, my dear fellow, to make the 
request; 'tis dunning your generosity; but in a 
moment when I had forgotten whetlior I was 
rich or poor, I promised Chloris a copy of your 
songs. It wrings my honest prido to write you 
this ; bat an ungracious regacst is doubly so, by 
a tedious apology. To make you some amends 
as soon as 1 have extracted the necos'sary infor- 
mation out of them, I will rctuni you liitson's 
volumes. 

The lady is not a little proud that she is to 
make so distinguished a ngare in yuur collec- 
tion, and I am not a little proud that 1 liave it in 
my power to please her so much. Luclcy it Is 
for your patience that my paper is done for when 
I am in a scribbling humour. I know not when 
to give over. 



NO, XLIII. 

MIL THOMSON TO MR. BURNS. 

15/A November^ 1704. 
My Good Sib,— 

8inco receiving your last, I have had another 
interview with Air. Clarlic, and a long consulta- 
tion. He thhiks the '' Caledonian Hunt" Is more 
bacchanalian than amorous in its nature, and 
recommends it to you to match the air accord- 
ingly. Pray did it ever occur to you how pecu- 
liarly well the Scottish airs are adopted for 
verses, in the form of a dialogue? The first part 
of the air is geueraliy low, and suited for a man's 
voice, and the second part, in many instances, 
cannot be sung at concert-pitch, but by a female 
voice. A song thus performed makes an agree- 
able variety, but few of ours are written in this 
form : I wish you would think of it in some of 
those that remain. The only one of the kind yon 
have sent me is admirable, and will bo a uni- 
versal favourite. 

The verses for "Bothiomnrchie" are so sweetly 
pastoral, and your serenade to Chloris, for '* Deil 
tak the wars," so passionately tender, that I 
have sung mj'self into ruptures with them. 
Your song for **My lodging is on the cold 
groimd" Is likewise a diamond of the first water ; 
I am quite dazzled and deliprhted by it. Some of 
year Chlorlses, I suppose, have flaxen hnir, from 
your partiality for this colour ; else we difTer 
about it ; for l should scarcely conceive a woninn 
to be a beauty, on reading that she had lint- 
white-locks I 

•* Farewell thon stream that winding flows," I 
think excellent, but it is much too serious to 
c(Hne after "Nancy;" at least, it would seem an 
incongruity to provide the same air with merrv 
Scottish and melancholy En^jrlish verses ! Tlic 
more that the tw«> sets of verses resemble each 
other in their general character, the better. 
Those yon have inanufactured for " Dainty 
Davie" will answer charmingly. I am happy to 
find yon have begun your anecdotes. I care not 
how long they be, for it Is impossible that any- 
thing from your pen can be tedious. Let luo lic- 
seecn von to ase no ceremony in telling me when 
jrou wish to present any of your friends with the 
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songs: the next carrier will bring you three 
copies, and you are as welcome to twenty as to a 
pinch of suulT. 



NO. XLIV. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

lO^A November, 17M. 
Yoc see, my dear sir, what a punctual corre- 
spondent I am ; though indeed you may thank 
yourself fur the tedium of my letters as you have 
so flattered mo on my horsemanship witli my 
favourite hobby, and nave praised tno grace uf 
his ambling so much, that I am scarcely ever off 
his back. For histance, this morning, though a 
keen blowing frost, hi my walk before breakfast, 
I finished .my duet .which you were pleased to 
praise so mucli. Whether Iluive uniformly suc- 
ceeded, I will not suy ; but hero it is for you, 
though it is not an hour old. 

"0 Phllly, happy be that day," &c. 

Tell me honestly how you like it : and point out 
whatever you think faulty. 

I am much pleased with your idea of singing 
our songs in alternate stanzas, and regret that 
you did not liint it to me sooner. In those that 
remain, I shall have it in my eve. I remember 
your objections to the name. Pliilly ; but it is the 
common abbrevhition of Phillis. Sally, the only 
name that suits, has, to my ear, a vulgarity 
about it which unfits it for anything but bur- 
lesque. The legion of Scottish poetasters of the 
day, whom your brother editor, Mr. Ritson, 
ranks with me, as my coevals, has always mis- 
taken vulgarity for simplicity ; whereas simpli- 
city Is as much elotgnee from vulgarity, on tlio 
one liand, as from affected point and puerile con- 
ceit, on tlic other. 

I agree with you as to the air, *'Cragie-burn 
wood," that a chorus would in some degree spoil 
the effect, and shall certainly have none in my 
jirojected song t(» it. It is not, however, a case 
m point with ''Rothiemurchie;" there, as in 
" Roy's Wife of Aldivalloch," a clioms goes 
to my taste well enough. As to the chorus 
gohig first, that is the case witli •• Roy's Wife," 
as well as '' Kothlemurchie." In fact, in the 
first part of both tunes, the rhyme is so peculiar 
and irregular, and on tliat irregularity depends 
so much of their beauty, that we must e'en take 
them with ail their wildness, and humour the 
verse accordingly. Leaving' out the starting note, 
in both tunes, lias, I think, an effect that no 
regularity could counterbalance the want of. 

O Roy's wife of Aldivalloch. 
O lassie wi' the lint-white locks. 

Try and compare tcith 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch. 
Ltissic wi' the llnt-whlte locks. 

Does not the tameness of the prefixed syllable 
strike you? In the last case, with the true furore 
of genius, you strike nt once into the wild origi- 
nality of the air; wliereas, in tlie first insipid 
method, it is like the grating-screw of the pins 
before the fiddle is brought into tune. This is 
my taste ; if I'm wrong, 1 beg pardon of the cog- 
nosceittU 

'-" The Caledonian Hunt " is so charming, that 
it would make any subject in a song go down: 
but pathosis certainly its native tongue. .Scottish 
Bacchanalians we certainly want, though the 
few we have are excellent. For instance, 
"Todlin hame"is, for wit and humour, an un- 
poralleled composition: and "Andro and his 
cutty gun " is the work of a master. By the way, 
are yon not quite vexed to think that those men 
of genius, for such they certainly were, who 
coinpo'<ed onr fine Scottish lyrics, should be un- 
known! It has given me mau^ w VA»,rv,'^<!XN?s.v 



BURKS' rOETECAL WORKS. 



since jTHterflny's penonnrtlfi, I bme (nimtrt fu^^'^^t'or"tiiM'»""^» lo n^'iS*' 

cunTBM"(^senUuwntw"lbtb^ii^fu>i!!^ * nz'd, gbe reMn'd Uk« s ma." The tbrea 

lurre iMna.m.Buum.jii"i.o ncowi u.u. iineriimDaaiiUBlr (gOowiw •»• oo doubt Mum 

■'CatuithoaleiTsmaihiig.iiiyKaty?" Ac. IiuphhItb on tta« tMdo^ iMUim: batmn 

Well' 1 think tbl>. to be done Intno or ihree iha pilnier 10 Ax m tlwn, (ban Tooll obaem 

SSii,^. ?!liJSf™ .iT„S?i!?™^h™ ™ ?!i "hejiiiBSii, ana utan, ud loirtiit pait of Ita 

I .SiL.HIirSrj J.VlB^r vITJil^'. li^S? coBntryiaallT. IdoaUnnidillltwaieuiHi 

■nxuk tba hom, antU It ba hata by fiio (hicfcor S.^SJnw^S™ i>SSte3 ™rt ImmS ..( .oir 






tli^-booa: andlMtlj, anHkeDneti ?l. 
It and noubad lHa that which yon £ 



'l^Stt ttS™Dere«l^o?TtaS,i^: WR. BURSS TO Mlt THOMSOS. 



blowing tt rijrtitly ! lor w« can ouke Utile om of arrirj ' At 

It. It Mr. AFliinchoiMM.l will «udblinii Bight """i": 

■njl'Mr.IijinwIo'Dj'tho o"nlT"iin'ldeand™l j „^ [j^ „ ,^ ■ boweror" b"3Wmt 






fireat critic, Al 



with to mneli nmnasr, that it cAaaaa lo ba Ikk^ but iDerelV by way o( viveJa baaatftte: iv 

wonderTn],!! f tiaveaninfllFmeafflyenniyaelilhfl (ho piece li not tvally poetry. How tvUl tka 

rindd]iiK"ihallGaTraLD^iDakQi)i]oof ny (amllT _a ,,f,,, 

ol ifili cait, when yon flnd yonricU fti Booil .ErfuidBrff*, SOI* Joi. im 

iKan thoM ot ths aniDrom llnd, ol which wo 1 itiant; yon heartily (or " Knnnle'a awa," " 

"m^iw«((aiJo^»ipoWeo( glTliBtlK proper oowaly paji. YoqrpbMiT^iloBoii tfto liipwla 



u/delJ«liUDl lonn Toa lixe Hut mi. Ym 
■bcwllr tM Uicluiled In Dy IWt. 



UB. SUBKS TO MB. TII0U3OX. 

SnivtBta*! I'A Atniorr, ITW. 
Mr SuK Tamaot,— 

Ok cannot ImTS ui; Uo* ot IhB pndlcnmpnt 
* Ke mper^Uor tin whteh apicltr I luv« 
B, wlckcd^UUIe TtOiic. 1 hiiTa (one lornrd. 

— --"- --i")KSi 

rjsK' ■ "" 



dio "cui buck The mtt 



rtH culpit. In tamii Oaa wonlil hiin in- 
lud lUa itaig Bgonliii nf > xm, niMI«r the 

tTAceooiiLoxceedlnvBDWlGoniMiiy. Id fact, 
uv« beaa [n HdllemmB, eltbertavat drank, 

«l*rcoomnlciltniiiTet«iT;llionBlit,wor«,«nd 
ed), I. nfliroerllvhnvaiAoHn llie Itmt. aud 



HH. «II0U3O^' T 



ihUt- Yon luia diifliyad nut iiMrMa In, 
B aBora HHif. Her aniiwai U twallCTt. aiHl 

Ihc aamo tfina takai awiiT tba ndallcsOT tbav 
tiarwlH iciHild hava sti*clHd to Mi on- 



Ml). Tnousou TO MR. nCRNs. 

ban I lu. In IuiUcd Io tlio iiiBenlouii and. 
Htby arUK. Ibat ths deUcn and cxHsulioniif 
ate Uottsri Sstnrdar Mitif l>. I- — 

Ulli'i iwndl. 1 iballba (riaronilTillwpii 
Ton ua not iiiill* giMMva utta It 



MIL TilOMsON, m 

'ngf"Mk»''*oii''a■.''(a/a"'f'S>n*^em'''l!i^ 
"— Buma flnda fuu oat amung ma Hiumi. 

.. ...a wuod-Iurlc." yonr eleKSOi "Pane^rlD uli 
'■thlurlH^lllnau." ^ery're^eatra penual v( 
Itaeie giwh Dcvi dcllgbt. TIid otbar «»( tii 
"LaAdto. Ua near loo." tliontili noi equil to 



Jiown II ID two or Ihiea JdiIiri of tho Orst 
ibiniimi hers, nnd ihr>y nil bctm Willi ma la 
ilualngll u m flcvbniia prodaeUon. Mjphli 
a "ue Kcnfifieckto, tbal Iba Tarj Jolneraan- 
iroDtlco vlinin Mn. Bnmi omploreil to Mt*1i 
If Ha panelfl inu ont of loim lliM day) know 
t II dacB. Mr Diont cratDfnl comglnMiH to 

^Tncldcncali/tHat^ituiVlireDnVfrlioli^^nK 
lie Kii.i.lDnH iiiitra].! on llK. tiif> l«n. I. ilio 

ni'rtUril'^illJS py'VnVlWft illj-'ionlS"! I™ww 



Mlt. THOIISOS TO JFR. BURNS. 

ISlh Mat, irai. 

Tli"c"au™"4Bl!oNa'iice oVyom Ltllo fSlow; 
whiHO pronilhlng dlajHultlDn apwafal u> very 
uirly. and inEEsiiM wham ho tbDiild In nanipd 
iiiAt'pcr™!, wliols n nrod)gr oriMralng and 

lupfiy Id And yon nn In ancli a hlirJi fit of 

of ■' n-Mlani niKl UarEMnit," and la to ilTe It to 

ui«, tu tie euralled omunt Ilia elect 
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UrnXS' POETICAL WORKS. 



NO. MV. 



MR. BURNS TO ,MR. THOMSOX. 



Ik "Wlilstle and 111 coinc to ye, invlnd," the 
itenitlun of that line is tiresome to uiy ear. 
llurc goes what I think is uu Improvement. 

O whistle and I'll como to ye, my l.id; 

O whistle and I'll coni<; tu ye, my Ltd ; 

Tlio' father and mother, and a* should gao mad, 

Tliy Jeany will venture wi' yo, my lad. 

In fact, a fair damo at whoso, shrhic I, the 
priest of the Nine, offer up the incrnso of Par- 
nassus; a dame whom tlic O races have attired 
in witchcraft, and whom tht) Loves have armed 
with lightning, a Kair One, herself the heroine 
of the song, insists on tliu amendment ; and dis- 
pute her commands if you dare ! 

Song. 
" O this Is no my ain lassie," &c. 



MR. 



KO. LV. 

THOMSON TO MK. BURNS. 



Edinburgh^ Awj. Hi'd, 1705. 
Dear Sir,— 
This will be delivered t<? you by a Dr. Brian- 
ton, who has read your works, and pants for tiie 
hononr of your acquaintance. 1 do not know 
the gentleman, butjils friend who applied to me 
for this introduction, being an excellent young 
man, I Imve no doubt lie is worthy of all accep- 
tation. 

My eyes liave just been gladdened, and my 
mind feasted, with your last packet— full of plea- 
sant things indeed. Wliat an Imagination Is 
Jours ! It Is superfluous to tell you that I am dc- 
ghted with all the three songs, as well as your 
elegant and tender verses to Chlorls. 

I am sorry yon should bo induced to alter " O 
whistle ana I'll como to ye, my lad," to the 

1»rosalc line, "Thy Joany.wUl venture wI' ye, my 
ad.'* I must be pennitted to say, that I do not 
think the latter cither reads or sings as well as 
the former. I wish, therefore, you would In my 
name petition the charming Joany, whoever she 
be, to lot the lino remain unaltered. 



NO. LVI. 
MU. BURNS TO MR. TIIO-MSON. 

February. 1796. 

AL^T thanks, my door sir, for j-our handsome, 
elegant present, to Mrs. B , and for my re- 
maining volume of P. Pindar. Peter is a de- 
lightful fellow, and a first favourite of mine. I 
am much pleased w^itii your idea of publisliing a 
collection of our songs in octavo with etchings. 
I am extremely willing to lend every assistance 
in my power. Tlie Irish airs I shall cheerfully 
undertake the task of finding verses for. 

I have already, you know, equipped three with 
words, and the other day t strung up a kind of 
rhapsody to another Hibernian melody, which I 
admire much. 

" Awa wl' your witchcraft o' beauty's alarms," 
<fec. 

If this will do, you have now four of my Irish 
engagement, lii my l)y-pa'*t songs, 1 dislike one 
thing: the name Chloris— I meant It as the fic- 
titious name of a certain lady; but, on second 
thonghts, it la a high Incongruity tohavea Greek 
appellation to a Scottish pastoral ballad —Of 
tbb, and some things else, in mynext : I have 
more amendments to propose.— What yon once 
mentioned of " flaxen locks" Is Inst : they cannot 
enter into an elegant description of beaaty.— Of 
tJUa sUao MguJn.—GoA bless yon I 



NO. L\nr. 



MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURXS. 

April, 1706. 
YouK " Hey for a lass wi' a tocher'^ is a most 
excellent song, and with yon the subject is some' 
thing new indeed. It is the first time I have 
seen yuu debasing the god of soft desire into an 
amateur of acres and .guineas. 

I am happy to find you approve of my proposed 
octavo edition. Allan has ueslgued and etched 
about twenty plates, and I am to have niv 
clioico of them for that work. Independentlv of 
the Hogarthlan hamour with which they abound, 
they exhibit the character and costume of the 
Scottish peasantry with inimitable felicity. In 
this respect, he himself says, they will far ex- 
ceed the acquatlnta plates he did for the 
" Gentle Shepherd," because. In the etching, he 
sees clearly what he is dobig, but not so with 
the acquatlnta, which ho could not manage to 
his mind. 

Tlie Dutch boors of Ohtado are scArcely more 
characteristic and natural thou the Scottish 
fl£[ares in those etchings. 

KO. LVIir. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

Aprtl, 1796. 
Alas, my dear Thomson, 1 fear it will be souie 
time ere i tune my lyre again! *'By Babel's 
streams I have sat anu wept" almost ever since 
I wrote you last ; I havo only known existeucc 
by the pressure of the heavy hand of sickness: 
and have counted time by tne repercussions of 
pain! Rheumatism, cold, and fever, hare 
formed to mo a terrible combination ! I close 
my eyes in misery, and open them without hope. 
I look on the vernal day, and say with poor 
Forgusson— 

Say wherefore has an indulgent heaven. 
Light to the comfortless and wretched given ? 
This will bo delivered to you bv a Mrs. IIvs- 
lop, landlady of the " Globe "^tavern here, whk-U 
for these many years has boon my howf, nud 
where our friend Clarke and I have had manr a 
merry squeeze. I am highly delighted with .Vlr. 
Allan's etchings. '• Woo*d and married and a'." 
is admirable ! Tlio gi*onping is beyond all praise. 
The expression of the figures, conformable to 
the story In the ballad, is absolutely faalUos 
perfection. 1 next admire *' Tomimspike." 
What I Uke least is, "Jennie said to Jockic." 
Besides the female being in her appearance 
... if yon take her stooping into account, fhe 
is at least two inches taller than her lover. Poor 
CleghomI I sincerely sympi^thise with him! 
Happy I am to think ho has "a well-grounded 
hope of health and enjoyment In this world. A j 
for me— but that is a . . . subject. 

NO. LIX. 

MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURNS. 

4tb May, 1796. 
I NEED not tell you, my good sir, what concr m 
the receipt of your last gave me, and how mucli 
I sympathise in your sufferings. Bat do nut. I 
beseech yon, give yourself up. to despondencv, 
nor speak the language of despair. The vigofir 
of your constitution, l trust, will soon set vouon 
your feet again ; and then, it is to be hoped, v^a 
will see the wisdom and the necessity u tak'io^ 
care of a life so valnablo to your familv, to 
your friends, and to the world. 

Trusting that yonr next wlU bring agreeable 
accounts of yonr convalescence, arid retumintt 
good spirits, I remain, with sincere reganL 
yours. 

P. 8.— Mrs. Hyslop, Idonbt not, dellyered tlie 
gold seal to yoa in good condition. 



coiii:esfoxdekc£ 
mr, oukss to 31b. th0m$o>~. 

Mr Diui SIB,- ' 

It. 1 hire Inst beon irring lu >nll Hi*!!!; 
l!?atleaUonoHM!uo*^?"havciiilybci 



man luir-tKiar lo apefii] wLtb him, I itun 
iMi of I)ie Miigt I la™ nm ydo, und I h>TO 
jm a tuKy lo nTleir tbem all, ind poaiilUj 

aJSSi lelin^ I vUl think''Tini tot ei&et Oa 
(ImIi or aW»t. I hnl ruber ba tbs intbor 
nve well-wrttlcD aangs thmi of ten other- 
!«. 1 hava enal bonca that the s™ial in^ 

ilth. I hnvc DOW reaiODto b«U«va that mj' 
DoLatst IB a BtIuit 80°t : a tti buslReii I 



r cooipeli nH to Implun 



iiiD rtviiiK, hB< comDHiKed a I^^oces^ and wU 
jiitslublyimtnMluta noL 1)0, (at tiod ■ sak*. 
Kod ma f hat aum, ad that Iv ratntn at paMT 
Forgive Dw ilila eaimaliiaH, bat the ban«n ol 
a BUI hare made me hall-ate«cte<[. idODOt 
■Ik all Ibl) natallanilrj Idr, dpoa ntanlnn 
health. I hereby pKMOlaD and engag* lo iDmliS 

ffi1i!,"'F"relv8, low'i me'i' 

" FnlrcBt nmld on DOTOn builLs," 



MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURNS, 
Mr I>siu I4IH.— 14IA Julj/.lTtt, 

S\et ilnoE I melTsd yorr melanohalv letter 
At rs. Hflaop, 1 have been mmlnatlnf Inwbat 
inner 1 cmud andeaTouT to alleviate j«ir 
"-Tlnga. Again and ngr"" ' "■ — " "* " 
ilatT oSar, Imt Um n 



emniaiT oSar, Imt llM recollectlaa ut one of 
oar Uilara on Hili aaUeet, and the lenr ol 
Bendhis roar IndapandenI aplrll. eludked mr 
eaolntUHL 1 taank yoo. hearLlI^, therefore, for 

nat pleainre cndoie n drall for the tmj 
iropowd Hniling. WoiUil I wen the 
Chancellor ol the Excheqner but fw one daj, 

i*nu', IDT Rood A[r, li It not luailble for yod to 
mnsierovoliiuwDtpoetn'T U too moeh troobla 
' 1 j-oD lu the Dreamt )Ut« at joar health, loine 
terary Mend mlcU be loiua bera, who woald 
)leet end amnge tnn tow manaaerlpta, and 
ikeopaablmllMtukofSW. Inthaniean- 
•ns II ennid be advartlMd to be pabllabed by 
Think of Iblib my dear Boma, and 



Inely. I am happy tu see yoa C4ii itiU ta 



APPENDIX. 






, * Ulna," (which iri 
"Thsdeatb wiil 1I7J 



: haO, inrllyb]' wnjr of tr^lc, TifluiiiVii 

lor ia,tc mM-dsj-, wfieii Hogh Wil>on, 11 cnriom- 
KoUnc, awkirara bar, did In plildlnc. came 10 
na, wHh macta iuixla» In his ha. irith the in- 
lormMliin tlwt tka em had ntanirtM bmall In 
llulMh*r.«»dWMlflulii ihtdlKb. Babait 
WB> DUMB tieklad wllK Hoghao*) ■opauiuMt 
■nd TWBturei on tho oficafllon. Poor lulUe mr 

ploaith In Ita erenlnc, ho repealed tome bor 
■lenlli anil d;lu[ words prell)' mudi In Ihe war 
_ Among ihe eartiul ol hla poems was U>* 

wltboata regnlarplon. When luijthliig nude 

■ iimnc IropreMlon on hln mind, so ai to raau ii 

10 poetic aiertlDn, he would glTS' 

mbe, mid Bmhodr tho ihoiigGt In 

hit on two or thm iianiaa to p 

woald thni Ihlnli ot pnqiaTln'- 

■cetlng, (Dd iwnchuUiiE Rui 



SJlftnt'i 



l.'S'S 



be well ncalTBd lir MOpla of tiulo; thu 1' 
thotuht II at lean cnMLlI not awiciiur, tomanr' 
ol Altai Bamiu'tcidiiilw, and tfmt iha metttcll 
Ihaie, and mncn other Scotch iwcl!7,K«mea to 
GonaM prlndpallT In tho knock of thoazpna- 
don— hat henL thare wna a strain ol tnleratUnf < 
leninnaNt. and the Mcotilclim ol the lannan 
Baarcelv iceined affected, but appeared to be toe 
liatnTal lan^uuffe of tbe poet; tliol, beildea. 



^tttam^ 



butaatliliiHaiiaaocdednaiH 

lnahowltwonUUlM,tlNMi „ 

Itma.ItUDk.lBthairlnta' toUowlBftaiwa 
WBI« aains logathor with caita lOr ooal totb* 
family lira <knil I soald j«t pohlt ant the par- 

Ilmlnr ■Ht),lbU UM aathnT fltlt »»"•-' '^^ 




ot a >hap^Ull pitMad, at llii 

o*adoiicln> Ua owm Incapa- 

cliy, ha had adrartlKd, than> Advlea woaU M 
Eircn In oDonoa dlaordan at tha iboj, natli. 
hoboR waa at a maaaiMBsaUua, In IkHMlM, 
whan tha " Domtnlc " nnlortilluttelT nnida tee 
oMantathnaOiphir of lUmidkiil akll. Ai 
henaited Intba BTanlni tram tlila Dlitnrail 
pednittT and pbrils, u Uis place whin w 
^— — "^■ddDMOPSwItb Death, DM ol tkw 



!lift«>l3enia, Tho "Epinle to JohaLapnlt' 

^ l£o unlhol. He lan in that poem, "On 
faBten e^ett ho had a rocUn. ^ 1 beuoTe lie bis 
imltted tha word rocXlna bi tho idooaarj. ii h 
I tonu derlnd Ironi tbOH DTlnltlT* tJBA 
rhan the oounttj-wonMn anniliirad tbeb wn 
loan in winning on tha rock, or dtuaS, Tbb 



.. lUflttad to Ih 

tnelghboBr^luHuo; henco the phrai 
■■roiilncorwUhlbanKk. Aal:hf 1 



hr boaom lauL'^waa unng, a 

f wrote hlg fltst apledo loLaiinui; > 

tntha "MoasoaudJIonntaln Daisy- wercw 

Ihe iiarlloalu ipoE where Hcb was nrnpo' 



IloWIne llio JiiouBli wiw n (avoorlli 
with Noben fur puetic cumpMliLoiLH, 
of hLslKitverMa wfin produced wblt 

dDC«cl IDr ttvj pur^uae of bringlD? (or 
iDDTtlfjIug pklurij or iiuinrtn lire, tl 



to nnrUct|iate, irt 
oMher wbgn tho in 

Sondu atienMKm* ,. 

llBKifatka l«lioarla( put «i 

uMi enjQTBd mib SbiUIhi il 

ntnttoMBlhalrliymlMr alnMEnl. Ilwul 
OMOltbtMwnkithMI lint hiailH pleuu 



HatartuRli 
orhBBrOBD 
(hefrulRr^ 

ibraiigbni; m 
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Hi i^nl ud refliwd Iu>« ol Mr. Jtoicoo, 

tbUpMia, MttMawfthDHliillKiHteciton. Fer- 
iinMiii,lii Ml "HiDoirlUT" of Edinbmnh, I 
EBIIe*«,iniawlnlQnl>lwdablnt(iniwlttkiuid 
pUnoTtba "Htdirilr." TluhiRleilKenailH 
poet than dacclDa wh oftan a tuvonrHs Sold 
of liuolHarTAtlon,iiudi1utiiioet of HioliKldontii 
bo inenUoRi hiul wtnalljr pinni befncahla oroi. 
II |g aomelr mcetury lo mcHtlDii. ihu (he 

suHce In lih murlmniliil hMorr, vhliA 1 
hoTO mentlutwd In lur Ictlar lo tin. Dnnlot), 
■flar Iho flnt dinnictlon of bM iMllnra bud o 
lllile Buinlilcd. "llieTnleoC Tnlinn" wm 
emupoiKd lUICT Ilie nmlntlon of puMMilns hb 
neu'Vliiken. Ko' — ' •— ' •.-■'.■•— ...iXi. ■.. 
call«l£ira(*. tbil 

"(VtWiduitii! 






uch tunnoitilllT as ho conid beuaiT noon ■>!• 
uM Iriend ZuM, and ihM tao bud ■ rtnAmbtd 
tolBtraauo •ooMililBR Mlft Iha book andor iiic 
lltlaol ■'MUuiHitotbamnwrrolaqiiailntped 
filMidi''bM tbli plan wugiTi9i an £r Ilia tale 
a* II ninr aunik. Ooar ma mertl; thi> cr«*- 
inn ot Ik* poen biia||lullDii,-cnunl for the 
parpena d boMlnfCbat wUb Ms tumaille taallL 
ni« lint tlH» Robert Iward tiM tpbul phiTnl 
npon wag at Iba basaa of I>r. Lawns, Ihon ml* 
niiKr o( the pnrlik of LMilon, iiDW in niasranr. 
iMVlng KlTen np Ibe parlHli hi Inviwr ot lila son. 
Dr. LMcfo bill •eTonI dauahtara: one of llMm 
plajad; (h* lather and molbar lad dnwii ihe 
dancoi tbo rastof Ibe alitera.tha brotlicr, Iho 
inaLandtboDiharsvaMAkmbed iBIt Itwni 
■ defUhttDl U-B^ aaana Iurdiirpoel,tlianlalal^ 
IntndUMdlDtho warld. Ilk mbid wm ruiHnt 
to a wana poatto anthnilBHn, and Iba utanmii, 
vtraMlDitbanmairben hoiMpt. Itwnsio 
l>r. Lnrrle that Dr. BlicUoek's Mtcr vd« iuI- 
dresatd, wUota 107 brother. In bit letter in Dr. 
Uoore.ni*ntloiuni the rcuon of tali i^iliifftu 
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Blrtibonrbood- 



ulkMrlliff pdei 



"TboFlnifMUni" ■■Prnjernnrteriiiepresinri' 

Edrotioij1i^|^JohnHiirlejconi!""W'lii>nllnlM- 
Bowa:" "green grow fhenHhi'" ;" "Aeiilii r.'- 

It jDD have titnt HcoQ Iba first cdlllniii It 
vfOL perluinh not lie nnibw to Iriuiarribo tin- 
praace. tbill yoo nniT see Ibo inmincr In wblrh 
tho net made hhi Unit nwo-stnick upproach l-i 

rijfaa 10 iHeimt Edii^ ofBurai /•«(«!, ^oi- 

"Thc (ollnwlngTriac*arc notlhc prndncllnn 
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IIUKNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



nesses of npper life, looks down for a rural 
theme, with an eye to Theocritus or Virgil. To 
the author of this, these and other celebrated 
names, their countrymen, are, at least in their 
original luneuago^ *a fountain shut up, and a 
book sealed. Unacquainted with the necessary 
requisites for commencing poet by rule, he sings 
the sentiments and manners be felt and saw in 
himself and his rustic compeers around him in 
his and their native language.- Though a rhymer 
from his earliest years, at least from the earliest 
impulses of the softer passions, it was not till 
very lately that the applause, perhaps the par- 
tiality of friendship, awalccned his vanity so 
far as to make him think anything of his worth 
showing ; and none of the following works were 
composed with a view to the press. TV) amuse 
himself with the little creations of his own 
fancy, amid the toil and fatigues of a laborious 
life; to transcribe the various feelings, the loves, 
tiiC griefs, the hopes, the fears, in his own 
breast : to find some kind of counterpoise to tlio 
straggles of a world, always an alien scene, a 
task uncouth to the poetical mind,— these were 
his motives for courting the muses, and in these 
he found poetry to be its own reward. 

" Now that he appears in the public character 
of an author, ho does it with fear and trembling. 
.So dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even 
he, an obscure, nameless Bard, shrinks aghast 
at the thought of being branded as— an imperti> 
ncnt blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the 
world ; and, because he can make a shift to Jingle 
a few doggerel Scotch rhymes together, looking 
upon himself as a poet of no small consequence 
forsooth. 

" It is an observatioft of tliat celebrated poet, 
Shenstone, whose dirlnc elegies do honour to our 



nation and our species, that * humility has de- 
pressed many a genius to a hermit, but never 
raised one to fame !* If any critic catches at the 
word * genius,* the author tells him once for alL 
thnt he certainly looks upon himself aa possessed 
of some poetic abilities, otherwise his publishing 
in the manner he has done would oe a ma- 
noeuvre beneath the lowest and worst cha- 
racter whloli Jie hopes his worst enemy will never 
give him. But to the genius of a Ramsay, or the 
glorious dawnings of the poor unfortunate Fcr- 
gusson, ho, with equal unaffected sincerity, de- 
clares, that even in his highest pulse of vanity, 
he has not the most distant pretensions. These 
two justly-admired Scotch poets he has often 
had in his eye in the following pieces, but rather 
with a view to kindle at their flame for servile 
imitation. 

*' To ills subscribers, the Author returns his 
most sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bovr 
over the counter, but the heart-throbbing grati- 
tude of the bard, conscious how much he owes to 
benevolence and friendship for gratifying him, 
if he deserves it, in that dearest wish of every 
poetic bosom— to be distinguished. If he begs 
his readers, particularly the learned and polite, 
who may honour him with a perusal, that they 
will make every allowance for education and 
circumstances of life ; but if, after a fair, candkL 
and impartial criticism, he shall stand convicted 
of duiness and nonsense, let him be done by as 
he would in that case do by others— let him lie 
condemned, without mercy, to contempt and 
oblivion." 

• ■ • • ■ ■ 

I am, dear sir. 
Your most obedient humble servant, 

GlIAEBI BUBNg. 



Hotel, T».L—"Aiild King CoiI,\ the nuclcnt 
kfaig of the Plctii. 

Note 2, p.l.—*'Aftor some dog In Highland sang." 
Cnclmllin's dog in Ossian's lingal. 

Notes, p. 8.— 'Then Bnmewlu.* Bnrnewln— 
Brnn-^tMe-wind-'ihe Blacksmith, an appropriate 
Utle. 

Note i, p. 8.—" The Author^s earnest Cry and 
Prmyer.*' Hils was written before the Act anoni 
the Scotch l>istillcrieR, of BesAlon 1786 : for which 
BeoCland and the Author rctarn their most 
gratefnl thanks. 

Noted, p. 3.—" Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier 
Yoath.', Pitt. 

Note 8, p. 4.—'* But could Hike Montgomerles 
Fight." Montgouicrics, afterwards 12th Earl of 
Efflinton. 

Note 7, p. 4.— "Thee, aith-dctesting, chaste 
Kllkerran.'* Sir Adam ForgnsKon. 

Note 8. p. 4.->''The Laird o* Graham." The 
present Dnke of Montrose (1800). 

Note 9, p. 4.—'* An' drink his health In auld 
Nanse Tlmmock's." A worthy old hostess of the 
Author's, in Manehline, where ho sometimes 
studied politics over a gloss of guid auld Scotch 
drink. 

Note 10, p. B.-."Tlio Holy Fair. " Holy fair is 
a common expression in the west of Hcotland 
for a sacramental occasion. 

Note 11, p. «.— " An' a«r, an' up tlie Cowgate." 
A street so called in Mauchline. 

Note 12, p. 7.— "When ither folk are liusy 
sawln*?" This rcnconntcr happened in seed time, 
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Note 18, p. 7.— "This while ye hae Iwcn mony 
a grate." An epidemical fever was then raging 
in that country. 

Note 14, p. 7.— "Tin ane Hornbook's taen np 
the trade. "^ This gentleman. Dr. noml>ook, is, 
professionally, a brotlier of the Sovereign Order 
of the Femla; but by intuition and inspiration, 
is at once an Apothecary, Surgeon, and Phy- 
sician. 

Note 15, p. 7.— "He's grown sae weel acquaint 
wl' Bnchan." Bnchan^s Domestic Bledicine. 

Note 18, p.8.— " Waes me from Johnny Ued's 
hole now.'' The grave-digger. 

Note 17, p. 8.— "And down by Simpson's 
wheel'd the left about." A noted tavern at the 
Auld Brig end. 

Note 18, p. 8.— 
*The drowsy Dnngcon-clock had nnmber'd two, 
And Wallace Tower had swoni the fact was 

true." 
The two steeples. 

Note 19, p. 8.— "Swift as the Gos drives on the 
wheeling hai-e." The gos-hawk, or falcon. 

Note 20, p. a— "There's men o' taste would 
tak' the Ducat-stream." A noted ford Just above 
the Auld Brig. 

Note 21, p. 9.— "Or haunted Garpal draws his 
feeble source." The bank of Garpal Water is one 
of the few places in the West of Scotland, where 
those fancy-scaring l)efngs, known by the name 
of Ohalsts, still continue pertinaciously to in- 
habit. 

Notes 83 and 23, p. 9.-.*' And from Gicnbuck 
down to the Ratton key." Glenbnck, the source 



of the river Ayr. Ratton key, a small landing- 
place above the large key 

Note 24, p. 9.— "O had M*LouclilIn, thalm- 
insplrlng sage." A well-known performer of 
Scottish mnsio on the violin. 

Note 25, p. 9.— "A female form came from the 
tow'rs of Stair." Mrs. Stuart, uf Stair. 

Note 28, p. 19.— "Then afT to tiie Bugblc's in a 
raw." An inn near the Kirk. 

Note 27, p. 10.—" Cam in wl' Blagglc Lauder." 
Alluding to a scoflQng ballad which was made on 
the admission of the late reverend and worthy 
Mr. Lauder to the Laigh Kirk. 

Note 5», p. 10.— "But Ollphant aft made her 
yell." An evangelical miniister in Kilmarnock. 

Note 29, p. 10.—" An* Itussell sae mlscad her." 
" Black Russell," afterwards of Stirling. 

Note 30, p. 10.—" This day, Macinlay tnks his 
flail." The Itev. James Macinlay, in Kihnar- 
nock. 

Note 31, p. 10.—" How graceless Ham leugh at 
his dad." Genesis Ix. 22. 

Note 83, u. 10.— "Or Phinehas drove the mur- 
dering blade." Numbers xxv. & 

Note 3:1, p. 10.— "Or Zipporah, the scauldlng 
jade." Exodus iv. 25. 

Note 34, p. 10.— "As lately Fen wick, sair for- 
faira." One Boyd was forced upon the parish 
of Fenwlck in 1782. 

Note 35, p. 10.—" Now Robertson harangue nae 
malr." Macklnlay's predecessor. 

Note 86, p. 10.—" Or to the Ncthorton repair." 
A part of Kilmarnock, full of weavers. 

Note 37, p. 10.— "Mntrie and you were Just 
a match." The College of Mackinlay, a Mode- 
rate. 

Note 38, p. 10.— "To mak to Jamie Beattie." 
James Beattie. the author of " Tlio Minstrel," &c. 

Note 89, p. 10.— "To every New Light mother's 
son." " New Light" is a cant phrase in the West 
of Scotland for those religions opinions which 
Dr. Taylor of Norwich has defended so strenu- 
ously. 

Note 40, p. 10.—" Sin that day Michael did you 
pierce." '^ Michael"- Vide Milton, book vl. 

Note 41. p. 12 — "When Hughoche came doytin 
by." A neighbour herd-callan. 

Note 4i, p. 13.— "A title, Dempster merits It.' 
Dempster of Dnnnichcn, Angus-shire. 

Note 43, p. 14.—" Your royal nost. beneath your 
wing." Bums here alludes to the recent loss of 
America. 

Note 44, p. 14.-" Abridge your bonnio barges." 
Alluding to the proposed reduction in the navy 
in 1780. 

Note 45, p. 11.— "There, him at Agincourt wha 
shone." King Henry V. 

Note 46, p. 14.—" And yet wl' funny queer St. 
John." Sir John Falstaff, vide Shaksporo. 

Note 47, p. 14.— "For yon. Right Rev'rend 
Osnahnrg." The Duke of York, formerly Bishop 
of Osnaburg. 

Note 48, p. 14.— "Young royal Tarry Breeks, 1 
learn." The Duke of <.?!arence, afterwards 
William IV. 

Note 49, p. 14.— "A glorious galley stem an' 
stem." Alluding to the newspaper accoiint ot 
tin amonr of the Duke of Clarence. 
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Note .50. p. l5.— "bnan fir-st." Duan, a term 
of Ossiairs tor the (lifTercnt divisions of a (litres- 
sive poem, i^ce his Cuth Loda^ Yol IL of M'Pher- 
suu's translation. 

Note 61, p. 16.—" To sec a raoo heroic wheel." 
Tli6 Wnllticcs 

Note 52, p. 16.—" Ills CotJNTRY'8 S AVIOUB. mark 
him welll''^ William Wallace. 

Note 63. p. 1.1.— '' Bold Ulchardton's heroic 
swelL" Adam Wallace, of Kiehardton, cousin to 
the immortal preserver of Scottish iudepeu- 
dencc. 

Note 54, p. 15.—" The chief of Sark who K'lorious 
fell." Wallace, Laird of Craijric, who was second 
in command, under Donglast Karl of Ormond, at 
the famous battle on the banks of Hark, fought 
anno 1448. That glorious victory was principally 
owing to the Judicious conduct and intrepid 
valour of the gallant Laird of Craigie, who died 
of his wounds after the action. 

Note 65, p. 15.— "TherOjWhcre a sceptred Pictlsh 
shade." Coilus, king of the Picts, from whom 
the district of Kyle is said to take its name, lies 
burled, as tradition says, near the family seat of 
the Montgomeries of Coilsfield, where his bnrial- 
place is still showiu 

Note 56, p. 1.5.—" Thro' many a wild, romantic 
grove." barskimmiug, the seat of the late Lord 
Justice Clerk. 

Note 67, p. 15.—** Tlie learned sire and son I 
saw." Catrine, the seat of the late Doctor, and 
present Professor Stewart. 

Note 68, p. 15.— "Brydoue's brave ward I well 
could spy.'' Colonel Fnliarton. 

Note 59, p. 17.— "Tam Samson's Elegy." Wlien 
this worthy old sportsman went out last muir- 
fowl season, ho supposed it wns to be, in Osslan's 
phrase, "the last of his licldsl" and expressed 
an ardent wish to die and be buried in themuirs. 
On this hint the author composed his elegy and 
epitaph. 

Note 60, p. 17.—" Or great M'Klnlay thrawn his 
heel?" A certain preacher, a great favourite 
with. the million. 

Note 61, p. 17.— "Or Robertson again grown 
weel." Another iJicacher, on equal favourite 
with the few, who was at that time ailing. For 
him, see also tiie Ordination. Stanza ix. 

Note 62, i>. la— " Thro' a' tiie streets and neuks 
o' Kiiiie." KUhe Is a phrase the country folks 
sometimes use for Kilmarnock. 

Note «3, p. 18.— "Halloween " is thought to be 
a night when witches, devils, and other mischief- 
making beings, are nil abroad on their baneful 
midnight errands; particularly those aerial peo- 
ple, the Farles, are said on that night to hold u 
grand anniversary. 

Note 04. p. 18.—" On Cassillis Duwnans dance." 
Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in 
the neighbourhood of the ancient seat of the Earl 
of Cassiilis. 

Note 65. p. 18.— "There, up the cove, to stray 
an' rove." A noted cavern near Colzean House, 
railed the Cove of Colzean ; which, as Cassiilis 
Dowuans, is famed in country story for being a 
favonrite hannt for fairies. 

Note 66, p. 18.—" Where Bbuce anco rul'd the 
martial ranks." The famous family of that 
name, the ancestors of J{obert, the great de- 
liverer of his country, were Earls of Carrick. 

Note 67. p. 18.— "Their stocks manna' be sought 
once."— The first ceremony of Halloween, is 
pulling each a stocky or plant of kail. Tliey must 
go out, hand-in-hand, with eyes shut, and pull 
the first they meet with ! It's being big or little, 
straight or crooked, is prophetic of the size and 
shape of the grand object of all their spells— the 
husband or wife. If any wird, or earth stick to 
the root, that Is tochet\ or fortune ; and the taste 
of the cuttoc, that Is the heart of the stem, Is In- 
dicative of the natural temper and disposition.— 
Lastly, the stems, or to give them their ordinary 
appenatlon, the runts, arc placed jsom^irbere 



above the head of the door, and the (Uirlsttaii 
name^ of the people whom chance brings into 
the house are, according to the priority of 
placing the runta., the names In question. 

Note68, p. 18.— "To pu' their stalks o' com." 
They go to the barn-yard, and pull each, at three 
several times, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk 
wants the top-pickle^ that is, the grain at the top 
of the stalk, tno party In question will come to 
the maniage-bed anything but a maid. 

Note e9^.1&— "When klttUn' In the fausc- 
hoiise." When the corn Is In a doubtful state, 
by being too green, or wet, the stack-builder, by 
means of old timber, ^c, makes a large apart- 
ment In his stack, with an opening In the side 
which Is the fairest exposed to the wind ; this he 
calls afause house. 

Note 70, p. 18.— "The auld guldwife's weel- 
hoordet nits." Burning the nuts is a favourite 
charm. They name the lad and lass to each 
particular nut, as they lay them In the fire, and 
according as they bum quietly together, or 
start from beside one another, tho coui-se and 
issue of tho courtship will be. 

Note 71, p. 19.— "And the blue clue throws 
then." AVhoever would, with success, try this 
spell, must strictly observe these directions: 
Steal out, all alone, to the kiln, and darklln?, 
throw into the pot a cine of blue yarn ; wind It 
In a new clue off the old one , and, towards the 
latter end, something will hold the thread, de- 
mand tr/ia lutudst—i.e., who holds ? An answer 
will be returned from the kiln-oot, by naming 
the Christian and snmamo w your fntirc 
spouse. 

Note 72, p. 19.—" I'll oat the apple at the glEM." 
Take a candle, and go alone to a looking-^ss; 
eat an apple before it, and some traditions say, 
you should comb your hair oil tho time: the 
face of your conjugal companion, tohe,w\\\ be 
seen In the glass, as if peeping over yoar 
shoulder. 

Note 73, p. 19.—" lie gat hemp-seed. I mind It 
weel." Steal out nnporceived. and sow a hand- 
ful of hcmp-sced; harrowing It with anythln; 
you can conveniently draw after you. Kcpeat 
now and then, " Hemp-seed, I saw thee; heimp- 
seed, I sow thee, and him (or her) that is to be 
my true love, come after me, and pu* thee. Look 
over your left shoulder, and you will see the 
appearance of the person Invoked, in the atti- 
tude of pulling hemp. Some traditions seji 
"come after me. and shaw thee"— that &i 
show thyself: in which case It simply appont 
Others omit the luirrowing, and say, "Come 
after mc. and harrow thee." 

Note 74, p. 19. — "To win three wechts o' 
naothing." Thisi charm must likewise be per- 
formed unpercelved and alone. Yon go to the 
barn and open both doors, taking them off the 
hinges. If possible; for there isdnnger thatthi 
bowg about to appear may shut the doors and de 
you some mischief. Then take that iuatrnmeai^ 
used in winnowing corn, which, In our ooootiy 
dialect, we call a tracA/, and go through all thf 
attitudes of letting down corn against the trtai 
Repeat It three times ; and the thhrd time m 
apparition will pass through the bam. In attbt 
windy door, and out at the other, hai^ig bett 
the figure In question, and the appe«raiiee|tf 
retinue, marking the employment <Nr8t«tk)oii 
life. 

Note 75, p. 19.— "It clmnc'd tho sUck be fi* 
dom'd thrice." Take on opportunity of fit** 
unnoticed, to a herestack^ and fathom It tbiM 
times round. The last fathom of the butt tM 
you will catch in your arms the appearaneetf 
your fntnro conjugol yoke-fellow. 

Note 76, p. 20. - " Whare three lairds' 1«* 
met at a burn." You go out, one or more, W 
this Is a social spell, to a sout1i>runnliigtwriiK« 
rivulet, where "three lairds' lands ineet,"ii' 
dip your left 0hirt-sleeYC. Go to bed in tifiitif 
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id hnnjDf yonr wet sleeve before It to 
awake ; and some time near midnight, 
itiou, having the exact tlgnrc of the 
Ject in question, will come and tarn 
i, as if to dry the otiicr side of it. 
7, p. 2f}. — " The luggies three are 

Take three dishes, put clean water in 

water in another, leave the third 
illndfold a person, and lead him to the 
icre the dishes are ranged : he (or she) 
left hand . if by chance In the clean 
e future husband or wife will come to 
f matrimony a maid ; if in fne foul, a 
[ in the empty dish, it fortells, with 
tainty, no marriage at all. It is re- 
ireo times, and each time the arrangc- 
le dishes is altered. 

I, p. 20.~"T1U butter'd so'ns, wl' fra- 
it.'' Sowens, with butter instead of 
lem, is always the Halloween Supper. 
t, p 22. — "A brother poet." Uavld 
I of the club at Tarbolton, and author 
ae of poems in the Scottish dialect. 

p. 22.—" ' Mair speir na, nor fear na.' " 
/' Kamsay. 

, p. 24.—*' 'The sweephig blast, the sky 
" Dr. Young. 

, p 23.— "'Hope springs exulting on 
nt wing.' " Pope's " Windsor Forest.' 

p. 30.—" Because ye're surnamcd like 
•* The Duke of Hamilton. 

p. 31.—" IJut Miss's fine Lnnardi." A 
> called from Lnnnrdi, the aeronaut. 
, p. 31.—" Fair Burnet." Daughter of 
iDoddo. 

, p. 34.-" By < his New-Light ' New- 
& cant phrase in the west of ScothuuV 
religious opinions which Dr. Taylor, of 
has defended so strenuously. 
, p. 34— "Epistle to J. Uankino." A 
tar Ix>chlea, and a friend of Bums. 
, p. 84.—" Your dreams an' tricks." A 
lumorons drenm of his was then 
noise in the country-side. 

E. 35.—" Yon sang." A song he had 
e anthor. 
, p. 35.— "John Barlcyconi."' This Is 
mnosed on the plan of an old song, 
'' the same name. 

, p. 87.— "Chorus." Tills chorus Is part 
f composed by a gentleman in Edin- 
)articnlar friend of the author's. 

r). 37.—" And maun I still on Menic 
erne Is a common abbreviation of 

I, p. 39.— "Life's cares they are com- 

'oung's "Night Thoughts." 

I, p. 41.— "Bloody dissectors, worse 

Monroes." Alexander Monroe, Pro- 
anatomy, Edinburgh. 
, p. 43.— "And win the keystanc of the 

Is a well-known fact that witches, or 
spirits, have no power to follow a poor 
y farther than the middle of the next 
treara. It may be proper, likewise, to 
to the benighted traveller, that when 
n with bogles, whatever danger may 
I going forward, there Is much more 
turning back. 

5, p. 45. — "To Miss Crnikshnnks." 
• of William (jruikshank, a teacher in 
h High School. 

, p. 45. — "Humble Petition of Bniar 
lirnar Falls, in Athole, are exceedingly 
uc and beautiful, but their effect is 
i])aircd by the want of trees and 

. p. 47.— "Old Loda still rneing the arm 
" See Osslun's Caricthura. 

I>. 47 " I'll conjure the ghost of the 
More." See Johnson's Tour to tho 



KJ, p. 47. — "A brother poet,' 
X 



This is 



prefixed to the poems of David Sillar, published 
at Kilmarnock, 1789. 

Note 101, p. 48 —' Once the lov'd haunts of 
Scotias royal train." The King's Park at Holy- 
rood House. 

Note 102, p. 48. — " Or muse where limpid 
streams once haliow'd well." St. Anthony's 
Weil. 

Note 103, p. 48.—" Or mouldering ruins mark 
the sacred fane. St. Anthony's Chapel. 

Note 104, p. 49. — "An old sweetheart, then 
marriecL Tlie girl mentioned in the letter to 
Dr. Moore. 

Note 105, p. 49.-"Tlie Kirk's Alarm." This 
poem was written a short time after the pnblica^ 
tion of Mr. M'GlUs E.«!say. 

Note 106, p. 49.-" Dr. 5lac." Dr. Mc Gill. 

Note 107, p. 49.— "And orator Bob." Kobcrt 
Aiken. 

Note 108, p. 49.—" Drymple mild." Dr. Dal- 
ryinple. 

Note 109, p. 49.— "Rumble John." Mr. Russell. 

Note 110, p. 49. — "Simper James." Mr. 



49. — " Singct Sawney." Mr. 



Mc Inlay. 

Note 111, p 
Moody. 

Note 112, p. 49.— »• Daddy Auld." Mr Auld. 

Note 113. p. 49.—" Dttvie Blustor." Mr. 
Grant, Ochiltree. 

Note 114, p. 49.— "Jamie Goose.'- Mr. Young, 
Cumnock 
'Notell5, p. 49.— "Poet Willie." Mr. Peebles, 



Aj.r 



"Andro Gouk." Dr. A. Mit- 



«'otc 116, p. 49. 
chell. 

Note 117, p. 40. -" Barr Steenle." Mr. Stephen 
Y"oung, Barr. 

Note 118, p. 49.— "Irvine side." Mr. Smith, 
Gal St on. 

Note 119, p.49.-"MnirIand Jock." Mr Shep- 
herd. 

Note 120, p. 49.—" Holy Will." Wm. Fisher, an 
Elder in Mauchline. 

Note 121, p 51. — " I mclklo dread him.'* 
' Dread him.'" Meaning McMath. 

Note 122, p. 51.—" But a world without n 
friend !" Strathallan, it is presumed, was one of 
the followers of the young chevalier, and Issup- 
posed to be lying concealed in some cave of the 
Highlands, after tho battle of Culloden. Itils 
song was written before the year 1788. 

Notel23, p. 61.— "And bonny Castle Gordon.'* 
The 3'oung Highland rover is supposed to be tho 
young Chevalier, Prince Charles Edward. 

Note 124, p. 52.—" That watched thy early 
morning." This song was written during tho 
winter of 1787. Miss J. Cruikshanks, daughter 
of a friend of the Bard, is the heroine. 

Note 125, p. 53.— ''Tlie flowers decayed on Ca- 
trine lee." ('atrlne, in Ayrshire, the seat of 
Dugald Stewart, Esq.. Professor of Moral Philo- 
sophy in the ITniversIty of Edinburgh. Balloch- 
myle, formerly the seat of Sir John Whiteford, 
now of Alexander, Esq. (1800.) 

Note 126, p. 53.— "Thro' faded groves Maria 
sang." The eldest daughter of Sir John White- 
ford. 

Note 127, p. 63.—" We are nae fou," *c Willie, 
who "brew'd a peck o' maut," was Mr. William 
Nichol ; and Rob and Allan, were our poet, and 
his friend, Allan 3[asterton. These three honest 
fellows— all men of uncommon talents. 

Note 128, p. 53.— "To her twa e'en sae bonny 
blue." The heroine of this song was Miss Jeffrey, 
of Lochmaben. This lady, now Mrs. RenwicK, 
after residing some time In Liverpool, is settled 
with her husband In New York, North America, 

Note 129, p. 54.— "Or wavering like the Bauc- 
kle bird." The old Stotch name for the Bat. 

Note 130, p. 64.—" When the blood|' die was 
cast on the neights of Abram." Where (ileneral 
Wolfe fell, 1759. 

Note 131, p. 54.— "And the Morowlow was laid 
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at tho soiintl of tho drmu " Tlie Capture of 
Havannah, 1702. 

Note 132, p. 51.—" I lastly was with Curtis." 
Captain Curtis, who destroyed tkc Spanish 
floating batteries during the slcgc of Glbrultar, 
1782. 

Note 133, p. 5G.—'' An' by that dear Kilbaigic." 
A peculiar sort of whislcy so called, a great 
favourite with Toosie-JSansies clubs. 

Soto, 131, p. 50.— *'JIer lord, a wight o' Homer's 
craft" Homer is allowed to bo the oldest bal- 
lad singer on n-cord. 

Note irs. p. 60 — '• I love my gallant weaver.'* 
In some editions sailor is substituted for wearer. 

J^'otc 136. p. CI.— ''She has the truest kindest 
heart." Tho heroine of this song, Mrs. Oswald, 
(formerly Miss Lucy Johnston,) died in Lisbon. 
Tills most accomplished and most lovely woman 
was worthi'of this beautiful strain of sensibility, 
which will convey some Impression of her at- 
tractions to other gcnerati<ms. 

Note 137, p. 61.— '1 wiuaa vcntur't in my 
rhymes." This poem, an imperfect copy of 
which was printed in Johnson's Museum, isiicre 
given from tho poet's AIS. with his last correc- 
tions. The scenery so finely described Is fallen 
from nature. The poet Is supposed to bo musing 
by night on the banks of the river Cluden, and 
by tho ruins of LIncI uden -Abbe v, founded in the 
twelfth century, in the reign of Malcolm IV, of 
whose present situation the reader may find 
some acconnt in Pennant's Tour In Scotland, of 
Oiose's Antiquities of that division of the Island. 
Such a time and such a place are well fitted for 
holding converse with aUrial beings. Though 
this poem has a political bias, yet it may be pre- 
sumed that no reader of taste, whatever his 
opinions may be, would forgive U being omitted. 
Our poet's prudence suppressed the song of 
" Liberty," perhaps fortnuatel^' for his reputa- 
tion. It may be questioned whether, oven in 
tho resources of his genius, a strain of poetry 
could have been found worthy of tlie grandeur 
and solemnity of this preparation. 

Note 138, p. fl2.— " A flight of bold eagles from 
Adrla's strand.* The Romans. 

Note 139, p. 62.— "The scourge of the seas, and 
tho dread of the shore.*' Tlie Sax.on.s. 

Note 140, p. 68.—" To wanton In carnage, and 
wallow In gore." The Danes. 

Mote 141, page 62.— "As Largs well can witness 
and Loucartio tell.** Two lamous battles, In 
which tho Danes or >'orwegians were de- 
feated. 

Note 142, p, 52.—" And robb'd him at once of 
his hopes and his life." Tlie Highlanders of tho 
Isles or Plots. 

Note 148. n. 62 "Then ergo she'll match them 

and match them always.*' This singular figure 
of poetry, taken from the mathematics, refers to 
the famous proposition of Pythagoras, tho 47tli 
of the first book of Euclid. In a rl^ht-angled 
triangle, the square of the hypothenuse is always 
cqiialto the squares of the two other sides. 

Note 144, p. 63.— " And Whigs to hell, did flee, 
man. This was written about the time our burd 
made his tour to the Highlands. 1787. 

Note 145, p. CO.—" Coila's fair Kachel's care to- 
day.'* This young lady was drawing a pict nrc of 
Colla from the Vision. 

Note 146, p: 63,—" Extempore, on tho late Mr. 
William Smellle." Mr. Smelile, and our poet, 
verc both members of a club in Edinburgh, un- 
der the name of Crochallan Fencibles. 

Note 147, p. 04.— "That strain pours round th* 
untimely tomi) where Kiddel lies I" Robert Rhl- 
del, Esq., of Friar'sCar8e,a very worthy charac- 
ter, and one to whom our bard thought himself 
under many obligations. 

Note 148, p. 64.—" My h an d-a fore's." Tlic fore- 
horse on the left-hand, in the plough. 

Note 149, p. 64— "My hand-ahln's.** Tho 
liJjidmost on the left hand, in the plongii. 



Note 150, p. 64.— "Wlia aft has boriie mo safe 
fruc KUlic.*' KUmai-nock. 

Notel51, p. 64.-"Myfur-a-hIn*8.'* The hind- 
most on the right-hand, in the plongh. 

Note 1C2, p. 04.—" Nac gentle dames, tho' e'er 
sae fair." Gentle Is used here in opposition to 
simple, in the Scottish and old Eingiish sense 
of the word. Nae gentle dames— no high- 
blooded. 

Note 153, p. 65.— "To sing mv Highland Lassie, 
0!" This is an early prodactisn, and scorns to 
have been written on Highland Mary. 

Note 154^ p. 65.— "To Mr. Tyme." Jcrosalem 
Tavern, Dumfries. 

Note 155, p. 65— "The Nith shall run to Cor- 
shicon." A high bill at tho source of tho Nlth. 

Note l.W, p. 65.— "And Criffel sink In Solway.'* 
A well-known mountain at the month of tho 
same river. 

Note 157, p. 68.— "Meg was deaf as Ailsa 
Craig." A well-known rock In the frith of 
Clvde. 

Note 158, p. 70.—" How blest tho hnmble cot- 
tars fate." " Tho wildwood Indian's fate," in 
the original MS. 

Note 159, p. 70.— "My ahi dear dainty Davie.* 
Dainty Davie is the title of an old Scotch song, 
from which Burns has taken nothbig but tliu 
title and the measure. 

Note 16*1 p. 71.—" Sonnding Cluden's woods 
amang." The river Cluden, a tributary stream 
to the Nith. 

Note 161, p. 72.—" Yonder Cluden's silent 
towers." Lincluden Abbey. 

Note 162, p. 74.— "Around my grave they'll 
wither." Craigie-bnrn wood Is situated on the 
banks of tlie river Moffat, and about three miles 
distant from the village of that name, celebrated 
for Its medicinal waters. Tho woods of Cralgie- 
burn and of Dumcrief were at one time favou- 
rite haunts of onr poet. It was there he diet the 
" Lassie wi' the lint-white locks," Mrs. Wholp- 
dale. and that he conceived several of his beau- 
tiful lyrics. 

Note 62, p. 77.— "Fairest maid" &c. These 
verses, and the letter enclosinc tliem, arc 
written in a character that marks the very fceblo 
state of their author. Mr. Symo Is of opinion 
that he could not have been in any danger of a 

gaol at Dumfries, where certainly no had many 
rm friends, nor under any necessity of Implor- 
ing aid from J^dlnburgh. But about this timo 
his mind began to bo at times unsettled, and the 
horrors of a gaol perpetually haunted his Imagi- 
nation. He died on the 22nd of July, 1790. 

Note 164, p. 64.-"Tliere was Maggy by the 
bands of Nith.*' Dumfries. 

Note 16,"), p. 65.— "And Margery of tlie Mony 
Lochs." Lochmabcn. 

Note 166, p. 66.— ".iUid bllnkin' Bess o'An- 
nandale." Annan. 

Note 167, p. 67.—" lu Calloway, sac wide' 
Kirkcudbright. 

Note 168, i>. 68. — " And Black Joan, froc 
Crichton Peel." Sanquhar. 

Note 169, p. 69.—' The first ho was a belted 
knight." Sir J. Johnstone. 

Note 170, p. 70. — "Then next came In a 
sodgeryontii.** Major Alillcr. 

Note 171, \\ 72.—" For the old guld man o* 
Lon'on court.** (icorgo IIL 

Note 172, p. 72.— "To greet his oldest son." 
The Prince o^Walcs. 

Note 173, p. 73.— John Bushby, Esq. of Tin- 
waid-<lown. 

Note 174, p. 74.— "Rulsscaux," a play upon 
his own name. 

Note 175, p. 76.—" On tho publication of his 
essays.** Thcao essays were published in ex- 
position of tho doctrines of Dr Mc OHl so 
violently persecuted by the heroes of ortho- 
doxy. 

iiote 176, p. 81.— "'TIS you and Taylor are 
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the chioL" Dr. Taylor, of Norwich, whose doc- 
trines were (idvocatcd by (ioadic nnd Mc GUL 

Noto 177, p. 81.— •'Jloly Wiliies Prayer." 
The hero of this daring exposition of Calvinistic 
theology was Wllliana Fisher, a farmer in the 
nolghboarhood of Mauchlino, and an elder m 
Mr. Anld's session. He had slgnaiized iiimself 
in the prosecution of Mr. Hamilton, elsewhere 
aUnded to ; and Bams appears to have written 
these verses in retribation of the rancour he had 
displayed on that oecasion. Fisher was, pro- 
bably, « poor, narrow-witted creature, with 
Inst safBcIent sense to make a show of sanctity. 
when removed to another parish, and there 
acting as an elder, he was found guilty of 
some peculations In the funds of the poor— 
to whicli Bams alludes in the ** Kiric's Alarm." 
Ultimately, coming homo one night frem mar- 
ket in a cart, in u state of intoxication, he fell 
from the vehicle, and was found lifeless in a 
ditch next morning. 

Noto 17B,p. 82.— ''Tliird Epistle to John La- 
pralk." Tliu epistle was first published by La- 
pralk himself amongst his own works. 

Note 179, p. 83.— ''Epistle to the Be v. John 
3I*Math *' at that time enjoying the appointment 
of auiMarU and successor to the kcv. Peter 
Woodrow, minister of Tarbolton. Ho was an 
excellent preacher, and a decided moderate. 
He enjoyed the friendship of the Montgomeries 
of Coilslleld.and of Burns; but unhappily fell 
into low spirits, in consequence of his dependent 
sltaatlon, and became dissiimtcd. After being 
for some time tutor to a family in the Western 
Isles. It is said that this unfortuuate man ulti- 
mately enlisted as a common soldier. 

Note 180, p. 82.— "There's Oawn." Oawn, 
Gawin, Gflivln. Alluding to Gavin Hamilton. 

Note 181, p. 83.—" Life scrapin' out auld Crum- 
mle*s nicks." Tootle lived in Mauchlinc, and 
dealt in cows. The ago of these animals is 
marked by rings on their horns, which mny of 
course be cut and polished off, so as to cause the 
cow to appear younger tlian it is. Tliisviilany 
is called tueek-drawmg^ and he who perpetrates 
it is a sncck-drawer. 

Note 183, p. 83.— "And name the airles." The 
alrles— earnest money. (8oe also Glossary). 

Noto 183, p. 84.—" WiUie Chalmers." A writer 
in Ayr, and particular friend of the poet. Mr. 
Chalmers asked Burns to write a poeti9 epistle 
in his behalf to a young lady whom he admired. 
Bums, who had seen tlic lady, but was scarcely 
acquainted with her, complied by penning the 
above. 

Note 18V P> 84.— "Lines written on a Bank 
Note." "These verses in the handwriting of 
Bums, are copied from a bnnk-note, in the pos- 
session of Mr. James F. Gracic, of Dumfries. 
The note Is of the Bank of i^otland, apdis dated 
so far back as 1st March, 1780. The lines exhibit 
the strong marks of the poet's vigorous pen, and 
are evidently an extempore effusion of his cha- 
racteristic feelings. Tlicy bear internal proof of 
their having been written at that interesting 
period of his life, w^hen ho was on the point of 
leaving the country on account of the unfavour- 
able manner in which his propos.ils for marrying 
his " bonny Jean " (iiis future wife) were at first 
received by her parents.**— Motherwell. 

Note 185, p. 81.—" Verses written under violent 
Grief." These verses appear to- have been 
written in the distressing summer of 1785, when 
the pect*s prospects wore at tlie dreariest, and 
the very wife oi his fondest affections had for- 
svkon him. From the timd, and other circum- 
stances, we may conjucture tliat the lu'osent 
olladed to was a copy of the Kilmarnock edition 
ot poems, tiMn newly published. Tiie verses 
appeared in the Sun newspaper, April, 1^33. 

Note 186, p. 84. — " Tho' by his banc's who in a 
tab.*' Diogenes. 

Note 187, p. 84.— "Lines on meeting with Basil, 



Lord Dacr." Tills meeting took place, October 
23rd, 17dd, at Cntrlue, tlie seat of Professor 
Stewart, to which Burns was now taken for the 
first time by Mr. Mackenzie, surgeon, Manch- 
ilne. Lord Daer. who was eldest son to Dunbar, 
fourth Earl of Selkirk, and Iiud been a pupil of 
Mr. Stewart, was a young nobleman of the 

freatest promise. He had Just returned from 
ranee, whore he cultivated tlie society of some 
of those men who afterwards figured in the 
Kcvoiutlun, and had contracted their semiuicnts. 
He was cut off in November, 1794, leaving the 
succession open to his youugur brother, the late 
Tliomas. Earl of Selkirk, distinguished by Iiis 
exertions in the cause of emigration. 

Note 18d, p. 84.— "Epistle to Major Logan." 
Major Logan, a retired military officer, still rc- 
memlMsred in Ayrshire for his wit and humour 
—of which two specimens may be given. Asked 
by an Ayr hostess if ho would liave water to the 
glass of spirits she was brlngnig to him on his 
order, he said, with a grin, "No, I would rather 
you took tho water out o't." Visited on his 
death-l)ed by Mr. Cuthlll, one of the ministers of 
Ayr, who remarked that it would taltc fortitude 
to support such sufferings as he was visited 
with; "Ay," said the poor wit, "it would take 
fiflitude.'" At tho time when the above letter 
was addressed to him, Major Logan hvod at 
Parkhousc, in Ayrshire, witli his mother and 
sister, the Miss Logan to whom Bui'ns presented 
a copy of Boatlie s Poems, with verses. The 
major was a capital violinist 

SoXQ 189, p. 88.— "Prologue, spoken by Mr. 
Woodson his benefit night, Monday, 16th April, 
1787.1 Mr. Woods had been the friend of Fer- 
gnsson. He was long a favourite actor in Edin- 
burgh, and was himself a man of some poetical 
talent. He died, at his house on the Terrace, 
Edinburgh, December 14, 1803. 

Note 190, p. 8«l— " And Harley." The hero of 
Mackenzie's "Man of Feeling,'* of which Bums 
always spoke in such warm terms of admira- 
tion. 

Note 191, p. 86.—" Epistle to William Creech." 
Written at Selkirk, May, 1787, In the course of 
tho poet's southern tour. Mr. Creech was the 
poet's Edinburgh publisher, and seems at this 
time to have been in liigh favour with him. 

Note 192, p. 86.— "Auld chuckle Keekie." Edin- 
burgh. 

Note 193, p. 86— "Tho brethren o* tho Com- 
merce Chaumer." The Chamber of Commerce of 
Edinburgh, of which Mr. Creech was secretary. 

Note 194, p. 87.- " Elegy on the Lord President 
Dundas." Kobert Dunuas, of Arnlston. elder 
brother of Viscount Melville ; bom 1713, ap- 
pointed president in 1760, and died December 
14, 1787, after a short illness. Bums sent a copy 
of the poem to Dnndas's son. afterwards Lord 
Advocate and Lord Chief Baron, but received 
no answer to jt. which he greatly resented. 

Note 195, p. 87— "A little upright, pert, tart, 
tripping wight." W. Creech. 

Note 196, p. 87.— "Epistle to Hugh Parker." 
An early friend of Burns at Kilmarnock. These 
lines were written In the year 1788, at the period 
when Burns was commencing his household and 
farming career at Ellislnnd. 

Note 107, p. 88.—" Epistle to Captain Riddel, of 
Glcnrlddel, on returning a newspai>er." Captain 
Kiddcl had, in the course of poring over a news- 
paper, fallen npon some critical remarks re- 
specting some production of Burns, and had ac- 
cordiufny despatched the paper to the poet, that 
he might have an opportunity of observing what 
was said of him. And it was in returning this 
paiMir that Bums uccompanlcMl it with the 
comical noto in v<irse, entitled un " Extempore 
to Captain Kidilel." 

Note,. 198, p. »8 — " Letter to Tennant, of Glen- 
comicr." Mr. James Tennant hud been an 
early and constant friend of Bobert Bums and 
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his fanilir. Hn*1 had taken nn activo part In tho 
solectiun of tho farm of EUisiand for tlic poet. 

Note 199, p «♦.—•' Peu Nicholson." A mare, 
the property of Mr. William Nicol, and Hent by 
that gentleman to Burnx, in whose keeping it 
became ill, and died at his farm of Ellislaud. 

Note 2(Ni. p. 89.—" lint 6/U5 still borderbig upon 
tcoe." The parallel between these lines and 
those of Johnson, as follow, cannot escape the 
reader :— 

"In bed we lanch, In bed we cry. 
And born in bed, in bed wo die : 
Tho near approach a bed may show, 
Of human bliss and hiunan woe.*' 

Note 201, p. 89.— "Second Epistle to Mr. Gra- 
ham, of Fintry." This is a description of the con- 
test between Sir J. Johnstone and Captain 
Miller for the Dnmfries Burghs. " Drumlanrig," 
is the infamons fourth Dnkc of Queensberry. 
'* Westerhu" is Sir James Johnstone, the Tory 
candidate. M'Mnrdo, was the Duke of Queens- 
berry's chamberlain at Drnmlaurig— a friend of 
the poet. " Cralgdarroch," is ]<crgusson, of 
Craigdarroch ; " Glenriddel," is Captain Riddel, 
of Glenriddel, another friend of the poet: 
"Staig," was the Provost of Dumfries ; " Welsh,'* 
the sheriff of tho county. 

Note 202, p. 80.— ''O for a throat like huge 
Mons-meg. A piece of ordnance, of extraordi- 
nary structure and magnitude, founded in the 
reign of James IV of Scotland, about the end of 
the fifteenth century, and which is still exhi- 
bited, though in an inflnu state. In Edinburgh 
Castle. Tho diameter of the mouth is twenty 
Inches. 

Note 203, p. 89. — "Against the Buchan 
BuUers." Tlie "Bullers of Buchan" is an ap- 
pellation given to a tremendous rocky recess on 
the Aberdeenshire coast, near Peterhead— 
having an opening to the sea while the top is 
open. The sea, constontly raging in it, gives it 
the appearance of a pot, or boUcr, and hence tho i 
name. ' 

Note 204, p. 89.— "Tlie mufned murtherer of 
Charles." The executioner of Charles I of Eng- 
land, who was, as the custom, was masked. 

Note 205, p, 90.— "Bold Scrimgeour." John, 
Earl of Dnndee. 

Note 206, p. 90.—" Gallant Grahame." The il- 
lustrious Graham, Earl, and afterwards Mar- 
quis, of Montrose. 

Note 2i)7, p. 90.—" Address of Beelzebub to tho 
President of the Highland Society." Ihis poem 
came through the hands of Ranicinc of Adamhill 
to those of a gentleman of Ayr, who gave it to 
the world m the "Edinburgh Magazhic" for 
February, 1818, with the following originnlsnper- 
scription :— " To the Right Honourable tho Earl 
of Breadalbane. President of the Right Honour- 
able and Ilonourahlo tlie Highland Society, 
-which met on the 23rd of May last at the Shak- 
spere, Covent Garden, to concert ways and 
means to frustrate tho designs of five hundred 
Highlanders, who, as the society wore informed 
by Mr. M'Kenzie, of Appiecross, wei*e so au- 
dacious as to attempt an escape from their 
lawful lords and masters, whose proi)erty they 
■were, by emigrating from the lands of Mr. 
M'Donald, of Glengarry, to the wilds of Canada, 
In search of that fantastic thing— Liberty " 

Note 208, p. 91.—" On General Dnmourier.— A 
Parody on Robin Adair." When General I)u- 
mourier, after unparalleled victories, left the 
army of the French Republic, in 1793, and took 
refuge from the infuriated Convention with the 
enemies he had lately beaten, some one oxpress- 
iDgJoy in the event where Burns was present, 
he chanted almost extempore the sarcastic 
stanzas of tho text. 

Note 209, p. 91. — " Epistle from iBsopns to 
Maria." BrJEsopiis, is meant an actor of the 
name of WmmmQU. 



Note 210, p. 91 "I see her face the first of 

Ireland's sons." Gillespie. 

Note 211, p. 91.— "The crafty coloneL'* Colonel 
Mc'Dowal, of Logan. 

Note 212. p. 92.—" On the death of a favourite 
child." Alluding to an only daughter, who died 
in tho autumn of 1795, and so far removed from 
his residence, as to render it impossible for him 
to visit her at the last. She died, moreover, 
very suddenly. 

Note 213, p. 93.— "The Dean of the Faculty.— A 
new ballad." The Honourable Henry Erskine 
was elected Dean of the Faculty of Advocates in 
1786, and unanimously re-elected every year 
till 1796, when it was resolved by some members 
of the Tory party at the Scottish bar to opiiose 
his re-election, in consideration of his having 
aided in getting up a petition against the passing 
of the well-known sedition bills. Mr. Ersklne's 
ai>pearance at the Circus (now the Adelphi 
Theatre) on that occasion was designated by 
those gentlemen (among whom were Charles 
Hope and David Boyle, respectively Lord 
President and Lord-Justice Clarke) as "agi- 
tating the giddy and ignorant multitude, and 
cherishing such humours and dispositions as 
directly tend to overturn the laws." They 
brought forward Mr. Robert Dundas, of Amis- 
ton, Lord Advocate, In opposition to Mr. Ers- 
kine; and at the election, January 12th. 17M, 
the former gained the day by 12-3 against 38 
votes. Tlie following verses by Burns describe 
the keenness of the contest. The mortification 
of the displaced dean was so extreme, that be 
that evenhig, with a coal-axe, hewed off from 
his door, in Prince's Street, a brass-plate on 
which his designation as Dean of Faculty was 
hiscribed. It is not Impossible, that, in character- 
izing Mr. Dundas so opprobrlously, and we may 
add, unjustly, Burns might recollect the slight 
with which nis elegiac verses on the father of 
that gentleman had been treated eight years 
before. , 

Note 214, p. 93.— "Verses on the destruction of 
the woods near Druralanrig." The Duke of 

Sneensberry stripped his domains of Drumlan- 
g, in Dumfries-shire, and Neldpath In Peebles- 
shire, of all the wood fit for being cut, in order 
to enrich the Countess of Yarmouth, whom lie 
supposed to bo his daughter. 

Note 216, p. 93— " On the Dnke of Queensberry." 
Bums was one day being rallied by a friend wr 
wasting his satirical shafts on a person nn- 
worthv of his notice, and was reminded that 
there were such persons (distinguished by rank 
and circumstance) as the Dnke of Qneonsberry, 
on whom his biting rhapsodies might morevl- 
vantageously be expended. He Immediately 
improvised these lines. 

Note 216, p. 98.— "Verses to John M'Mnrda 
with a present of books." Mr. M'Murdo resided 
at Drumlanrlg, as chamberlain to the Dnke of 
Queensberry, He and his wife and daughtors 
are alluded to in the election piece, entitled 
" Second Epistle to Mr. Graham, of Fintry." They 
were kind and hospitable friends of Bums, who 
celebrated several of the young ladies in Us 
songs. 

Note 217, p. 23 —" Impromptu on Willie Stew- 
art." "Sir Walter Scott possessed a tumbler, 
on which these lines were written by Bums, on 
the arrival of a friend, Mr. W. Stewart, factor to 
a gentleman of Nithsdale. The landlady being 
very wroth at what she considered the dis- 
flgrurement of her glass, a gentleman present 
appeased her by paying down a shilling, an<I 
carried off the relic."— 1/OCKHart. 

Note 218, p. 94 — " Montgomery's Peggy.** Th( 
old ballad, "McMillan's Peggy, '^ was the modd 
of this song. The heroine of the piece whs i 
young lady, educated in a manner somewhO 
superior to the peasantry in general, and on 
whom Burns pracMsed to display his tact is 
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and then rhyme and song wore, in amnnnor.the 
Hpontancons lanfniaAO of my hcnrt. This cum- 
poidtlonwas tho first of my performances, and 
done at an early period of life, when my heart 
frlowed with honest, warm simplicity, imac- 
qnaintcd and ancorrnptod with tlie ways of a 
wiclicd world. Tlie performance is, indeetl, very 

I»neriie and silly ; but 1 am always pleased with 
^ as it recalls to my mind those happy days 
when my heart was yet honest, and my tongue 
was sinucre.'* 

Note 233, p. 102.--" My father was a farmer."' 
This autobiograplilcol song, as it may l)o called. Is 
understood to have been composed during tho 
most depressed period of tlic ooot's early for- 
tunes, when struggling with family distresses 
at Lochlic. ''It Is a wild rhapsody," he rays, 
*' miserably dcflcleut In versification ; but as the 
sentiments arc tho genuine feelings ot my heart, 
I have » particular pleasure in conning It over." 

Note 234, p. 101.— "Kobin." It has l)een said 
that tlicro was some foundation in fact fur this 
tale of a gossip— a wayfaring woman, who 
clmnced to bo pres<>nt at the])oet's birth, having 
actuully announced some such pru))hccics re- 
specting tite infant placed in her arms. Some 
similar clrcnm stances attended the birth of 
Mirabca. 

Note 235, p. 101.— "Her flooring locks." This 
little fragment was composed In coiiscquonce of 
a momentary glimpse which tiio poet one day 
obtained of a beautitui young female, who rode 
np to an Inn at Ayr, as tlic poet was mounting 
h» horse to leave it. 

Note 230, p. 101.— "The sons of Old Killic." 
iri//e€, n familiar appellation among the country 
people for Kilmarnock. This song was com- 
posed in allusion to a meeting of tlie Kiimarnocic 
Jiason Lotlge, whicli took place in I786i, and at 
which , William Parker, one of the poet's oldest 
friends, presided, and which Bums himself at- 
tended. The pong was an impromptu, and was 
finng, as it is believed, at this very meeting. 

Note 237. p. 107.— "The Laddies bv tiic IJonks 
o' Nlth." Tills ballad is, as well as some of those 
which have preceded it, dedicated to the tur- 
moil of the parliamentary election at Dumfries, 
In which Bums took as active a part as he well 
could on the Toi-y side :— to wit, in the election 
of 1790. In the "Five (Marlines." as well as in 
the '• Second Epistle to Mr. Graham of Fintry," 
tho poet appeared to reserve a neutral position, 
merely sketching the events as they occurred; 
and, in foct, it was obvious, seeing his denen- 
dcncT upon a government situation, tliot lie 
flhonid observe some measure In his political 
writings. Burns's genius liad moreover ac- 

Snired for him friends amongst men of all par- 
es, many of whom, in the heat of a political 
contest, might have felt aggrieved at anv nn- 
called-for violence on his part. Tlic s'ecret 
Jacobitish yearnings of BnniH natnrally im- 
pelled him to tlie side of Sir .Tamos Johnstone, 
the Tory and Pittite candidate, whilst being the 
tenant of Mr. Miller, father of the Whig or Oppo- 
sition candidate, to whom he was indebted for 
mncli personal kindness, he could not well sig- 
nalize himself by any very decided exertion 
against Mr. Miller the younger. In this ballad, 
"Tlie Laddies of tho Banks o' Nith," ho does 
not retain stich very decided neutrality, and 
pretty clearly allows his Torv predilections to 
ooze out. It must be noticed, however, that the 
Toryism of Bnms was merely a traditionary 
love for the native Scotch racxj of princes, ond a 
detestation for tho usurping dynasty (as he 
thought) of Bmnswick: for, in al)stract political 
principles, it may easily l)e gathered from his 
writings that he had a far greater leaning to- 
wards Jaeobmum than towards the exploded 
pnncii)lc of the dirine right of kings. Sir Walter 
Scott, writing to Mr. I^ckhart, with an enclo- 
sure of a parcel of letters of Burns, says : -•* In 



one of them to that singular old cnrmudgcon. 
Lady Winifred (.Nonstable, you will oeo ho plays 
high Jacobite, and on thataceount it Is cnrlons; 
though 1 fancy his Jacobltism, like mine, be* 
longed to the fancy, rather than to the reason. 
He was, however, a great Pittite down to a cer- 
tain pcrloil— thatfs, until tlie Influx of Jocoftwum 
from the outbreak of 1780, when he certainly be- 
came more decidedly Jacobin than JacoMte. 

Note 238, p. 107.—" On Captain Francis Grose." 
Captain Grose himself was tho first and meet 
earnest to relish the point of this epigram. It 
was an impromptu of one of the drinking parties, 
ornlgiitiy carousals, of these " grild fellows." 

Note 230, p. 108.— " Written under the Picture 
of tho celebrated Miss Burns." Tho Miss Bums 
who was the subject of these lines, was ayonng 
Englishwoman, settled in Edinburgh — as t«- 
markablu for the laxity of her demeanour, us 
for the exonislte beauty of her person, nli) 
figured in the less rigid society of some of our 
wits, and her portrait was CKgraved and pub- 
lisiied by Mr. John Kay. It was on one of tneie 
cngi'aviugs that Burns wrote the lines which it 
suggested. 

Note 240, p. 108.—" Written on n pane of glass 
In the Inn at Moffat." Tliesc lines were in 
reply to a question put to tlic poet : " Where- 
fore Miss i)avlcs (a particular favourite of 
Burns's) should have been made so diminutive, 
and anotlier lady, named, so largo In propor- 

NotG241,p. 108.— "Fragment." Tlie occasion 
which suggested these linos was the receipt ef 
iutelliia'cncc thatllio Austrians had been totally 
routed at Gemappes, by General Dumonrier 
(1792). 

Note 242. p. 108.—" On incivility shown him at 
Invcrary.'* Burns, accompanied by a friend, 
Inivlng gone to Inverary at a time when some 
company was there on a visit to his Grace the 
Duke of Argyle, finding himself and his cora- 
paniun entirely neglected by the Innkeeper, 
whoso whole attention seemed to be occupied 
witli the visitors of his Grace, cxprcsfic«I his dis- 
approbation of the incivility with which he iras 
treated in the above lines. 

Note 243. p. 108.— "The solemn League and 
Covenant." Spoken, In reply to a gentleman, 
who sneered at the suffering of Scotland for con- 
science-sake, and called the Solemn League and 
Covenant ridiculous and fanatical. 

Note 244, p. 10!)— "The True Loyal Natlve.i." 
These wore a society of friends of the govern- 
ment wlio assumed nn exclusive loyalty dniing 
the fervours ef the French UevolntioR. The 
above lines were written in consequence of tbe 
receipt, at a convivial meeting, of tlie folloirinjr 
senseless quatrain from one of the Loval Na- 
tives:— 

"To sons of sedition, give ear to mr song. 
Let Syme, Burns, and Maxwell, peVvade everr 

throng. 
With Crackcn the attorney, and MundcU the 

nuack. 
Send Willie the monger to hell with a smack." 

Note 24if, p. 109 —" Tlie Creed of Povertv." 
When the Board of Excise Informed Bums tfiat 
his business was to act, and- not to think and 
speak, ho road tho order to a friend, turned ih'' 
pai^er, and wrote what he called "Tlio Creed irf 
Poverty." 

Note 246, p. 109.—" Epistlo t« John Taylor." 
These lines were addressed to John Tavlor. 
blacksmith, at Wanleckhead, on being indebted 
to him, ono winter's day, betw«en I>umfti«- 
shlre and Ayrshire, for a small cast of his offlco. 

Note 247, p. ij»i--" Written on a wlndwr. 
TMs was at the " King's Arms," Dumfries, and 
was suggested by hearing some person speak Id 
terms of reproach of the officers of his Majestts 
Excise. 
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Kote 248, p. 100.— "On Jessy Lewars." This 
lady. In her early days, was an intimate friend 
of Mrs. Burns, and also a great favourite with 
the poet, who estoemcd her sprightly and affec- 
tionate character. During his last illness, his 
surgeon, Mr. BroAvn, brought in a long 'sheet, 
containing the particulars of a menagerie of 
wild beasts which he had just been visiting. 
As Mr. Brown was handing the sheet to Miss 
Lewars, Burns seized it, and wrote upon It these 
verses with red chalk ; after which he handed 
It to Miss Lewars, saying that it was now fit to 
be presented to a lady. Miss Lewars afterwards 
married Mr. James Thomson, of Dumfries. 

Note 249, p. 109.— "To the same." While Miss 
Lewars was waiting upon him in his sick 
chamber, the poet took up a crystal goblet con- 
taining wine and water, and- after writing upon 
it these verses, in the character of a Tocut^ pre- 
sented it to her. 

Note 250, p. 109.—" Epltanh on the same." At 
tWs time of trouble, on Miss Lewars complain- 
ing of indisposition, he said, to provide for the 
worst, he would write her epitaph. He accord- 
ingly inscribed these lines on another goblet, 
saying, *'Tliat will bo a companion to the 
Twut. 

Note 251. p. 110.—" On a Young Lady." Char- 
lotte namllton. 



Note 252, p. I13.-Tlie Poet's Welcome to his 
Illegitimate Child." The subject of these verses 
was the poet's illegitimate daughter, whom in 
"The Inventory" he styles his 

"Sousy, smirking, dear-bought Bess." 

She was married to Mr. John Bishop, overseer, 
at Polkemmet, near Whitburn, and is long dead. 

Noto 2S3, p. 113.— "Inform him, and storm 
him" Threaten. 

Note 254, p. 115.— "Sweet closes the Evening." 
Written on Miss Lorimer. aftowards Mrs. 
Whelpdale, a flame of Barns, who lived at 
Craigieburn, near to Moffat. 

Note 26.5, p. 116.— "Ae fond Kiss." Written on 
his parting from Clarinda. The verses are 
beautiful: but the idea of either party being 
*' broken-hearted" is purely fanciful. 

Note 256, p. 117.—" The Guidwifc of Wauchopo 
House" vcas the late talented Mrs. Scott, of 
Wauchope. 

Note 257, p. 119.— "On Tom the Chapman." 
One Kennedy of Ayr, who had recovered from 
an Illness, and met the poet. 

Note 268, p. 121.— "A friend above the Lift." 
Burns sent also a copy of these lines to his friend 
Aiken. 

Note 259, p. 123. — " Benledj." A moimtain 
west of Stratli-Allan, 8,009 feet high. 



GLOSSARY. 



T&s eh and ph hare always the guttural sound. The sound of the Enfi;lish diphthong oo is coffl' 
monly spelfed ou. The French «, a sound which often occurs in the Scottish language, is marked 
oo^ or uu Tlie a In genuine Scottish words, except when forming a dipthong, or followed by an e 
mute after a single consonant, sounds generally like the broad Elnglish a in toaU. The Scottish 
diphthong Of, very often, sound liJ^e the French e masculine. The Scottish diphthong ey, sounds 
like the Latin ei. 



A. 

A\ all 

Aback, away, aloof 

Abeigti, at a shy distance 

Aboon, above, up 

Abread, abroad, in sight 

Abreed, in breath 

Addle, putrid water, &c. 

Ae, one [tntcd 

Aff, off; aff loof, unprcmedi- 

Afore, before 

Aft, oft 

Aften, often 

Agley, off the right line, wrong 

Aiblins, perhaps 

A in, own 

Airle-penny, Alrlcs, earnest 

money 
Aim, iron 
Aith, an oath 
Aiver, an old horso 
Aizle, a hot cinder 
Alake, alas 
Alane, alone 
Akwart, awkward 
Amaist, almost 
Amang, among 
An', and, if 
Ance, once 
Ane, one, and 
Anent, over, against 
Anither, anotiicr 
Ase, ashes 

Asklent, asquint ; aslant 
Asteer, abroad ; stirring 
Athart, thwart 
Aught^ possession : as, In a* ray 

aught, in all my possession 
Auld lang syne, olden time 
Auld, old 
Anldtarran, or, auld farrant, 

sagacious, cunning, prudent 
Ava, at ail 
Awa', away 
Awfu', awful 

Awn, the beard of barley, Sec. 
Awnic, bearded 
Ayont, beyond 

B. 

Ba', ball 

Backets, ash boards 
Backlins, coming ; returning 
Back, returning 
Bad, did bid 

Baide, endured ; did stay 
Barg]e, the belly 
BHjnle, having large bones 
Btoat 



Bairn, a child 

Bairntlmc, a family of children ; 

a brood 
Baith, both 
Ban, to swear 
Bane, bone 

liang, to beat ; to strive 
Bardie, diminutive of bard 
Bareflt, barefooted 
Barmie, of, or like barm 
Batch, a crew, a gang 
Batts, bots 
Baudrons, a cat 
Bauld, bold 
Bawk, bank 
Bawsn't, having a white stripe 

down the face 
Be, to let it Imj ; to give over 
Bear, barley 

Beastie, dimlnntive of beast 
Beet, to add f nel to fire 
Beld, bald 
Bely ve, by and by 
Ben, into the spence or parlour : 
r a spence 
Benlomond, a noted monntain 

in Dumbartonshire 
Bethankit, grace after meat 
Beuk, a book 
Bicker, a kind of wood dish ; a 

short race 
Bie, or Bieid, shelter 
Bien, wealthy, plentiful 
Big, to bniid 

Biggin, building ; a house 
Blggit, built 
Bin, a bnll 

Billie, a brother; a young fellow 
Blng, a heap of grain, potatoes, 
Birk, birch t&c! 

Birken-shaw, Birchen-woud- 

Shaw, a small wood 
Birkie, a clever fellow 
Birring, the noise of partridges, 

Ac, when they spring 
Bit, crisis ; nick of time 
Bizz, a bustle ; to buzz 
Biastie, a shrivelled dwarf; a 
■ term of contempt 
Biastit, blasted 
Blate, bashfnl, sheepish 
Blather, bladder 
Biadd, a flat piece; anything; 

to slap 
Blaw, to blow; to boast 
Bleerit, bleared ; sore with 

rheum 
Bleert and blln\ bleared and 

blind 



Bleezing, blazing 
Blellum, an idol, talking fellow 
Blether, talk idly ; nonsense 
Blink, a little while ; a smiling 

look ; to shine by fits 
Blinker, a term of contempt 
Blinkin, smirking 
Blue-gown, one of those beg- 
gars who get annually, on the 
sovereign's birth-day, a bine 
cloak or gown, with a badge 
Bluid, blood 
Bluntlc, a sniveller, a stupid 

person 
Blype, a shred ; a large piece 
Bock, to vomit, to gush inter* 

mittently 
Bodie, a small gold coin 
Bogles, spirits ; goblins 
Bonnie, or Bonny, handsome 
Bonnock, a kind of thick cake 
of bread; a small jannock,(Hr 
loaf made of oatmeal 
Boord, a board 

Boortree, the shrub elder: 
planted much of old in hedges 
of barn-yards, &c. 
Boost, behaved ; must needs 
Bore, a hole in the wall 
Botch, an angry tumour 
Bousing, drinking 
Bow-kail, cabbage 
Bowt, bended ; crooked 
Brackens, fern 
Brae, a declivity; a precipice 
Braid, broad 

Braingd't, reeled forward 
Braik, a kind of harrow 
Braindge, to rush rashly f«^ 

ward 
Brak, broke ; made insolvent 
Branks, a kind of wooden cnrb 

for horses 
Brash, a sudden illness 
Brats, coarse clothes, rags, Ae 
Brattle, a short race; biunri 

fury 
Braw, fine, handsome 
Brawly, or brawlle, very weD 
Braxie, a morbid sheep 
Breastle, diminutive of bretflt 
Brcastit, did spring up or ti» 

ward 
Breckan, fern 
Breef, an irresistible spell 
Breeks, breeches 
Brent, smootii 
Brewin', brewing 
Brie, juier, liqui3 



Brig« A bridge 

Bnvistaue, brimstoD e 

Brisket, tbe breast, the bosom 

Britber, <i brother 

Bruck, badger 

Brogue, a huin, a trick 

Broose, broth: araceatooontrr 
wcddiugs, who shall flrstreach 
tho bridegroom's house ou 
retnrning from the church 

Brewster - wives, ale - house- 
wives 

Bmgh, a burgh 

Bmzlzie, a broil; a combostlon 

Bruut, did burn; burnt 

Brust, to burst ; burst 

Bachan-buliers, the boiling of 
the sea amung tho rocks of 
Buchan 

Buckskin, an inhabitant of Vir- 
ghilft 

Bught, a pen 

Bugbtin-tirae, tlie time of col- 
lecting tho sheep in tho pens 
to be milked 

Bnirdly, stout made ; broad 
made 

Bumclock, a humming -beetle 
that flies in the summer even- 
ings 

Bumming, humming as bees 

Bummie, to blunder 

Bunker, a window-seat 

Burdies, diminutive of liirds 

Bure, did bear 

Bum, water; a rivniet 

Bumewin, i.e., burn the wind ; 
a blacksmith 

Bnrnle, diminutive of bum 

Buskle, bnshey 

Bnsklt, dressed 

Busks, dresses 

Bussle. a bustle ; to bustle 

Buss, shelter 

But, bot, with; withont 

But an' ben, the country kit- 
chen and parlour 

By himsel, lunatic, di^itractcd 

Byke, a t)ee-lilve 

Byre, a cow-stable ; a sheep- 

JMiU 

C. 

CV, to call; to name; to drive 

Cu't. or CVd, called, driven ; 
calved 

Cadger, a carrier 

Cudie, or Caddie, a person ; a 
young fellow 

Caff, chaff 

Ciiird, a tinker 

Cairn, a loose heap of stones 

Calf-ward, a small enclosure for 
calves 

Callan, a boy 

Caller, fresh; sound; refresh- 
ing 

CanTe, or Cannie, gentle : mild ; 
dexterous 

Cannille, dexteronsly 

Caiitie, or Canty, cheerful; 
merry 

Cantrip, a charm; a spell 

Caue-stane, cope-stone ; key- 
stone 

Careerln, cheerfully 

Carl, an old man 

Carlin, a stout uld woman 

Cartes, cards 

Caudron, a cauldron 

Cauk and keel, chulk and red 
clay 



GLOSSAKY. 

Cauld, cold 

Caup, a wooden drinlUng-vessel 

Cesses, taxes 

Clianter, a part of a bagpipe 

Cluip, a person; a fellow; a 
blow 

Chaup, a stroke : a blow 

Cheekit, cheeked 

Cheep, a cliirp ; to chirp 

Chiel, or Cheel, a young fellow 

Chimla, or Chimlie, a fire-grate, 
a flre-place 

Chimla4ug, the fireside 

Chittering, shivering; trem- 
bling 

Chocldn, choIUng 

Chow, to chew 

ChufBe, fat-faced 

Ciachau, a small village about 
a church ; a liamlet 

Claise, or (.-laes, clothes 

Claith, cloth 

Claivers, nonsense ; not speak- 
ing sense 

Clap, clapper of a mQl 

Clarkit, wrote 

Clash, an idle tale, the story of 
the day 

Clatter, to tell Idle stories ; an 
idle story 

Clanght, snatched at ; laid hold 
of 

Clant, to clean ; to scrape 

Clavers, idle stories 

Claw, to scratch 

Cleed, to clothe 

Cleedc, clothes 

Cleekit, having canght 

Ciinkin, Jerking ; clhiking 

CHnknmbell. he who rings the 
church-bell 

Clips, shears 

Clishmaclaver, idle conversa- 
tion 

Clock, to hatch ; a beetle 

Clockin, hatching 

Cloot, the hoof of a cow, sheep, 
&c 

Clootie, an old name for the 
devil 

Clour, a bump or swelling after 
a blow 

Cluds, clouds 

Coaxin, wliecdling 

Coble, a fishing-boat 

Cockernony. a lock of hair tied 
upon a girl's head; a cap 

Coft, bought 

Cog, a wooden dish 

Coffgie, diminutive of cog 

Ceila, from Kyle, a district of 
Ayshlre ; so called, saitii tra- 
dition, from Coil, or Coilus, 
a Pictish monorcli 

Collie, a general and sometimes 
a particnUir name for country 
curs 

Collicshangie, qnarrclUng; an 
uproar 

Commaun, command 

Cood, the cud 

Coof, a blockhead; a ninny 

Cooklt, appeared and disap- 
peared by fits 

Coost, did cast 

Coot, the ankle or foot 

Cootie, a wooden kitclien-dish : 
—also, those fowls whose legs 
are clad with feathers are said 
to be cootie 

Corbies, a species of the crow 

Core, corps ; party ; clau 

Coru't, fed with oats 
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Cotter, the Inhabltaitt of a cot* 
house, or cottager 

Couthie, kind; loving 

Cove, a cave 

Cowe, to terrify ; to keep under ; 
to lop fright; a branch of 
furze, brom, due 

Cowp, to barter; to tumble 
over ; a gang 

Cowpit, tumbled 

Cowrin, cowering 

Cowt, a colt 

Cozle, snug 

Crabbit, crabbed : fretful 

Crack, conversation; to con- 
verse 

Crackin, conversing 

Craft, or Croft, a field near a 
house (ki old husbAudry) 

Craiks. cries or calls inces- 
santly ; a bird 

Crambo-dink or Crambo-Jingle, 
rhymes; doggrel verses 

Crank, the noise of an un- 
gi eased wheel 

Crankous, fretful ; captious 

Cranreuch, the hoar frost 

Crap, a crop; to crop 

Craw, a crow of a cock; a rook 

Creel, a basket ; to have one's 
wits in a creel, to be crazed ; 
to be fascinated 

Creepie-stool, tlie same ascutty- 
stool 

Cresshie, greasy 

Crood, or Croud, to coo as a 
dove 

Croon, a hollow and continued 
moan ; to make a noise like 
the continued roar of a bull ; 
to hum a tunc 

Crouchie, crook-backed 

Cronse, cheerfully ; courage- 
ously 

Crowdic, a composition of oat- 
meal and boiled water, some- 
time from the broth of beef, 
mutton, &c 

Crowdie-time, breakfast time 

Crowlin, crawling 

Cmmmock, a cow with crooked 
horns 

Crump, hard and brittle; spoken 
of bread 

Crunt, a blow on the head with 
a cudgel 

Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny 

Cummock, a short stuff with a 
crooked head 

Cnrchie, a courtesy 

Curler, a player at a game on 
the ice, practised in Scotland, 
called curling 

Curlic, curled ; whose hair falls 
naturally in ringlets 

Curling, a well-known game on 
the ice 

Curmurring, munnnring 

Curpin, tiiu crupper 

Cushat, the dove, or wood- 
pigeon 

Cutty, short; a spoon broken 
in the middle 

Cutty-stool, the stool of re- 
pentance 

D. 

Daddie, a father 
DafHn, merriment ; foolishness 
Daft, merry ; giddy ; foolish 
Daimen, rare; now and then; 

daimen-icker, an ear of corn 

now and then 
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Ilow'n, nlihltis. wjniiiiiB Iniw 
l>airl*, worn nllh srtcf , tallea 
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lierle,fr^Etiml;dr8iiillngiplrlli 
Eliirttch. BhBjilji frtghltnl 



{nbneb. EdlntmrsU 
■IspeiUl, eipeclBllT 



ir «Icn l>mA. ftn 



F»iier«n-o'cn, r««t»r« Eron 



FBckrii\ large : brawnf i alont 

r'r ta!e"'"'uil'i "ih' fl'^li 

Fen, incMMtnlitritBEta ! flihl 
Fend, to llvo comtorMWr^ ^ 

nap. 10 fldgel 









FUnilnr-ln*. ■ pleos of tlmlwr 
nijk, lo ttti at ibe yokD 

FodmU nDiitniul plump 

FcoimlEtr, 10 niEul ( lu Fncoon- 

FwjStiilt, luted with fatlgn 
Kolllgr, rodder 
F<H,fi>Ui0nu]k 
FiJofli.'nien'y'"I'jioiiih " 

FiidithB Mot, or lall ol tlic Imit 



(!ifcrtaM?c''iln old man 






(Id.iltt rffenl tolXs; (rentrj 
llontT, citgnnll/ (ormcd, ik« 

Ilet'iltliliif^B'"' 



Gio, to give ; gled, gave ; gicn, 

gireu 
GUtie, dimlnutlvo of gilt 
Uiglftts, playful girls 
(Uflie diniiimtive of gill 
Gllpey, a half-grown, half-ki- 
f ormcd boy or girl, a romping 
lad, a hoidcn 
Gimme r, an ewe from one to 

two years old 
Uin, if; against 
Gipsy, a yonng girl 
Girn, to grin; to twist tiie fca- 

tares in rage, agony, dec. 
Giming, grinning 
Gizz, a periwig 
(Jlaikct, inattentive; foolisli 
(jlaive, a sword 
Gawky, liaif-wited ; foolish ; 

romping 
Glaizle, glittering; smooth like 

glass 
Gianm, to snatch greedily 
Glanm d, aimed ; snatched 
( jieck, sharp ; ready 
tileg. sharp ; ready 
Glieb, glebe 

Glen, a dale ; a deep vnUcy 
Gley, a squint: to sqnint; a 

gley; off at a side; wrong 
Gflb-gabbet, smooth and ready 

in speech 
QUnt, to peep 
Glinted, peeped 
Glintin, peeping 
Gloamin. the twiliglit 
Glowr, to stare ; to look ; a 

stare; a looic 
Olowred, looked ; stared 
Glunsh, a frown ; a sour look 
Goavan, looking round with a 
strange, inquiring gaze ; star- 
ing stupidly 
Gown, the flower of tlio wild 

daisy, hawkweed, «fec. 
Gowony, daisied, abounding 

with daisies 
Gowd. gold 

Gowff, the name of Golf : to 
strike as a bat does tlie ball 
at golf 
Gowff'd, struck 

Gowk, a cuckoo ; a term of con- 
tempt 
GowU to howl 
Grane, or Grain, a groan; to 

groan 
Grain'd and grunted, groaned 

and grrunted 
Graining, groaning 
Graip, a pronged instrument for 

cleaning stables 
Graith, accoutrements ; furni- 
ture: dress; gear 
Grannie, grandmother 
Orade, to grope 
(iraipit, groped 
Grat, wept ; shed tears 
Great, intimate ; familiar 
Uree, to agree ; to bear the 

gree ; to be decidedly victor 
Oree't, agreed 

Greet, to shed tears ; to weep 
Greetin, crying : weeping 
Grlppet, catchcd ; seized 
Groat, to get the whistle of one's 

groat ; to play a loshig game 
Oronsome, loathsomely grim 
Grozet. a gooseberry 
Gramph, a grunt ; to groat 
Grnraphie, a sow 
Grnn\ ground 
Gruiutane, a grindstone | 



GLOSSARY. 

Gruntle, the phis ; a grunting 
noise 

Gmnzie, mouth 

Grnshie, thick; of a thriving 
growth 

Gndc, tlie Supreme Being, good 

(tcid, good 

Guid-morning, good morrow 

(lUid-e'en, good evening 

Guidman and guldwifo, the 
master and mistress of the 
house; young gnidmau, a ma. a 
newly mariied 

Guid-wiliie, liberal ; cordial 

Guidfathcr, guidmother, father- 
in-law, and motijor-in-law 

Gully, or Gullie, a lai'gu knife 

Gnnilie, muddy 

Gusty, tasteful 

II. 

Ila', hall 

Ila'-Hiblo, the great Bible tliat 
lies in the hail 

II ae, to have 

Ilaen, hud: the part iciplo 

liaet, fleut haet, a petty oath of 
negation; nothing 

IlafFet, tlic temple; the side of 
the head 

Ilafflins, nearly half , partly 

Ilagt a scar, or gulf in mosses 
or moors 

Haggis, a kind of pudding 
boiled in tlie stomach of a cow 
or a sheep 

Ilain, to spare; to save 

Hain'd spared 

Ilairst, harvest 

Ilaith, a petty oath 

Haivers, nonsense ; speaking 
without thouglit 

Hal' or Hald, an abiding-place 

Hale, wliele ; tight ; liealthy 

Ilaiy, holy 

Hame, homo 

Hallnn, a particular partition- 
wall in a cottage, or more pro- 
perly, a seat of turf at the out 
side 

Hallowmas, Hallow-cvc, the 
31st of October 

Hanaely, homely: affable 

Han', or Haun', hand 

liap, an outer garment: man- 
tle, plaid, &c; to wrap; to 
cover; to hop 

Ilapper, a hopper 

Happing, hopping 

Hap step an' loup, hop skip and 
leap 

Harkit, iicarkcned 

Ham, very coarse.linen 

Hash, a fellow that neither 
knows how to dress nor act 
with propriety 

Hastit, hastened 

Hand, to hold 

Hanglis, low lying rich lands 

Hanrl, to drag; to i>eel 

Haurhn, peeling 

Haverel, a half-witted person 

Havins, good manners ; de- 
corum 

Hawkie, a cow, properly one 
with a w^liitc face 

Heapit, heaped 

Healsoinc, healthful ; whole* 
some 

Hearse, hoarso 

Hear't, hear it 

Heather, heath 

Hech, oh ; strange 
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llecht, promised; to foretell 
something tliat is to be got 
or given; foretold; the thing 
foretold ; offered 

Heckle, a board, in wiiicli are 
fixed a number of sharp pins, 
used in dressing iiemp, <fea 

Heeze, to elevate, to raiso 

Helm, the rudder or helm 

Herd, to tend flocks 

Hcvrin, a hdrrin 

Herry, to plunder 

Herrymcnt, plundering; de- 
vastation 

Hersei, herself: also a herd of 
cattle, of any sort 

Ilet, hot 

Hengh, a crag ; a coalpit 

Hilch, a hobble; to halt 

Hilchin, halting 

Himsel, himself 

Hiney, lioncy 

Hing, to hang 

Hirple, to walk lazily; to creep 

Hissel, so many cattle as one 
person can attend 

Hastle, dry ; chapped ; barren 

Hitch, a loop ; a knot 

Hizzie, a hussy ; a young girl 

Iloddin, the motion of a sage 
countryman riding on a cart- 
horse; humble 

Hog-score, a kind of distancQ 
lino, in curiing, drawn across 
the rink 

Hog-snouther, a kind of horse 
play, by justling with the 
shoulder ; tojustle 

Hool, outer skin or case ; a nut- 
shell; a peascod 

Hoolie, slowly ; leisurely 

Hoolie I take leisure ; stop 

Hoord, a hoard ; to hoard 

Hoordit, hoarded 

Horn, a spoon made of horn 

Hornie. one of the many names 
of the devil [cough 

Host, or hoast, to cough; a 

Hostin, coughing 

Hosts, coughs 

Hotch'd, turn'd topsy-tiu'vy ; 
blended; mixed 

Honghmagandic, fornication 

Houlet, an owl 

Housie, diminutive of house 

Hove, to heave ; to sAvell 

Hoved. heaved ; swelled 

Howdie, a midwife 

Howe, hollow; a hollow or doll 

Howcbackit, sunk hi the back, 
spoken of a horse, &c. 

Howff, a tipplig-huuse^ a 
house of resort 

Howk, to dig 

Howkit^ digged 

Howkin, digging 

Howlet, an owl 

Hoy, to urge 

Hoy'd, urged 

Hoyse, to pull npwards 

Hoyte, to amble crazily 

Hughoc, diminutive of Hugh 

Hnrcheoii. a hedgehog 

Hurdies, the loins; the cruppcr 

Hushiou, a cushion 

I. 

I', in 

Icker, an ear of com 
ler-oe, a great-grandchild 
Ilk, or ilka, each ; every 
111-willie, ill - natureu ; mall* 
clous, niggardly 
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In«M.(«nlu.:lnB»nWi/ 










Uniicli. a iargc pW o 


lte.l>b<ilLoroirL 


Kiiowo. a small round hlllDck 


fli^sli. Ac. 


1^1 gilier:an«anatli<r 


g!ft.V.""' 


Luiu^a colnmn of >a 


J. 


Kjle. adlilrtetlnArrriHra 




Jwa.iHe: BlHBfunltEarlem 


Km. me belly ^ 


Lrartotamlicdtolo 


iSMS-S" 


Kjihe, to dtaeoTOT! lo thow 




01II*.-Kl( 

L. 


M more "' 
Majr iLore _ 


Ju|>. ■ lerk Df^wiler; to ]trk 


»raeaudlwtl5iout a wooden 


M«kIn,''iMiklne . 


water 




Mallcn, a farm 


JerWnet. & Jirkln^ of short 


Lalrlng,^™d!n(f^and sinking 


Mallle, Molly 


;^|=S^'"- 


Lal'trTon'th " ' 


ilS;£,'^h";Vr™a. 


Lalthlu-. baiMaMUeonl^h 


where the minister 




Uaiileele. a nuitle 




si'siSjcr" 


















^nral, are In iScoteli 


Jlolier. th.1 Inmi quicWy: a 


Lnn-, laniliortals 


wordaaheehdaer.llu 


JiSrr.rXnS^"'"*"' 


Lane.loneimj abiMbTlano. 


both nambera) 


Ac.; myHtfalone, Ac 
Lancly. taiely 


Marled. Tailefited. aiK 


Jlrfcajort" 


ilar'.mr.lfii7earll 


JoclsteE.aklndofknlfe 




Uuhlum. meslln, mix 




i2i%\Kit"' 


SSSS' 








cln'dei botli IhB >.»i>i«lni 


Ihoothon ' 




■notJonand peallne lonna gr 


Laverock, the lark 


Hankin, a bare 


■ large bell 


Lawln. Bliut: reckODlDE bill 


Haon. mniC 


Jiuil[e,toJn>ILfl 


Lawlal,, lowlmd " 


Mavli, the ifamsh 




Lea'e. id Ichts 


Mair, to mow 


K. 


LsaU loyal, tme.filtbtul 


Hawin, mowing 


Kaa, ■ daiT 


tS'W=iS««».„. 


Mean. ■ mare 


KMl.«.li,wirliakinil««brotli 
Kall-runl. Ibo itcoi ol cDlowort 


iSKfflSI.'SS, 


I^n. lowl. Ac paid ai nnt 


aS:;f:;,3i":r 


«!K.''Sr,:',K 




Leeie-DH.a phraioof cangH.- 


rronnd. 




lolatorj endearment: 1 am 


u£ll. to meddle. Also 


^•Sr&ra: 


hawy in thee, or proud o( 


for nwindluK barley 1 


Sli^^"' "'""■ "'**'"^ 




M^n'lVmeiid'""' "" 




KSeafe^look 


Mensc good umniiers, 


Ken.*M^^ I kend or kena'd. 


Menscless, m-bred: r 


KepnlS, ■ imall mattsr 


yrtioC;- 


iCiV small doe 
Mlddvn. aduncbllF 




;li?K.'ffir'i;?^.^='rrg"Xg" 


known 


MIddcn-hole. n gntter 


Set, loatted, tulr; ( a fliecs of 


Lliniaer. a kept mhlrc.i'a 


bollomofadnngblll 


■jwl 


.lln™i?ffmped: hobbled 


Mim, prlm^aneotedlj 






a^flUlpI 


,llljriol4 along 


Mnd..^„„„d.t,™o. 


llnn.awXrflliaprocli.Mo 


!3?k",ve."^?rda 






Msca'.tDHhn^se: tocal 


Klura Cooier; conntir ital- 


Lln<Hh7l°^ a llnnKt 

Loan, or LoanlliH, Iho placeol 


SiiS^d?SSle.ou, 


KbTi. IhD harTBrt mpperi ■ 








Li'«1t, the^alin of Iho hFind 


Mwouk, mistook 


KIrHii? to chrliKn, or baptize 


Loot, did lot 


M iher. a mother 


KiMt, a Chen : ■ >ho|> counter 
KItdwn. anTIhlng'^lhal <.!< 




Mlxtlc, Mnitlo, cent 


Vm bread: to .erraror«mp. 




HNsiffy, toffiQlston 


«».„,„„„.,„ 


lilwf.ii'iiamr'"' 


Ssfi.",~;:»-»'-"i 




nr the grave. To m 


»"* 




meoK. to Inv In the d 


Eiawsf,.- 


iw"f lolooM 


BKM'Vit.- 


KlottUn, cdddltng 


Ji-vni. lagsed 




Knaral^ Uka knasrs, or points 


.ag. the car: h linndln 


Mi>ni)"he ntil day, lo- 


olrock. 




V.>n,inemonih 


Ximn totirUn munly, a amart 




Monilwor..amal« 



Micklo, {Treat: bitif; 

ilnntirc of muse 

I, broth, composed 

f water, shelled bar- 

tsreoM 

an English pint 

self 

X. 

t; nor 
ot any 

or l^uithln, uotliing 
rse 
) 

; to be tipsy 
neglected 
lOk 
t 

flHt 

landful 

, exchange; to cx- 

to barter 

Jgro 

1 cat, a hangman's 



f or belonging to the 

ticcd 
ick cattle 

O. 

ne of mountain s 
faith! an oath 
le, any 
in nsed for ere, be- 

•rra, snpemnmerary 
be spared 

rering; drooping 
rscls. onrselvcH 
ittte not boused 
r ; too 

a way of fetching a 
th the hammer over 



P. 

oate; familiar; twelve 

wool 

innch 

I partridge 

ram 

ech 

oatmeal pudding, a 

>wn Scotch dish 

at ; a pot 

Pettle, a ploughstaff 

proud ; hanglity 

ir Pawklc, cunning; 

1: beat 

Itch the breath short, 
hma 

to crop, the stomach 
eling. the rind of fruit 
lesticated sheep, Ac. 
cherish ; a plongh- 

, short petticoats worn 

Ilghiandmeu 

tir speeches; flattery ; 

r 

flattery 

Highland war music, 

to the bagpipe 

small quantity 

I, uneasiness 

ibllc proclamation 



CilASSARV. 

Plack. nn old Scotch coin, the 
third part of a Scotch |)enny, 
twelve of which make an 
English penny 

Plackless, penuyless ; without 
money 

Platie, diminutive of plate 

IMcw, or Pleugh, a plough 

Pliskle, a trick 

Poind, to seize cattle or goods 
for rent, as the laws of Scot- 
land allow 

Poortlth, poverty 

Pou, to pull 

Pouk, to pluck 

Poussle, a hare, or cat 

Pout, a poult : a chick 

Pou't. did pull 

Powthery, like powder 

P»w, the head, the skull 

l*ownie, a little liorso 

Powther, or pouther, powder 

Preen, a pin 

Prent, to print; print 

Prie, to taste 

Prie'd, tasted 

Prief, proof 

Prig, to cheapen ; to dispute 

Primsie, demure, precise 

I*ropone, to lay down: to pro- 
pose 

Provoses, provosts 

Puddock-stooi, n mushroom ; 
fungus 

Pund, pound ; pounds 

Pyle,— a pylc o' caff, a single 
grain of chaflf 

Q 
Quat, to quit 
Quak, to quake 

Quey, a cow from one to two 
years old 

R. 

Hagweed, the herb ragwort 

Raible, to rattle nonsense 

Rair, to roar 

Kaize. to madden : to inflame 

Ram-fezzrd, fatigued ; over- 
spread 

Ram-stam, thoughtless ; for- 
ward 

Raploch, properly a coarf.c 
cloth ; but used as an adnoun 
for coarse 

Rarely, excellently; very well 

Rash, a rush ; rash-buss, u bush 
of rushes 

Ration, a rat 

Raucle, rash ; stout ; fearless 

Raught, reached 

Raw, a row 

Rax, to stretch 

Ream, cream ; to cream 

Reaming, brimful; frothing 

Reave, rove 

Reek, to heed 

Rede, counsel ; to counsel 

Red-wat-shod; walking in blood 
over the shoe-tops 

Red-wnd, stark mad 

Ree. half drunk ; fuddled 

Reek, smoke 

Keckin. smoking 

Reekit, smoked ; smoky 

Redmead, remedv 

Requite, requited 

Rest, to stand restive 

Restit, stood restive; stunted; 
withered 

Restricked, restricted 

Rew. to repent ; to compassion- 
ate 
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Kief, reef ; plenty 

Rief randies ; sturdy beggars 

Uig, a ridge 

Rigw-iddie, rogwoodle ; the rone 

or chain that crosses the 

saddle of a horse to support 

the spokes of a cart; sjiaro; 

withered: sapless 
Rin, to run : to melt 
Rinnin, running 
Rink, tiie course of the stones; 

a term In curling on ice 
Rip, a handful of unlhreshed 

corn 
Riskit, made a noise like the 

tearing of root« 
Rockin, spinning on the rock, 

or distaff 
Rood, stands likewise for the 

plural roods 
Roon, a shred ; a border or sel- 
vage 
Roose, to praise; to commend 
Roosty, rusty 
Koun , round in the circle of 

neighbourhood 
Ronpet, hoarse : as with a cold 
Routhle, plentiful 
Row, to rool ; to wrap 
Row't, rolled ; wrapped 
Rowte, to low : to bellow 
Kouth, or ronth ; plenty 
Rowtln, lowing 
Ruzet, rosin 
Rung, a cudgel 
Runklcd, wrinkled 
Runt, the stem of colowort or 

cabbage 
Ruth, a woman's name; the 

book ^:o called ; sorrow 
Ryke, to reach 

S. 
Sae, so 
Saft, soft 

Salr. to serve : a sore 
Sairiy, or sairlle; sorely 
Salr't, served 
Sark. a shirt ; a shift 
Sarkit, provided in shirts 
Saugh, the willow 
Saul, soul 
Sanmont, salmon 
Sannt, a saint 
Saut, salt; adj. salt 
Saw to sow 
Hawin, sowing 
Sax. six 
Scalth, to damage; to injure; 

Injury 
Scar, 8 cliff 
Scaud. to scald 
Scauld, to scold 
Scaur, apt to be scard 
Seal, a scold : a termagant 
Scon, a cake of bread 
Sconner, a loathin ; to loathe 
Scruich, to scream as a hen, 

(tC. 

Screed, to tear ; a rent 

Scrievo, to glide swiftly along 

Scrimp, to scant 

Scrirapet, did scant . scanty 

See'd, did see 

Seizin, seizing 

Sol, self: a oody's sef, one's 

self alone 
Seirt, did sell 
Sen', to send 
Sen't, I, &c., sent, or did send 

it: send it 
Servan', servant 
Settlin'. settling; to get a set- 
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* tlin; to bo frlt^iitcd iuto 
quietnuss 
Sets, sets off ; goes away 
Shackled, distorted: shupdoss 
Khuird, tt shri'd ; a shard 
Shaugan, a stick cleft at one 
end for puttin the toil of a 
dog. &c., into Iho by of niis- 
cliief, or tu frighten him 
away 
Sbrver, a humorous wag; a 

barber 
8baw, to show; a small wood in 

U ll««ll<}W 

Sheen, bright , shining 
Sliecp-shunk, tu think onc's- 

self nae shccp-shunk; to lio 

conceited 
Sherra-muor, slicrlff-nioov ; tho 

(^mous biittlu foiiglit in tltc 

rebellion, a.d. 17-K> 
Sheugh, a ditch ; a trench 
Shiel, a slicd 
Hliill, shrll 
Shog, a shock; n puali oil al 

one side 
School, a shovel 
Shoon, shoes 

Shore, to offer; to tlireatcn 
Shor'd, offercil 
Siiouther, the shonldtu' 
Shurc, did sitcar; i<iiuro 
Sic, sucli 

Sicker, snre ; steady 
Sidelins, sidelong: slnniing 
SUior, silver; money 
Simmer, summer 
Sin. a son 
Shi , since 
Skalth, see scaith 
Skelluni, wortliless fellow 
Skelp, to strike; to slap; to 

walk a smart tripping step; 

a smart stroke 
Skelple-liranier, a renroacliful 

term in female scolding 
Skelpin, stepping ; walking 
Sklegli, or skeigh ; proud ; nice ; 

high-mettled 
Skinklln, a small portion 
Sklrf, to sluick; to cry shrilly 
Skirrt, shrieked 
Sklen. slont; to' run aslant; to 

deviate from truth 
Sklentee, ran, or hit, in an 

oblique direction 
Skouth, freedom to converse 

without testralnt ; range ; 

scope 
Skriegh, a scronm ; to scream 
Skyrin, shining 
Skyte, force 
Slue, a sloe 

Slade, did slide [fence 

Slap, a gate; a broach in a 
Siaver, saliva ; to emit saliva 
Slaw, slow 

Slee, sly; sleest ; sliest 
Sieekit, sleek ; sly 
Sllddery, slippery 
Slype, to fall over, as a wet fur- 
row from the plough 
Slypet. fell 
Sma\ small 

Smeddum, dust, powder; met- 
tle; sense 
Smiddy, a smitliy 
Smoor, to smot lier 
Smoor d, smotlicrcd 
Smoutie, smutty ; obscene ; 

ngly 
Smvtrle, a numerous collection 
oistuall inaivlfXnals 
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Snapper, to stuml)lo 

Snasb, abuse, Billingsgate 

Snaw, snow; to snow 

Snaw-broo, melted snow 

Snawie, snowy 

Sneck, snick ; the latch of a 
door 

Sued, to lop; to cut off 

Sneeshln, snuff 

Sneeshin-miil, a snuff-box 

Snell. bitter; bithig 

Snlck-drawing, trick-contriv- 
ing; crafty 

Snirtle, to langli restralncdly 

Snood, a ribbon for binding tho 
iiair 

Sneol, one whose spirit Is bro- 
ken with oppressive slavery; 
to submit tamely : to sneak 

Snoovc, to go smoothly and con- 
stantly ; to sneak 

Snowk, to scent, or snuff, as a 
dog, &c. 

Snowkit. scented; snuffed 

SoHi-ie, liaving sweet, engaging 
looks; iucky; jolly 

Soom, to swim 

Sooth, truth ; a petty oath 

Songli, a heavy sign; a sound 
dying in the car 

Souple, flexible; swift 

Souter, a sli(x;mal;cr 

Kowens, a dish made of oat- 
mvai; tlio seeds of oatmeal 
siMired, A:c. ; Jlummory 

Sowp, a spoonful ; a small quan- 
tity of anything liquid 

Sowih, to try over u tune with 
a low Wilis tie 

Sowther, solder; to solder; to 
cement 

Spae, to prophesy ; to divine 

Spaul, a limb 

Spairge, to dash; tosoil, aswitli 
ndre 

Spavlet, having tho spavin 

Spean, spane ; to wean 

Speat, or Spate, a sweeping 
torrent, after rahi, or thaw 

Sped, to climb 

Spence, the country parlour 

Spier, to ask : to inquire 

Spier t, inquired 

Splatter, a splutter ; to splutter 

Spleughan, tobacc<*-poncn 

Splore, a frolic; a noise ; riot 

Spracklc, sprachle : to clamber 

Sprattle, to scramble 

Spreckied, spotted ; speckled 

Spring, a quick air in music ; a 
Scottish reel 

Sprit, a tongh-rootod plant, 
something like rushes 

Sprittie. full of spirits 

Spunk, fire ; mettle : wit 

Spnnkie, mettlesome; fiery; 
wlll-o'-wlsp, or ignis -fat uns 

Spnrtie, a stick, ased in imiking 
oatmeal pudding or porridge 

Squad, a crew : a party 

Squatter, to flutter in water, as 
a wild duck 

Squattle, to sprawl 

Squeei, a scream ; a screech ; to 
scream 

Stachcr, to stagger 

Stack, f '<ck of corn, hay, &c. 

Staggle, (he diminutive of stag 

Stalwart, strong ; stout 

Stan, to stand ; stan't, did 
stand 

Stane, a stone 

Stang, to sting ; an acute pain 



sunk, did stUik 

Stap, did stop 

Stark, stout 

Startle, to run as cattle staug 
by the gad-fly 

Staumrel, a blockhead 

Staw, did steal : to surfeit 

Stech, to cram tho belly 

Stechin, crammhig 

Steck, to shut ; a stitch 

Stear, to molest ; to stir 

Stceve, Arm; compacted 

Stell, a^till 

Sten. to rear as a horse 

Sten t, reared 

Stents, tribute 

Stey, steep ; steycst : steepest 

Stibbie, stubble ; stibble-rig, the 
reaper in liarvest who takes 
the lead 

Stick an' stow, totally; alto- 
gether 

Stile, a u'utch ; to halt, to lirap 

Stimpart, the eighth part of s 
Winchester bushel 

Stirk, a cow or bullock a year 
old 

Stock, a plant or root of cole- 
wort, cabbage. «tec 

Stockin, a stocking : throwing 
the stockhig. Wiieu the 
bride and bridegroom are put 
into bed, and the caudle out, 
the former throws a stocking 
at raiuUmi among tlio corn- 
pan v, and the ]>erson whom it 
strikes is the next that will Im! 
married. 

Stoiter, to stagger; to stam- 
mer 

Stooked, made up in shocks as 
corn 

Stoor, sounding hollow; stroBg, 
and hoarse 

Stot, an ox 

Stoup. or stowp, a kind of jnj 
or dish with a handle 

Stoure, dust-, more particalarljr 
dust in motion 

Stowlins, by stealth 

Stown, stolen 

Stoyte, to stnmlile 

St rack, did strike 

St ras, straw; todie afairstrtc 
death : to die in bed 

Straik, did strike 

Straikit, stroked 

Strappin, tall and handsoow 

Straught, atraight 

Strcek, stretched; tight 

St riddle, to straddle 

Stream, to spout; to piss 

Studdie, an anvil 

Stumpie, dimlnntiye of stmiBp 

Strunt, spirituous liqaor of tnr 
kind : to walk sturdily ; Inif, 
snllenness 

Stuff, com or pnlse of any kind 

Sturt, trouble ; to molest 

Sturtin, frighted 

Sucker, suear 

Sud, should 

Sugh, the continued nisUnf 
noise of wind or water 

Southretn, soathem: an oM 
name for the English natioa 

Swalrd, sward 

Swatl'd, swelled 

Swank, stately; Jolly 

Swankle, or swanker, atifkt, 
strappin yonng fellow or frfri 

Swap, an exchange ; to barter 

Swarf, to swoon ; a bwom 



Rwat, did sweat 

Kwatchf a samplo 

8 wats, drink ; good alo 

Sweaten, sweating 

8weer, lazy; averse; dcnd- 

Rweer, extremely averse 
Swoor, swore, did swear 
Swinge, to beat ; to whip 
Swirl, a curve; nn eddying 

blast, or pool ; a knot in wood 
Rwirlie, knaggie, fnll of knots 
Kwlth, get away 
Swither, to hesitate in choice; 

an irresolute wavering in 

choice 
Kyue, since ; ago ; then 



T' 



Tackots, a kind of nails for dri- 
ving into the heels of shoes 

Tae, a toe ; three tao'd, having 
three prongs 

Tairge, a target 

Tak, to take: takin, taking 

Tamtallan, the name of a moun- 
tain 

Tangle, a sea-wccd 

Tap, the top 

Tapctlcss, heedless ; foolish 

Tarrow, to murmur at one's al- 
lowance 

Tarrow't, mnrmnrcd 

Tarry-brecks, a sailor 

Tanid, or Tald. told 

Taupie, a foolish, thoughtless 
yunng person 

Tuuted, or Tautie, matted to- 
gether; spoken of hair or 
wool 

Tawio, that allows itself peace- 
ably to be handled; spoken 
of a horse, cow, Ac 

Teat, a small quantity 

Teen, to jirovoke ; provocation 

Tedding, spreading after the 
mower 

Ten-hours' bite, a slight feed to 
the horses while in the yoks, 
in the forenoon 

Tent, a ficid-pnlpit ; heed ; cau- 
tion; to take heed; to tend 
or herd cattle 

Tcntie, heedful ; cautious 

Tentless, heedless 

Tengh, tough 

Thack, thatch; thack an' rape, 
clothing necessaries 

Tnae, these 

Thalrms, small guts; fiddle- 
strings 

Thankit, thanked 

Theekit, thatched 

Thegither, together 

Thcmsel, themselves 

Thick, intimate ; familiar 

Thieveless, cold ; dry ; spited ; 
spoken of a person's de- 
meanour 

Tlilr, these 

Tlilrl, thrill 

Thirled, thrilled; vibrated 

Thole, to suffer; to endure 

Thowe, a thaw ; to thaw 

Tliowless, slack ; lazy 

Thrang, throng ; a crowd 

Thrapple. throat : windpipe 

Thrave, twenty-four sheaves or 
two shocks of com ; a con- 
siderable number 

Tliraw, to sprain ; to twist ; to 
contradict 

Tlirawln, twisting, &c. 

Thrawn, sprained ; twisted ; 
contradicted 
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Threap, to maintain by dlut of 
assertion 

Threshin, thrashing 

Threteen, thirteen 

Thristlo, thistle 

Through, to goon witfi; to make 
out 

Throuther, pell-mell ; confus- 
edly 

Thud, to make a load, Intermit- 
tent noise 

Thnmpit, thumped 

Thysel, thyself 

Tlll't, to it 

Timmer, timber 

Tine, to loose : tint, lust 

Tinkler, a tinker 

Tint the gate, lost the way 

Tip, a ram 

Tipbcnce, twopence 

Tirl, to make a slight noise; to 
uncover 

Tlrlin, uncovering 

Tlther, the other 

Tittle, to whisper 

TittUn, whispering 

Tocher, marriage portion 

Tod, a lox 

Toddle, to totter; like the walk 
of a child 

Toddlin, tottering 

Toom, empty ; to empty 

Toop, a ram 

Tonn, a hamlet ; a farm-house 

Tout, the blast of a horn or 
trumpet ; to blow a horn, Ac 

Tow, a rope 

Towmond, a twelvemonth 

Towzle, rough and shnggy 

Toy, a very old fashion of female 
head-dress 

Toyte, to totter like old ago 

Transmugrifled, transmigrated, 
matamorphosed 

Trashtrie, trash 

Trews, trousers 

Trickle, full of tricks 

Trig, spruce ; neat 

Trimly, excellently 

Trow, to believe 

Trowth, truth ; a petty oath 

Tr>-8to, an appointment ; a fair 

Trysted, appointed ; to tryste ; 
to make an appointment 

Try't, tried 

Tug, raw hide, of wl>:ch in rtd 
times plough-traces were frc- 

auently made 
zie, a quarrel ; to quarrel ; 
to fight 

Twa, two 

Twa-three, a few 

Twod, it would 

•Twal, twelve : twal-ponnle- 
worth, a small quantity, a 
pennio - worth. N. H. "One 
penny English Is 12d. Scotcli 

Twin, to part 

Tyke, a dog 

U. 

Unco, Strang; uncouth ; very, 
very great, prodigious 

Uncos, news 

Unkenn'd, unknown 

Unslcker, unsure ; unsteady 

Unskaith'd, undamaged ; un- 
hurt 

Unweeting, unwittingly ; un- 
knowingly 

Upo', upon 

Urchin, a hedgehog 
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Vap'rin, vapouring 

Vera, very 

Virl. a ring round a column, &c 

Vlttle, corn of all kiuds; food 



Wa', wall; wa's; walls 

Wabster, a weaver 

Wad, would ; to bet ; a pledge 

Wadna, would not 

Wae, wo; sorrowful 

Waefu', wof ul ; sorrowful ; 

wailing 
Waesucks! or waes me! alas I 

O the pity 
Waft, the cross thread that 

goes from the sliuttlethrough 

the web ; woof 
Wair, to lay out ; to expend 
Wale, choice ; to choose 
Waled, chose ; chosen 
Wallc, ample; large; Jolly; 

also an interjection of distrcbs 
Wame, the belly 
Wamofu', a belly full 
Wanchancie, unlucky 
Wanrestfu', restless 
Wark, work 
Wark-lume, " a tool to work 

with 
Warl, or warld : world 
Warlock, a wizard 
Warly, worldlv; eager on 

amassing wealth 
Warran, a warrant; to war- 
rant 
Warst. worst 

Warstl'd or warsl'd ; wrestled 
Wastrlc, pro('.!gallt^ 
Wat, wet; 1 wat; I Avot; I 

know 
Water-brose, brose made of 

meal and Jwater simply; 

without the addition of milk, 

l)ntter, Ac. 
Wattle, a twig ; a wand 
Wauble, to swing; to reel 
Waught, a draught 
Wankit, thickened as fullers do 

cloth 
Waukrife, not apt to sleep 
Waur, worse ; to worst 
Wttur t, worsted 
Wean, or weanic ; a child 
Wcarie, or weary; many a 

weary body ; many a dif- 
ferent person 
Weason, weasand 
Weaving the stockin^f. Sec 

Stocking p. 583. 
Wee, little 

Wee things, little ones 
Wee bit, a small matter 
We el, well 
Weelfare, welfare 
Weet, rain; wetness 
Weird, fate 
We'se, we shall 
Wha, who 
Whalzle, to wheeze 
Whalpit, whelped 
WTiang, a leathern string; a 

piece of cheese, bread, «fcc., 

to give the strappado 
Whare, where 
Whare'er, wherever 
Wheep, to fly nimbly; jerk; 

penny-wheep ; small beer 
Wnase, whose 
Whatreok, nevertheless 
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AVhid. thn motion of n hare, 
raiiniitKl^ut nut frighted: n lie 

Wliiddin, riunilug as u haro or 
cony 

Wliigineleeries, whlins; fan- 
cies; crotchets 

Whingin, crying ; complaining ; 
fretting 

Whiriigignms, useless orna- 
ments; trifling appendages 

Wliissle, a whistle ; to -whistlo 

Whisht, silence; to bold one's 
whist : to be silent 

Whisk, to sweep; to lush 

Whisklt, lashed 

Whitter, a hearty draught of 
liquor 

Willi n-stane, a whln-stune 

Whvles, whiles ; sometimes 

Wl', with 

WIcht. wight ; powerfnl ; 
strong : inventive ; of a 
superior genius 

Wick, to strike a stone in nn 
oblique direction ; a term 
In curling 

WIcher, willow (the smaller 
sort) 

WiftI, a small whirlpool 

WIflc, a dinilnntive or endear- 
ing term for a wife 

Wilyart, bushrul and reserved ; 
avoiding society or appearing 
awkward in it; wild 
strange: timid 

Wimplo, to meander 



BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 

Wimprt, meandered 

Wimpiln. waving ; meandering 

Win, to win : to winnow 

Win't, winded as ft bottom of 
yam 

Win*, wind 

Win's, winds 

WInna, will not 

WInnock, a widow 

Winsome, hearty; vaunted; 

Wlntle, a staggering motion; 
to stagger ; to reel 

Winze, an oath 

Wiss, to wish 

WItlioutten, witiiout 

Wizen'd, hide-bound ; dried ; 
shrunk 

Wonner, a wonder; a contemp- 
tuous Appcliatiou 

Wons, dwells 

Woo', wool 

Woo(lie. a rope, more properly 
one made of withes or willows 

Wooer-bnb. the garter knotted 
below the knett with a couple 
of looi)s 

Wordy, worthy 

Worset, worsted 

Wow, an exclamation of plea- 
sure or wonder 

Wrack, to teaze ; to vex 

Wraith, a spirit or ghost: an 
npfiarition exactly like a 
living person, whose appear- 
ance is said to forbode the 
person's approaching death 



Wrang, wrong; to wrong 
Wreeth. a drifted heap of snow 
Wud, mad ; distracted 
Wnmble, a wimble 
Wyle, to begnile 
WWliocoat, a flannel vest 
"Wytc, blame; to blame 

Y. 

Yad, an old mare ; a worn-out 

horse 
Ye, this pronoun is frequently 

used for thou 
Yttarns, longs much 
Yearlings, born in the sarao 

year; coevals 
Year Is used both for singular 

and plural years 
Yearn, eoni; an eagle; an 

ospray 
Yell, barren : that gives no milk 
Ycrk, to laMi: to Jerk 
Yerkit, Jerked; lashed 
Yestreen, yesternight 
Yett, a gate, such as is usually 

at tlie entrance into a furm- 

5ard or field 
1. alert 
Yird, earth 
Yokin; yokin; about 
Yont, beyond 
Yonrsel, yourself 
Yowe, an ewe 
Yowip. diminutive of yowe 
Yule, Christmas 
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